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POSTHUMOUS PAPERS 

OF 

THE PICKWICK CLUB 

CHAPTER XXVin 

A GOOD-HUMOURED CHRISTMAS CHAPTER, CONTAINING AN ACCOUNT 

OF A WEDDING, AND SOME OTHER SPORTS BESIDE : WHICH, 

ALTHOUGH, IN THEIR WAY, EVEN AS GOOD CUSTOMS AS MARRIAGE 

ITSELF, ARE NOT QUITE SO RELIGIOUSLY KEPT UP, IN THESE 

I>EG£NERATE TIMES. 

As brisk as bees, if not altogether as light as fairies, did the 
fattr Pickwickians assemble on the morning of the twenty-second 
^y of December, in the year of grace in which these, their 
^thfully recorded adventures, were undertaken and accom- 
plished. Christmas was close at hand, in all his bluff and hearty 
honesty ; it was the season of hospitality, merriment, and open- 
^eartedness 5 the old year was preparing, like an ancient 
Philosopher, to call his friends aroimd him, and amidst the sound 
of feasting and revelry to pass gently and calmly away. Gay 
^d merry was the time ; and right gay and merry were at least 
four of the numerous hearts that were gladdened by its coming. 
And numerous indeed are the hearts to which Christmas brings 
a brief season of happiness and enjoyment. How many families 
^bose members have been dispersed and scattered, far and 
'^de, in the restless struggles of life are then reunited, and 
meet once again in that happy state of companionship and 
nmtual good-will, which is a source of such pure and unalloyed 
delight, and one so incompatible with the cares and sorrows of 
the worid, that the religious belief of the most civilised nations 
Mid the rude traditions of the rougliest savages alike number 
it among the first joys of a future condition of existence pro- 
vided for the blessed and happy ! How many old recollections, 
[ and how many dormant sympathies, does Christmas time awaken ! 
j We write these words now, many miles distant from the spot 

I VOL. II. 
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at which, year after year, we met on that day, a merry and 
joyous circle. Many of the hearts that throbbed so gaily then 
have ceased to beat ; many of the looks that shone so brightly 
then have ceased to glow ; the hands we grasped haye grown 
cold ; the eyes we sought have hid their lustre in the grave ; 
and yet the old house, the room, the merry voices and smiling 
faces, the jest, the laugh, the most minute and trivial circum- 
stances connected with those happy meetings, crowd upon our 
mind at each recurrence of the season, as if the last assemblage 
had been but yesterday ! Happy, happy Christmas, that can 
vrin us back to the delusions of our childish days ; that can recall 
to the old man the pleasures of his youth ; and transport the 
sailor and the traveller, thousands of miles away, back to his 
own fireside and his quiet home ! 

But we are so taken up and occupied with the good qualities 
of this saint Christmas, that we are keeping Mr. Pickwick and 
his friends waiting in the cold, on the outside of the Muggleton 
coach, which they have just attained, well wrapped up in great 
coats, shawls, and comforters. The portmanteaus and carpet-bags 
have been stowed away, and !Mr. Weller and the guard are 
endeavouring to insinuate into the fore-boot a huge codfish sev- 
eral sizes too large for it, which is snugly packed up in a long 
brown basket, with a layer of straw over the top, and which has 
been left to the last, in order that he may repose in safety on 
the half-dozen barrels of real native oysters, all the property 
of Mr. Pickwick, which have been arranged in regular order at 
the bottom of the receptacle. The interest displayed in Mr. 
Pickwick's coimtenance is most intense as Mr. Weller and the 
guard try to squeeze the codfish into the boot, first, head first, 
and then tail first, and then top upwards, and then bottom 
upwards, and then side-ways, and then long-ways, all of which 
artifices the implacable codfish sturdily resists, imtil the guard 
accidentally hit« liim in the very middle of the basket, where- 
upon he suddenly disappears into the boot, and with him the 
head and shoulders of the guard himself, who, not calculating 
upon so sudden a cessation of the passive resistance of the 
codtisli, experiences a very imexpected shock, to the unsmother- 
able delight of all the porters and by-standers. Upon this, jVIr. 
Pickwick smiles with great good humour, and drawing a shilling 
horn his waistcoat pocket, l)egs the guard, as he picks himself 
out of the boot, to drink his health in a glass of hot brandy 
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and water ; at which the guard smiles, too, and Messrs. Snod- 
giass, Winkle, and Tupman all smile in company. The guard 
and Mr. Weller disappear for five minutes, most probably to 
get the hot brandy and water, for they smell very strongly of 
it when they return ; the coachman moimts to the box, Mr. 
Weller jumps up behind, the Pickwickians pull their coats roimd 
their legs, and their shawls over their noses ; the helpers pull 
the horse-cloths off, the coachman shouts out a cheery "All 
right,^' and away they go. 

They have rumbled through the streets, and jolted over the 
stones, and at length reach the wide and open country. The 
wheels skim over the hard and frosty groimd, and the horses, 
bursting into a canter at a smart crack of the whip, step along 
the road as if the load behind them, coach, passengers, codfish, 
oyster barrels, and all, were but a feather at their heels. They 
have descended a gentle slope, and enter upon a level, as compact 
and dry as a solid block of marble, two miles long. Another 
crack of the whip, and on they speed at a smart gallop, the 
horses tossing their heads and rattling the harness, as if in exhil- 
aration at the rapidity of the motion ; while the coachman, 
holding whip and reins in one hand, takes off his hat with the 
other, and resting it on his knees, pulls out his handkerchief, 
and wipes his forehead, partly because he has a habit of doing 
it, and partly because it 's as well to show the passengers how 
cool he is, and what an easy thing it is to drive four-in-hand, 
when you have had as much practice as he has. Having done 
this very leisurely (otherwise the effect would be materially 
impaired), he replaces his handkerchief, pulls on his hat, adjusts 
his gloves, squares his elbows, cracks the whip again, and on 
they speed, more merrily than before. 

A few small houses scattered on either side of the road betoken 
the entrance to some town or village. The lively notes of the 
guard's key-bugle vibrate in the clear cold air, and wake up the 
old gentleman inside, who, carefully letting down the window- 
sash half-way, and standing sentry over the air, takes a short 
peep out, and then carefully pulling it up again, informs the 
other inside that they 're going to change directly ; on which 
the other inside wakes himself up, and determines to postpone 
his next nap until after the stoppage. Again the bugle sounds 
lustily forth, and rouses the cottager's wife and children, wlio 
peep out at the house-door, and watch the coach till it turns the 
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comer, when they once more crouch round the blazing fire, and 
throw on another log of wood against father comes home, while 
father himself, a full mile off has just exchanged a friendly nod 
with the coachman, and turned roimd, to take a good long stare 
at the vehicle as it whirls away. 

And now the bugle plays a lively air as the coach rattles 
through the ill-paved streets of a coimtry town ; and the 
coachman, undoing the buckle which keeps his ribands together, 
prepares to throw them ofif the moment he stops. Mr. Pick- 
wick emerges from his coat collar, and looks about him with 
great curiosity; perceiving which the coachman informs Mr. 
Pickwick of the name of the town, and tells him it was market- 
day yesterday, both of which pieces of information Mr. Pickwick 
retails to his fellow-passengers; whereupon they emerge from 
their coat collars too, and look about them also. Mr. Winkle, 
who sits at the extreme edge, with one leg dangling in the air, 
is nearly precipitated into the street, as the coach twists round 
the sharp comer by the cheese-monger's shop, and turns into 
the market-place ; and before Mr. Snodgrass, who sits next to 
him, has recovered from his alarm, they pull up at the inn-yard, 
where the fresh horses, with cloths on, are already waiting. 
The coachman throws down the reins and gets down himself, 
and the other outside passengers drop down also, except those 
who have no great confidence in their ability to get up again, 
and they remain where they are, and stamp their feet against 
the coach to warm them — looking with longing eyes and red 
noses at the bright fire in the inn bar, and the sprigs of holly 
with red berries which ornament the window. 

But the guard has delivered at the corn-dealer's shop the 
brown-paper packet he took out of the little pouch which hangs 
over his shoulder by a leathern strap, and has seen the horses 
carefully put to, and has thrown on the pavement the saddle 
which was brought from London on the coach-roof, and has 
assisted in the conference between the coachman and the hostler 
about the grey mare that hurt her off-fore-leg last Tuesday ; and 
he and ^Ir. Weller are all right behind, and the coachman is all 
right in front, and the old gentleman inside, who has kept the 
window down full two inches all this time, has pulled it up 
again, and the cloths are off, and they are all ready for starting, 
except the " two stout gentlemen," whom the coachman inquires 
after with some impatience. Hereupon the coachman, and the 
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guard, and Sam Weller, and Mr. Winkle, Mr. Snodgrass, and 
all the hostlers, and every one of the idlers, who are more in 
number than all the others put together, shout for the missing 
gentlemen as loud as they can bawl. A distant response is 
heard from the yard, and Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Tupman come 
running down it, quite out of breath, for they have been having 
a glass of ale apiece, and Mr. Pickwick's fingers are so cold 
that he has been full five minutes before he could find the 
sixpence to pay for it. The coachman shouts an admonitory 
" Now then, gen'lm'n ! " The guard re-echoes it, the old 
gentleman inside thinks it a very extraordinary thing that 
people tinll get down when they know there is n't time for it, 
Mr. Pickwick struggles up on one side, Mr. Tupman on the 
other, Mr. Winkle cries " All right," and off they start. 
Shawls are pulled up, coat collars are re-adjusted, the pavement 
ceases, the houses disappear, and they are once again dashing 
along the open road, with the fresh clear air blowing in their 
faces, and gladdening their very hearts within them. 

Such was the progress of Mr. Pickwick and his friends by 
the Muggleton Telegraph, on their way to Dingley Dell ; and at 
three o'clock that afternoon they all stood, high and dry, safe 
and sound, hale and hearty, upon the steps of the Blue Lion, 
having taken on the road quite enough of ale and brandy to 
enable them to bid defiance to the frost that was binding up 
the earth in its iron fetters, and weaving its beautiful network 
upon the trees and hedges. Mr. Pickwick was busily engaged 
in counting the barrels of oysters, and superintending the 
disinterment of the codfish, when he felt himself gently pulled 
by the skirts of the coat. Looking round, he discovered that 
the individual who resorted to this mode of catching his attention 
was no other than Mr. Wardle's favourite page, l)etter known 
to the readers of this unvarnished history by the distinguishing 
appellation of the fat boy. 

" Aha ! " said Mr. Pickwick. 

" Aha ! " said the fat boy. 

As he said it, he glanced from the codfish to the oyster 
barrels, and chuckled joyously. He was fatter than ever. 

** Well, you look rosy enough, my young friend ! " said Mr. 
Pickwick. 

" I 've been asleep, right in front of the tap-room fire," 
replied the fat boy, who had heated himself to the colour of 
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a new chimney-pot, in the course of an hour's nap. " blaster 
sent me over with the shay-cart, to carry your luggage up to 
the house. He 'd ha' sent some saddle-horses, but he thought 
you 'd rather walk, being a cold day." 

" Yes, yes," said Mr. Pickwick hastily, for he remembered 
how they had travelled over nearly the same ground on a pre- 
vious occasion. " Yes, we would rather walk. Here, Sam ! " 

" Sir," said Mr. WeUer. 

" Help Mr. Wardle's servant to put the packages into the 
cart, and then ride on with him. We will walk forward at 



once." 



Having given this direction, and settled with the coachman, 
Mr. Pickwick and his three friends struck into the footpath 
across the fields, and walked briskly away ; leaving ^Ir. Weller 
and the fat boy confronted together for the first time. Sam 
looked at the fat boy with great astonishment, but without 
saying a word, and began to stow the luggage rapidly away 
in the cart, while the fat boy stood quietly by, and seemed to 
think it a very interesting sort of thing to see Mr. Weller 
working by himself. 

" There," said Sam, throwing in the last carpet-bag. " There 
they are ! " 

" Yes," said the fat boy, in a very satisfied tone, " there 
they are." 

" Veil, young twenty stun," said Sam, " you 're a nice 
specimen of a prize boy, you are ! " 

" Thank'ee," said the fat boy. 

"You ain't got nothin' on your mind as makes you fret 
yourself, have you ? " inquired Sam. 

" Not as I knows on," replied the boy. 

" I should rayther ha' thought, to look at you, that you was 
a labourin' under an unrequited attaclmient to some young 
'ooman," said Sam. 

The fat boy shook his head. 

" Yell," said Sam, " I 'm glad to hear it. Do you ever drink 
anythin' ? " 

** I likes eating better," replied the boy. 

" Ah," said Sam, " I should ha' s'posed that ; but what I 
mean is, should you like a drop of anythin' as 'd warm you ? 
but I s'pose you never was cold, with all them elastic fixtures^ 
was you ? " 
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** Sometimes," replied the boy ; " and I likes a drop of 
something, when it^s good." 

" Oh, you do, do you ? " said Sam ; " come this way, then ! " 

The Blue Lion tap was soon gained, and the fat boy swallowed 
a glass of liquor without so much as winking; a feat which 
considerably advanced him in Mr. Weller's good opinion. Mr. 
Weller having transacted a similar piece of business on his own 
account, they got into the cart. 

" Can you drive ? " said the fat boy. 

" I should rayther think so," replied Sam. 

"There, then," said the fat boy, putting the reins in his 
hand, and pointing up a lane. " It 's as straight as you can go ; 
you can't miss it." 

With these words, the fat boy laid himself affectionately 
down by the side of the codfish, and, placing an oyster barrel 
under his head for a pillow, fell fast asleep instantaneously. 

" Well," said Sam, " of all the cool boys ever I set my eyes 
on, this here young gen'lm'n is the coolest. Come, wake up, 
young dropsy ! " 

But as young dropsy evinced no symptoms of returning 
animation, Sam Weller sat himself down in front of the cart, and 
starting the old horse with a jerk of the rein, jogged steadily on 
towards Manor Farm. 

Meanwhile, Mr. Pickwick and his friends, having walked their 
blood into active circulation, proceeded cheerfully on. The paths 
were hard ; the grass was crisp and frosty ; the air had a fine, 
dry, bracing coldness; and the rapid approach of the grey 
twilight (slate-coloured is a better term in frosty weather) made 
them look forward with pleasant anticipation to the comforts 
which awaited them at their hospitable entertainer^ s. It was 
the sort of afternoon that might induce a couple of elderly 
gentlemen, in a lonely field, to take off their great coats and play 
at leap-frog in pure lightness of heart and gaiety ; and we 
firmly believe that had Mr. Tupman at that moment proffered 
" a back," Mr. Pickwick would have accepted his offer with the 
utmost avidity. 

However, Mr. Tupman did not volunteer any such accommo- 
dation, and the friends walked on, conversing merrily. Ab they 
turned into a lane they had to cross, the sound of many voices 
burst upon their ears ; and before tliey had even had time to form 
a guess as to whom they belonged, they walked into the very 
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centre of the party who were expecting their arrival — a &ct 
which was first notified to the Pickwickians by the loud 
" Hurrah ! " which burst from old Wardle's lips when they 
appeared in sight. 

First, there was Wardle himself, looking, if possible, more 
jolly than ever ; then there were Bella and her faithful Trundle ; 
and, lastly, there were Emily and some eight or ten yoimg ladies, 
who had all come down to the ^v^edding, which was to take 
place next day, and who were in as happy and important a state 
as young ladies usually are on such momentous occasions ; and 
they were, one and all, startling the fields and lanes, far and 
wide, with their frolic and laughter. 

The ceremony of introduction, under such circumstances, 
was very soon performed, or we should rather say that the 
introduction was soon over without any ceremony at all ; and 
in two minutes thereafter Mr. Pickwick was joking with the 
young ladies who would n't come over the stile while he looked, 
or who, having pretty feet and unexceptionable ankles, preferred 
standing on the top-rail for five minutes or so, declaring that 
they were too frightened to move, with as much ease and 
absence of reserve or constraint, as if he had known them for 
life. It is worthy of remark, too, that Mr. Snodgrass offered 
Emily far more assistance than the absolute terrors of the stile 
(although it was full three feet high, and had only a couple of 
stepping-stones) would seem to require ; while one black-eyed 
young lady, in a very nice little pair of boots with fur round the 
top, was observed to scream very loudly when ]VIr. Winkle 
offered to help her over. 

All this was very snug and pleasant ; and when the difficulties 
of the stile were at last surmounted, and they once more entered 
on the open field, old Wardle informed Mr. Pickwick how they 
had all been down in a lx)dy to inspect the furniture and 
fittings-up of the house whicli the yoimg couple were to tenant 
after the Christmas holidays; at which communication Bella 
and Trundle both coloured up, as red as the fat boy after the 
t^ip-room fire ; and the young lady with the black eyes and the 
fur round the boots whispered something in Emily's ear, and 
tlien glanced arcldy at Mr. Snodgrass : to which Emily responded 
that she was a foolish girl, but turned very red, notwithstand- 
ing ; and Mr. Snodgrass, who was as modest as all great geniuses 
usually are, felt the crimson rising to the crown of his head, and 
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ilf^voutlf wished, in the iniiioet receeses uf his own heart, that 
the young latJy nforesaiJ, with her black eyea, and her arcJiness, 
and her hoiM with the fur round the top, were all comfortably 
depnsitBil in the ai^acent county. 

But if tiiey were socisl and happy outeidc the house, what 
n« the wanuth and cordiality of their teceptioa when they 
reached the form ! The very wrvants grinned with pleajiure at 
sight of Mr. Pickwick ; and Emma bestowed a half-demure. 
half-impudent, and all pretty look of recoguition on ilx. Tupmon, 
which was enough to make the utatue of Bouaparte in the 
passage unfold bis orma and clasp ber within them. 

The old lady van Beat«il in customary stat« in the front 
purlour, hut she was rather cross, and, by coneequence, most 
pwrticulariy deaf. She never wont out herself, aud, like a great 
manj other old ladies of the same stamp, she was apt to consider 
it an act of domestic treaaoa, if anybody else took the liberty 
ef dning what she could n't. So, bless ber old soul, she sat 
njvight aft she could in her great chair, and looked as fierce as 
might be — and that was benevolent after all. 

'■ 5Iolber," said Wanlle, " llr. Pickwick. You recollect him." 

" Never mind," replied the old lady with great diguity. 
" Ifoo't trouble Mr. Pickwick about an old creetur like ma. 
Xabody care£ about me now, and it 's very nat'ml they 
(honld n't." Here the old lady tossed her head, aud smoothed 
down her lavender-coloured silk dress with trembling hands. 

" Come, come, ma'am," said Mr. Pickwick, " I can't let you 
cut an old friend in this way. I have come down expressly 
lo have a long talk and another rubber with you ; uud we '11 
duw theae boys and girls how to dan<» a minuet before they 're 
eight-and-forty hours older." 

Ih'j liJlI JjJy iviid rupidly giving way, but she did nut like U) 
do it all at once ; so she only said, " Ah ! I can't hear him." 

" Nonaense, mother," said Wardle. " Come, come, don't be 
cross, there 's a good soul. Eecollect Bella ; come, you must 
keep her spirits up, poor girl." 

The good old lady heard this, for her lip quivered as her son 
aid it. But age has its little infirmities of temper, and she 
waa not quite brought round yet. So she smoothed down the 
lavemier-coloured dress ^ain, and turning to Ht. Pickwick said, 
" Ah, Mr. Pickwick, young people was very different when I 
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" No doubt of that, ma'am," said Mr. Pickwick, " and that 's 
the reason why I would make much of the few that have any 
traces of the old stock ; " — and saying this, Mr. Pickwick gently 
pulled Bella towards him, and bestowing a kiss upon her forehead, 
bade her sit down on the little stool at her grandmother's feet. 
Whether the expression of her countenance, as it was raised 
towards the old lady's face, called up a thought of old times, or 
whether the old lady was touched by Mr. Pickwick's affectionate 
good nature, or whatever was the cause, she was fairly melted ; 
so she threw herself on her grand-daughter's neck, and all the 
little ill-humour evaporated in a gush of silent tears. 

A happy party they were, that night. Sedate and solemn 
were the score of rubbers in which Mr. Pickwick and the old 
lady played together ; and uproarious was the mirth of the 
round table. Long after the ladies had retired did the hot 
elder wine, well qualified with brandy and spice, go roimd, and 
roimd, and roimd again ; and sound was the sleep and pleasant 
were the dreams that followed. It is a remarkable fact that 
those of Mr. Snodgrass bore constant reference to Emily Wardle ; 
and that the principal figure in Mr. Winkle's visions was a 
young lady with black eyes, an arch smile, and a pair of 
remarkably nice boots, with fur round the tops. 

Mr. Pickwick was awakened early in the morning by a hum 
of voices and a pattering of feet, sufl&cient to rouse even the fat 
boy from his heavy slumbers. He sat up in bed, and listened. 
The female servants and female visiters were running constantly 
to and fro ; and there were such multitudinous demands for 
warm water, such repeated outcries for needles and thread, and 
so many half-suppressed entreaties of " Oh, do come and tie me, 
there 's a dear ! " that Mr. Pickwick in his innocence began to 
imagine that something dreadful must have occurred, when he 
grew more awake, and remembered the wedding. The occasion 
being an important one, he dressed himself with peculiar care, 
and descended to the breakfast-room. 

There were all the female servants in a brand-new uniform 
of pink muslin gowns, with white bows in their caps, running 
about the house in a state of excitement and agitation, which it 
would be impossible to describe. The old lady was dressed out 
in a brocaded gown, which had not seen the light for twenty 
years, saving and excepting such truant rays as had stolen through 
the chinks in the box in which it had been laid by during ^e 
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whole time. Mr. Trundle was in high feather and spirits, hut 
a little nervous withal. The hearty old landlord was trying to 
lock very cheerful and unconcerned, hut failing signally in the 
attempt. All the girls were in tesurs and white muslin, except 
a select two or three, who were heing honoured with a private 
view of the hride and bridesmaids up stairs. All the Pick- 
wickians were in most blooming array ; and there was a terrific 
roaring on the grass in front of the house, occasioned by all the 
men, boys, and hobbledehoys attached to the farm, each of whom 
had got a white bow in his button-hole, and all of whom were 
cheering with might and main; being incited thereimto and 
stimulated therein by the precept and example of Mr. Samuel 
Weller, who had managed to become mighty popular already, 
and was as much at home as if he had been bom on the land. 

A wedding is a licensed subject to joke upon, but there really 
is no great joke in the matter after all ; — we speak merely of 
the ceremony, and beg it to be distinctly understood that we 
indulge in no hidden sarcasm upon a married life. Mixed up 
with the pleasure and joy of the occasion are the many regrets 
at quitting home, the tears of parting between parent and child, 
the consciousness of leaving the dearest and kindest friends of 
the happiest portion of human life, to encoimter its cares and 
troubles with others still imtried, and little known : natural 
feelings which we would not render this chapter mournful by 
describing, and which we should be still more imwilling to be 
supposed to ridicule. 

Let us briefly say, then, that the ceremony was performed by 

the old clergyman, in the parish church of Dingley Dell, and 

that Mr. Pickwick's name is attached to the register, still 

preserved in the vestry thereof ; that the yoimg lady with the 

black eyes signed her name in a very unsteady and tremulous 

manner ; and that Emily's signature, as the other bridesmaid, is 

nearly illegible ; that it all went off in very admirable style ; 

that the young ladies generally thought it far less shocking than 

they had expected ; and that, although the owner of the black 

eyes and the arch smile informed Mr. Winkle that she was sure 

she could never submit to anything so dreadful, we have tlie 

very best reasons for thinking she was mistaken. To all this, 

we may add tliat Mr. Pickwick was the first who saluted the 

bride : and that in so doing, he threw over her neck a rich gold 

watch and chain, which no mortal eyes but the jeweller's had 
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ever beheld before. Then the old church bell rang as gaily as 
it could, and they all returned to breakfast. 

" Vere does the mince-pies go, young opium eater ? " said Mr. 
Weller to the fat boy, as he assisted in laying out such articles 
of consumption as had not been duly arranged on the previoas 
night. 

The fat boy pointed to the destination of the pies. 

" Wery good," said Sam ; " stick a bit o' Christmas in *em. 
T' other dish opposite. There ; now we look compact and 
comfortable, as the father said ven he cut his little boy^s head 
oflf to cure him o' squintin'." 

As Mr. Weller made the comparison, he fell back a step or 
two, to give full effect to it, and surveyed the preparations with 
the utmost satisfaction. 

" Wardle," said Mr. Pickwick, almost as soon as they were 
all seated, " a glass of vrme, in honour of this happy occasion ! " 

" I shall be delighted, my boy," said Wardle. " Joe — damn 
that boy, he 's gone to sleep." 

" No, I ain't, sir," replied the fat boy, starting up from a 
remote comer, where, like the patron saint of fat boys — 
the immortal Horner — he had been devouring a Christmas pie ; 
though not with the coolness and deliberation which characterised 
that young gentleman's proceedings. 

" FiU ^Ir. Pickwick's glass." 

" Yes, sir." 

The fat boy filled Mr. Pickwick's glass, and then retired 
behind his master's chair, from whence he watched the play of 
tlie knives and forks, and the progress of the choice morsels, 
from the dishes to the mouths of the company, with a kind of 
dark and gloomy joy that was most impressive. 

** Grod bless you, old fellow ! " said Mr. Pickwick. 

** Same to you, my boy," replied WartUe ; and they pledged 
each other heartily. 

*• Mrs. Wardle," said Mr. Pickwick, " we old folks must have 
a glass of wine together, in honour of this joyful event." 

The old lady was in a state of great grandeur just then, for 
she was sitting at the top of the table in the brocaded gown, 
with her newly married daughter on one side, and Mr. Pickwick 
on the other, to do the carving. Mr. Pickwick had not spoken 
in a very loud tone, but she understood him at once, and drank 
off a full glass of wine to his long life and happiness ; after 
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which the worthy old soul launched forth into a minute and 
particular account of her own wedding, with a dissertation on 
the fashion of wearing high-heeled shoes, and some particulars 
concerning the life and adventures of the beautiful Lady 
ToUimglower, deceased : at all of which the old lady herself 
laughed very heartily indeed, and so did the yoimg ladies, too, 
for they were wondering among themselves what on earth 
grandma was talking about. When they laughed, the old lady 
laughed ten times more heartily, and said that these always had 
been considered capital stories : which caused them all to laugh 
again, and put the old lady into the very best of humours. 
Then the cake was cut, and passed through the ring ; and the 
young ladies saved pieces to put under their pillows to dream of 
their future husbands on ; and a great deal of blushing and 
merriment was thereby occasioned. 

" Mr. Miller,'' said Mr. Pickwick to his old acquaintance, the 
hard-headed gentleman, " a glass of wine ? " 

"With great satisfaction, Mr. Pickwick," replied the hard- 
headed gentleman solemnly. 

" You 'U take me in ? " said the benevolent old clergyman. 

" And me," interposed his wife. 

" And me, and me," said a couple of poor relations at the 
bottom of the table, who had eaten and drank very heartily, and 
laughed at everything. 

Mr. Pickwick expressed his heartfelt delight at every 
additional suggestion ; and his eyes beamed with hilarity and 
cheerfulness. 

" Ladies and gentlemen — " said Mr. Pickwick, suddenly rising. 

" Hear, hear ! Hear, hear ! Hear, hear ! " cried Mr. Weller, 
in the excitement of his feelings. 

" Call in all the servants," cried old Wardle, interposing to 
prevent the public rebuke which Mr. Weller would otherwise 
most indubitably have received from his master. " Give them 
a glass of wine each, to drink the toast in. Now, Pickwick." 

Amidst the silence of the company, the whispering of the 
women servants, and the awkward embarrassment of the men, 
Mr. Pickwick proceeded. 

" Ladies and gentlemen — no, I won't say ladies and gentle- 
men, I '11 call you my friends, my dear friends, if tlie ladies will 
allow me to take so great a lil)erty — " 

Here Mr. Pickwick was interrupted by immense ap])lause 
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from the ladies, echoed by the gentlemen, during which the 
owner of the eyes was distinctly heard to state that she could 
kiss that dear Mr. Pickwick, whereupon Mr. Winkle gallantlj 
inquired if it could n't be done by deputy ; to which ih» 
young lady with the black eyes replied, "Gro away" — and 
accompanied the request with a look which said as plainly as a 
look could do — "if you can." 

" My dear friends," resumed Mr. Pickwick, " I am going 
to propose the health of the bride and bridegroom — God bless 
'em (cheers and tears). My young friend Tnmdle, I beliere 
to be a very excellent and manly fellow ; and his wife I know 
to be a very amiable and lovely girl, well qualified to transfer to 
another sphere of action the happiness which for twenty years 
she has diffused around her in her father^s house. (Here the 
fat boy burst forth into stentorian blubberings, and was led 
forth by the coat collar by Mr. Weller.) I wish," added Mr. 
Pickwick, " I wish I was young enough to be her sister's 
husband (cheers), but, failing that, 1 am happy to be old enough 
to be her father ; for, being so, I shall not be suspected of any 
latent designs when I say that I admire, esteem, and love them 
both (cheers and sobs). The bride's father, our good friend 
there, is a noble person, and I am proud to know him (great 
uproar). He is a kind, excellent, independent-spirited, fine- 
hearted, hospitable, liberal man (enthusiastic shouts from the 
poor relations at all the adjectives, and especially at the two 
last). That his daughter may enjoy all the happiness even he 
can desire, and that he may derive from the contemplation of 
her felicity all the gratification of heart and peace of mind which 
he so well deserves, is, I am persuaded, our luiited wish. So 
let us drink their healths, and wish them prolonged life and 
every blessing ! " 

Mr. Pickwick concluded amidst a whirhvind of applause; 
and once more were the limgs of the supernumeraries, under ^Ir. 
Weller' s command, brought into active and efficient o))eration. 
Mr. Wartile proposed Mr. Pickwick, and Mr. Pickwick proposed 
the old lady. Mr. Sncxigrass proposed ^Ir. Wardle, and Mr. 
AVanlle proposed !Mr. Snmlgrass. One of the poor relations 
proposed Mr. Tupman, and the other poor relation proposed Mr. 
Winkle ; and all was happiness and festivity, until the mysterious 
disappearance of both the poor relations lx?neath the table 
warned the party that it was time to adjourn. 
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At dinner they met again, after a five-and-twenty mile walk, 
undertaken by the males at Wardle's recommendation, to get rid 
of the effects of the wine at breakfast. The poor relations had 
kept in bed all day, with the view of attaining the same happy 
consummation ; but as they had been unsuccessful, they stopped 
there. Mr. WeUer kept the domestics in a state of perpetual 
hilarity ; and the fat boy divided his time into small alternate 
allotments of eating and sleeping. 

The dinner was as hearty an affair as the breakfast, and was 
quite as noisy, without the tears. Then came the dessert and 
some more toasts. Then came the tea and coffee ; and then, 
the ball. 

The best sitting-room at Manor Farm was a good, long, 
dark-panelled room with a high chimney-piece, and a capacious 
chimney, up which you could have driven one of the new patent 
cabs, wheels and all. At the upper end of the room, seated 
in a shady bower of holly and evergreens, were the two best 
fiddlers and the only harp in all Muggleton. In all sorts of 
recesses, and on all kinds of brackets, stood massive old silver 
candlesticks with four branches each. The carpet was up, the 
candles burnt bright, the fire blazed and crackled on the hearth ; 
and merry voices and light-hearted laughter rang through the 
room. If any of the old English yeomen had turned into fairies 
when they died, it was just the place in which they would have 
held their revels. 

If anything could have added to the interest of this agreeable 
scene, it would have been the remarkable fact of Mr. Pickwick's 
appearing without his gaiters, for the first time within the 
memory of his oldest friends. 

" You mean to dance ? " said Wardle. 

" Of course, I do," replied Mr. Pickwick. " Don't you see 
I am dressed for the purpose ? " Mr. Pickwick called attention 
to his speckled silk stockings and smartly tied pumps. 

" You in silk stockings I " exclaimed Mr. Tupman jocosely. 

"And why not, sir — why not ? " said Mr. Pickwick, turning 
warmly upon him. 

" Oh, of course there is no reason why you should n't wear 
them," responded Mr. Tupman. 

" I imagine not, sir — I imagine not," said Mr. Pickwick, in 
a very peremptory tone. 

Mr. Tupman had contemplated a laugh, but he found it was 
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a serious matter ; so he looked grave, and said they were a very 
pretty pattern. 

" I hope they are," said Mr. Pickwick, fixing his eyes upon 
his friend. '^ You see nothing extraordinary in these stockings, 
as stockings, I trust, sir ? " 

"Certainly not — oh, certainly not," replied Mr. Tupman. 
He walked away ; and Mr. Pickwick's countenance resumed its 
customary henign expression. 

" We are all ready, I believe," said Mr. Pickwick, who was 
stationed with the old lady at the top of the dance, and had 
already made four false starts, in his excessive anxiety to 
commence. 

" Then begin at once," said Wardle. " Now ! " 

Up struck the two fiddles and the one harp, and off went 
Mr. Pickwick into hands across, when there was a general 
clapping of hands, and a cry of " Stop, stop ! " 

" What *s the matter ? " said Mr. Pickwick, who was only 
brought to by the fiddles and harp desisting, and could have 
been stopped by no other earthly power, if the house had been 
on fire. 

" AVhere 's Arabella Allen ? " cried a dozen voices. 

" And Winkle ? " added Mr. Tupman. 

" Here we are ! " exclaimed that gentleman, emerging with 
his pretty companion from the corner ; as he did so, it would 
have l)een hard to tell which was the redder in the face, he or 
the young lady with the black eyes. 

" What an extraordinary thing it is, Winkle," said Mr. 
Pickwick rather pettishly, " that you could n't have taken your 
place iHifore." 

*^ Not at all extraordinary," said Mr. Winkle. 

" Well," said Mr. Pickwick, with a very expressive smile, as 
his eyes rested on Arabella ; " well, I dtm't know that it 
WHS extraortlinary, either, after all." 

However, there was no time to think more about the matter, 
for the Hddles and harp began in real earnest. Away went Mr. 
IMckwick — hands across — down the fiddle to the very end 
of the room, and half way up the chimney, back again to the 
door — poussette everywhere — loud stamp on the ground — 
ready for the next cou])le — off again — all the figure over once 
more — another stamp to beat out the time — next couple, and 
the next, and the next again — never was such going ! At last, 
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after they had reached the bottom of the dance, and full fourteen 
couple after the old lady had retired in an exhausted state, and 
the clergyman's wife had been substituted in her stead, did that 
gentleman, when there was no demand whatever on his exertions, 
keep perpetually dancing in his place, to keep time to the music ; 
smiling on his partner all the while with a blandness of 
demeanour which baffles all description. 

Long before Mr. Pickwick was weary of dancing, the 
newly married couple had retired from the scene. There was a 
glorious supper down stairs, notwithstanding, and a good long 
sitting after it ; and when Mr. Pickwick awoke, late the next 
morning, he had a confused recollection of having, severally and 
confidentially, invited somewhere about five-and-forty people to 
dine with him at the George and Vulture, the very first time 
they came to London ; which Mr. Pickwick rightly considered 
a pretty certain indication of his having taken something besides 
exercise, on the previous night. 

" And so your family has games in the kitchen to-night, my 
dear, has they ? " inquired Sam of Emma. 

" Yes, Mr. Weller," replied Emma ; " we always have on 
Christmas-eve. Master would n't neglect to keep it up, on any 
account." 

" Your master 's a wery pretty notion of keepin' any thin' up, 
my dear," said Mr. Weller ; "I never see such a sensible sort 
of man as he is, or such a reg'lar gen'lm'n." 

" Oh, that he is ! " said the fat boy, joining in the conversation ; 
" don't he breed nice pork ! " and the fat youth gave a senii- 
cannibalic leer at Mr. Weller, as he thought of the roast legs 
and gravy. 

" Oh, you 've woke up, at last, have you ? " said Sam. 

The fat boy nodded. 

** I '11 tell you what it is, young boa-constructer," said Mr. 
Weller impressively ; " if you don't sleep a little less, and 
exercise a little more, wen you comes to Ije a man you '11 lay 
yourself open to the same sort of personal inconwenience as was 
inflicted on the old gen'lm'n as wore the pig-tail." 

" WTiat did they do to him ? " inquired the fat lx)y, in a 
faltering voice. 

" I 'm a goin' to tell you," replied Mr. Weller ; ^^ lie was 
one (>' the largest patterns as was ever turned out — regMar fat 

VOL. II. 
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man, as had n't caught a glimpse of his own shoes for five-and- 
forty year.'' 

" Lor ! " exclaimed Emma. 

" No, that he had n't, my dear," said Mr. WeUer ; " and if 
you 'd put an exact model of his own legs on the dinin'-taUe 
afore him, he would n't ha' known 'em. Well, he always 
walks to his office with a wery handsome gold watch-chain 
hanging out, ahout a foot and a quarter, and a gold watch in 
his fob pocket as was worth — I'm afraid to say how much, but 
as much as a watch can be — a large, ready, round, manafacter, 
as stout for a watch as he was for a man, and with a big face 
in proportion. * You 'd better not carry that 'ere watch,' says 
the old gen'lm'n's friends, * you '11 be robbed on it,' says they. 

* Shall I ? ' says he. * Yes, will you,' says they. * Veil,' says 
he, ' I should like to see the thief as could get this here watch 
out, for I 'm blessed if / ever can, it 's such a tight fit,' says 
he; *and venever I wants to know what's o'clock, I'm 
obliged to stare into the bakers' shops,' he says. Well, then he 
laughs as hearty as if he was a goin' to pieces, and out he walks 
agin with his powdered head and pig-tail, and rolls down the 
Strand vith the chain hangin' out furder than ever, and the 
great round watch almost bustin' through his grey kersey smalls. 
There wam't a pickpocket in all London as did n't take a pull 
at that chain, but the chain 'ud never break, and the watch 'ud 
never come out, so they soon got tired o' dragging such a heavy 
old gen'lm'n along the pavement, and he 'd go home and laugh 
till the pig-tail wibrated like the penderlum of a Dutch clock. 
At last, one day the old genl'm'n was a rollin' along, and he 
sees a pickpocket as he know'd by sight a comin' up, arm in arm 
vith a little boy vith a wery large head. * Here 's a game,' says 
the old gen'lm'n to himself ; * they 're a goin' to have another 
try, but it won't do ! ' So he begins a chucklin' wery hearty, 
wen, all of a sudden, the little boy leaves hold of the pickpocket's 
arm, and rushes headforemost straight into the old gen'lm'n's 
stomach, and for a moment doubles him right up vith the pain. 

* Murder ! ' says the old gen'lm'n. * All right, sir,' says the 
pickpocket, a wisperin' in his ear. And wen he come straight 
agin, the watch and chain was gone, and what 's worse than that, 
the old gen'lm'n's digestion was all wrong ever artervards, to 
the wery last day of his life ; so just you look about you, young 
feller, and take care you don't get too fat." 
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As Mr. Weller concluded this moral tale« with which the fat 
boy appeared much affected, they all three repaired to the large 
kitchen, in which the family were by this time assembled^ 
according to annual custom on Chrisknas-eTe ohsenred by old 
Wardle's forefathers from time immemoriaL 

From the centre of the ceiling of this kitchen, old Wardle 
had just suspended, with his own hands, a huge branch of 
mistletoe, and this same branch of mistletoe instantaneously gave 
rise to a scene of general and most delightful struggling and 
confusion ; in the midst of which, Mr. Pickwick, with a gallantry 
that would have done honour to a descendant of Lady 
ToUimglower herself, took the old lady by the hand, led her 
beneath the mystic branch, and saluted her in all courtesy and 
decorum. The old lady submitted to this piece of practical 
politeness with all the dignity which befitted so important and 
serious a solemnity, but the younger ladies, not being so 
thoroughly imbued with a superstitious veneration for the 
custom, or, imagining that the value of a salute is very much 
enhanced if it cost a little trouble to obtain it, screamed and 
struggled, and ran into comers, and threatened and remonstrated, 
and did ever3rthing but leave the room, until some of the less 
adventurous gentlemen were on the point of desisting, when they 
all at once found it useless to resist any longer, and submitted 
to be kissed with a good grace. Mr. Winkle kissed the young 
lady with the black eyes, and Mr. Snodgrass kissed Emily, and 
Mr. Weller, not being particular about the form of being under 
the mistletoe, kissed Emma and the other female servants, just 
as he caught them. As to the poor relations, they kissed 
everybody, not even excepting the plainer portion of the 
y6ung-lady visiters, who, in their excessive confusion, ran right 
under the mistletoe, as soon as it was hung up, without knowing 
it! Wardle stood with his back to the fire, surveying the 
whole scene with the utmost satisfaction ; and the fat boy 
took the opportunity of appropriating to his own use, and 
summarily devouring, a particularly fine mince-pie, that had 
been carefully put by for somebody else. 

Now the screaming had subsided, and faces were in a glow, 
and curls in a tangle, and Mr. Pickwick, after kissing the old 
lady as before mentioned, was standing under the mistletoe, 
looking with a very pleased countenance on all that was passing 
around him, when the young lady with the black eyes, after a 
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little whispering with the other young ladies, made a sudden 
dart forward, and putting her arm round Mr. Pickwick's neck 
saluted him affectionately on the left cheek ; and before Mr. 
Pickwick distinctly knew what was the matter, he was sur- 
rounded by the whole body, and kissed by every one of thenL 

It was a pleasant thing to see Mr. Pickwick in the centre of 
the group, now pulled this way, and then that, and first kissed 
on the chin, and then on the nose, and then on the spectacles, 
and to hear the peals of laughter which were raised on every 
side ; but it was a still more pleasant thing to see Mr. Pickwick, 
blinded shortly afterwards with a silk handkerchief, falling up 
against the wall, and scrambling into comers, and going through 
aU the mysteries of blindman's buff, with the utmost relish for 
the game, imtil at last he caught one of the poor relations, and 
then had to evade the blindman himself, whiph he did with a 
nimbleness and agility that elicited the admiration and applause 
of all beholders. The poor relations caught the people who 
they thought would like it ; and when the game flagged, got 
caught themselves. When they were all tired of blindman's 
buff, there was a great game at snap-dragon, and when fingers 
enough were burned with that, and all the raisins were gone, 
they sat down, by the huge fire of blazing logs, to a substantial 
supper, and a mighty bowl of wassail, something smaller than 
an ordinary wash-house copper, in which the hot apples were 
hissing and bubbling with a rich look, and a jolly sound, that 
were perfectly irresistible. 

" This," said Mr. Pickwick, looking round him, " this is, 
indeed, comfort." 

" Our invariable custom," replied Mr. Wardle. " Everybody 
sits down with us on Christmas-eve, as you see them now — 
servants and all ; and here we wait, until the clock strikes 
twelve, to usher Christmas in, and beguile the time with forfeits 
and old stories. Trundle, my boy, rake up the fire." 

Up flew the bright sparks in myriads as the logs were stirred. 
The deep red blaze sent forth a rich glow, that penetrated into 
the furthest comer of the room, and cast its cheerful tint on 
eveiy face. 

^' Come," said Wardle, " a song — a Christmas song ! I '11 
give yon one, in default of a l>etter." 

" Bravo ! " said Mr. Pickwick. 

" Fill up," cried Wardle. " It will be two hours, good, 
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efore you see the bottom of the bowl through the deep rich 
olour of the wassail ; fill up all round, and now for the song." 
Thus saying, the merry old gentleman, in a good^ rounds 
turdy voice, commenced without more ado : — 

A CHRISTMAS CAROL 

I care not for Spring ; on his fickle wing 

Let the blossoms and buds be borne : 

He woos them amain with his treacherous rain, 

And he scatters them ere the mom. 

An inconstant elf, he knows not himself, 

Nor his own changing mind an hour, 

He '11 smile in your face, and, with wry grimace, 

He '11 wither your youngest flower. 

Let the Summer sun to his bright home run. 

He shall never be sought by me ; 

When he 's dimmed by a cloud I can laugh aloud, 

And care not how sulky he be ! 

For his darling child is the madness wild 

That sports in fierce fever's train ; 

And when love is too strong, if. don't last long, 

As many have found to their pain. 

A mild harvest night, by the tranquil light 

Of the modest and gentle moon. 

Has a far sweeter sheen, for me, I ween, 

Than the broad and unblushing noon. 

But every leaf awakens my grief. 

As it lieth beneath the tree ; 

So let Autumn air be never so fair. 

It by no means agrees with me. 

But my song I troll out, for Christmas stout, 
The hearty, the true, and the bold ; 
A bumper I drain, and with might and main 
Give three cheers for this Christmas old ! 
We *11 usher him in with a merrv din 

• 

That shall gladden his joyous heart. 

And we '11 keep him up, while there 's bite or sup, 

And in fellowship good, we '11 part. 

In his fine honest pride, he scorns to hide 

One jot of his hard-weather scars ; 

They 're no disgrace, for there 's much the same trace 

On the cheeks of our bravest tars. 

Then again I sing till the roof doth ring, 

And it echoes from wall to wall — 

To the stout old wight, fair welcome to-night. 

As the King of the Seasons all ! 
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This song was tumultuously applauded, — for friends and 
dependents make a capital audience, — and the poor relations, 
especially, were in perfect ecstasies of rapture. Again was the 
tire replenished, and again went the wassail round. 

" How it snows ! " said one of the men, in a low tone. 

" Snows, does it ? " said Wardle. 

" Rough, cold night, sir," replied the man ; " and there 's 
a wind got up, that drifts it across the fields, in a thick white 
cloud." 

"What does Jem say?" inquired the old lady. "There 
ain't anything the matter, is there ? " 

" No, no, mother," replied Wardle ; " he says there 's a 
snow-drift, and a wind that's piercing cold. I should know 
that, by the way it rumbles in the chimney." 

" Ah ! " said the old lady, " there was just such a wind, and 
just such a fall of snow, a good many years back, I recollect — just 
five years before your poor father died. It was a Christmas-eve, 
too ; and I remember that on that very night he told us the 
story about the goblins that carried away old Grabriel Grub." 

" The story about what ?*" said Mr. Pickwick. 

"Oh, nothing — nothing," replied Wardle. "About an old 
sexton that the good people down here suppose to have been 
carried away by goblins." 

" Suppose ! " ejaculated the old lady. " Is there anybody 
hardy enough to disbelieve it ? Suppose ! Have n't you heard 
ever since you were a child that he was carried away by the 
goblins, and don't you know he was ? " 

" Very well, mother, he was, if you like," said Wardle, 
laughing. " He was carried away by goblins, Pickwick ; and 
there 's an end of the matter." 

" No, no," said Mr. Pickwick, " not an end of it, I assure 
you ; for I must hear how, and why, and all about it." 

Wardle smiled, as every head was bent forward to hear ; and 
filling out the wassail with no stinted hand, nodded a health to 
Mr. Pick^vick, and began as follows : — 

But bless our editorial heart, what a long chapter we have 
been betrayed into ! We had quite forgotten all such petty 
restrictions as chapters, we solemnly declare. So here goes, to 
give the goblin a fair start in a new one ! A clear stage and no 
favour for the goblins, ladies and gentlemen, if you please. 
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CHAPTER XXIX 

THE 6T0BT OF THE GOBLINS WHO STOLE A SEXTON. 

** In an old abbey town, down in this part of the country, a 
long, long while ago — so long, that the story must be a true 
one, because our great-grandfathers implicitly believed it — 
there officiated as sexton and grave-digger in the churchyard, 
one (xabriel Grub. It by no means follows that because a man 
is a sexton, and constantly surrounded by emblems of mortality, 
therefore he should be a morose and melancholy man; your 
undertakers are the merriest fellows in the world ; and I once 
had the honour of being on intimate terms with a mute, who in 
private life, and off duty, was as comical and jocose a little 
feUow as ever chirped out a devil-may-care song without a 
hitch in his memory, or drained off the contents of a good stiff 
glass without stopping for breath. But notwithstanding these 
precedents to the contrary, Grabriel Grub was an ill-conditioned, 
cross-grained, surly fellow — a morose and lonely man, who 
consorted with nobody but himself and an old wicker bottle 
which fitted into his large deep waistcoat pocket — and who eyed 
each merry face, as it passed him by, with such a deep scowl of 
malice and ill-humour as it was difficult to meet without feeling 
something the worse for. 

"A little before twilight, one Christmas - eve, Gabriel 
shouldered his spcuie, lighted his lantern, and betook himself 
towards the old churchyard ; for he had got a grave to finish by 
next morning, and feeling very low, he thought it might raise 
his spirits, p)erhap8, if he went on with his work at once. As 
he went his way, up the ancient street, he saw the cheerful light 
of the blazing fires gleam through the old casements, and heard 
the loud laugh and the cheerful shouts of those who were 
assembled around them ; he marked the bustling preparations 
for next day's cheer, and smelt the numerous savoury odours 
consequent thereupon, as they steamed up from the kitchen 
windows in clouds. All this was gall and wormwood to the 
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heart of Grabriel Grub ; and when groups of children bounded 
out of the houses, tripped across the road, and were met, before 
they could knock at the opposite door, by half a dozen curly- 
headed little rascals, who crowded round them as they flocked up 
stairs to spend the evening in their Christmas games, Grabriel 
smiled grimly, and clutched the handle of his spcule with a firmer 
grasp as he thought of measles, scarlet fever, thrush, whooping- 
cough, and a good many other sources of consolation besides. 

" In this happy frame of mind, Gabriel strode along, returning 
a short, sullen growl to the good-humoured greetings of such of 
his neighbours as now and then passed him, until he turned 
into the dark lane which led to the churchyard. Now Gabriel 
had been looking forward to reaching the dark lane, because it 
was, generally speaking, a nice, gloomy, mournful place, into 
which the to^vn's-people did not much care to go, except in broad 
daylight, and when the sun was shining ; consequently, he was 
not a little indignant to hear a young urchin roaring out some 
jolly song about a merry Christmas, in this very sanctuary, 
which had been called Coffin Lane ever since the days of the 
old abbey and the time of the shaven-headed monks. Ab 
Gabriel walked on, and the voice drew nearer, he found it 
proceeded from a small boy, who was hurrying along to join 
one of the little parties in the old street, and who, partly to 
keep himself company, and partly to prepare himself for the 
occasion, was shouting out the song at the highest pitch of his 
lungs. So Gabriel waited until the boy came up, and then dodged 
him into a comer, and rapped him over the head with his lantern, 
five or six times, to teach him to modulate his voice. And as 
the lx)y hurried away with his hand to his head, singing quite 
a different sort of tune, Gabriel Grub chuckled very heartily to 
himself, and entered the churchyard, locking the gate behind 
him. 

" He took off his coat, put down his lantern, and getting 
into the unfinished grave, worked at it for an hour or so with 
riglit good will. But the earth was hardened with the frost, 
and it was no very easy matter to break it up, and shovel it 
out ; and although there was a moon, it was a very yoimg 
one, and shed little light upon the grave, which was in the 
shadow of the church. At any other time, these obstacles 
would have made Gabriel Grub very moody and miserable, but 
he was so well pleased with having stopped the small boy's 
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gjngiTig that he took little heed of the scanty progress he had 
made, and looked down into the grave, when he had finished 
work for the night, with grim satisfaction ; murmuring as he 
ga^ered up his things : — 

BraTe lodgings for one, brave lodgings for one, 
A few feet of cold earth, when life is done ; 
A stone at the head, a stone at the feet, 
A rich, juicy meal for the worms to eat ; 
Rank grass overhead, and damp clay around, 
Brave lodgings for one, these, in holy ground ! 

" * Ho ! ho ! ' laughed Gahriel Grub, as he sat himself down 
on a flat tombstone, which was a favourite resting-place of his, 
and drew forth his wicker bottle; ^a coffin at Christmas! a 
Christmas-box. Ho ! ho ! ho ! ' 

" * Ho ! ho ! ho ! ' repeated a voice which sounded close 
behind him. 

^' Grabriel paused in some alarm, in the act of raising the 
wicker bottle to his lips, and looked roimd. The bottom of 
the oldest grave about him was not more still and quiet than 
the churchyard in the pale moonlight. The cold hoar frost 
glistened on the tombstones, and sparkled like rows of gems 
among the stone carvings of the old church. The snow lay 
hard and crisp upon the ground, and spread over the thickly 
strewn moimds of earth, so white and smooth a cover that it 
seemed as if corpses lay there, hidden only by their winding- 
sheets. Not the faintest rustle broke the profound tranquillity 
of the solemn scene. Sound itself appeared to be frozen up, 
all was so cold and still. 

" * It was the echoes,' said Gabriel Grub, raising the bottle to 
his lips again. 

" * It was noty said a deep voice. 

"Gabriel started up, and stood rooted to the spot with 
astonishment and terror ; for his eyes rested on a form that 
made his blood run cold. 

" Seated on an upright tombstone, close to him, was a strange, 
unearthly figure, whom Gabriel felt at once was no being of 
this world. His long, fantastic legs, which might have reached 
the groimd, were cocked up, and crossed after a quaint, fantastic 
fashion ; his sinewy arms were bare ; and his hands rested on 
his knees. On his short, roimd body he wore a close covering, 
ornamented with small slashes ; a short cloak dangled at his 
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the whole building were lighted up ; it disappeared, the organ 
pealed forth a lively air, and whole troops of goblins, the very 
counterpart of the first one, poured into the churchyard, and 
began playing at leap-frog with the tombstones ; never stopping 
for an instant to take breath, but ' overing ' the highest among 
them, one after the other, with the most marvellous dexterity. 
The first goblin was a most astonishing leaper, and none of the 
others could come near him ; even in the extremity of his terror 
the sexton could not help observing that, while his friends were 
content to leap over the common-sized gravestones, the first one 
took the family vaults, iron railings and all, with as much ease 
as if they had been so many street posts. 

^^ At last the game reached to a most exciting pitch ; the 
organ played quicker and quicker, and the goblins leaped faster 
and faster, coiling themselves up, rolling head over heels upon 
the ground, and bounding over the tombstones like foot-balls. 
The sexton's brain whirled round with the rapidity of the 
motion he beheld, and his legs reeled beneath him, as the spirits 
flew before his eyes ; when the goblin king, suddenly darting 
towards him, laid his hand upon his collar, and sank with him 
through tlie earth. 

" When Gabriel Grub had had time to fetch his breath, which 
the rapidity of his descent had for the moment taken away, he 
found himself in what appeared to be a large cavern, surrounded 
on all sides by crowds of goblins, ugly and grim ; in the centre 
of the room, on an elevated seat, was stationed his friend of the 
churchyard, and close beside him stood Gabriel Grub himself, 
without tlie power of motion. 

" ^ Cold to-night,' said the king of the goblins, ' very cold. 
A glass of something warm, here I ' 

" At this command, half a dozen officious goblins, with a 
perpetual smile upon their faces, whom Gabriel Grub imagined 
to lx> courtiers, on that account, hastily disappeared, and 
prosently returned with a goblet of liquid fire, which they 
presented to the king. 

" ^ Ah ! ' cried the goblin, whose cheeks and throat were 
transparent, as he tossed down the flame, ' this warms one, 
indeed ! Bring a bumper of the same for Mr. Grub.' 

*^ It was in vain for the unfortunate sexton to protest that he 
was not in the habit of takuig anything warm at night ; one of 
the goblins held him while another poured the blazing liquid 
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down his throat ; the whole assembly screeched with laughter 
as he coughed and choked, and wiped away the tears which 
gushed plentifully from his eyes, after swallowing the burning 
draught. 

** ' And now/ said the king, fantastically poking the taper 
comer of his sugar-loaf hat into the sexton's eye, and thereby 
occasioning him the most exquisite pain ; ' and now show the 
man of misery and gloom a few of the pictures from our great 
store-house ! ' 

" Ab the goblin said this, a thick cloud which obscured the 
remoter end of the cavern rolled gradually away, and disclosed, 
apparently at a great distance, a small and scantily furnished, 
bat neat and clean apartment. A crowd of little children were 
gathered round a bright fire, clinging to their mother's gown, 
and gambolling around her chair. The mother occasionally 
rose, and drew aside the window-curtain, as if to look for some 
expected object ; a frugal meal was ready spread upon the table ; 
and an elbow-chair was placed near the fire. A knock was 
heard at the door: the mother opened it, and the children 
crowded round her, and clapped their hands for joy, as their 
father entered. He was wet and weary, and shook the snow 
from his garments, as the children crowded round him, and 
seizing his cloak, hat, stick, and gloves, with busy zeal, ran 
with them from the room. Then as he sat down to his meal 
before the fire, the children climbed about his knee, and the 
mother sat by his side, and all seemed happiness and comfort. 

'*But a change came upon the view, almost imperceptibly. 
The scene was altered to a small bedroom, where the fairest 
and youngest child lay dying ; the roses had fled from his 
cheek, and the light from his eye, and even as the sexton 
looked upon him with an interest he had never felt or known 
before, he died. His young brothers and sisters crowded round 
his little bed, and seized his tiny hand, so cold and heavy ; but 
they shrunk back from its touch, and looked with awe on his 
infimt face, for calm and tranquil as it was, and sleeping in 
rest and peace as the beautiful child seemed to be, they saw 
that he was dead, and they knew that he was an Angel looking 
down upon and blessing them from a bright and happy Heaven. 

" Again the light cloud passed across the picture, and again 
the subject changed. The father and mother wore old and 
helpless now, and the number of those about them was 
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diminished more than half ; but content and cheerfulness sat on 
every face, and beamed in every eye, as they crowded round the 
fireside, and told and listened to old stories of earlier and 
bygone days. Slowly and peacefully, the father sank into the 
grave, and, soon after, the sharer of all his cares and troubles 
followed him to a place of rest. The few who yet survived 
them knelt by their tomb, and watered the green turf which 
covered it with their tears ; then rose, and turned away, sadly 
and mournfully, but not with bitter cries, or despairing lamen- 
tations, for they knew that they should one day meet again ; 
and once more they mixed with the busy world, and their 
content and cheerfulness were restored. The cloud settled upon 
the picture, and concealed it from the sexton's view. 

" ' What do you think of that ? ' said the goblin, turning his 
large face towards Gabriel Grub. 

" Gabriel murmured out something about its being very 
pretty, and looked somewhat ashamed, as 'the goblin bent his 
fiery eyes upon him. 

'* ^ You a miserable man ! ' said the goblin, in a tone of 
excessive contempt. * You ! ' He appeared disposed to add 
more, but indignation choked his utterance, so he lifted up one 
of hia very pliable legs, and flourishing it above his head a 
litth% to insure his aim, administered a good sound kick to 
Gabriel Grub; immediately after which all the goblins in 
waiting crowded round the wretched sexton, and kicked him 
without mercy, according to the established and invariable 
cxistoni of courtiers u|K»n earth, who kick whom royalty kicks, 
and hug whom royalty hugs. 

** * Show him some more ! ' said the king of the goblins, 

** At thest* weirds, the cloud was again dispelled, and a rich 
and Uvuitiful landscape was disclosed to view — there is just 
s\>ch ju\other, to this day, within half a mile of the old abbey 
town. The sun shone fn.>m out the clear blue sky, the water 
ii^vM:kh\i Iwneuith his rays, and the tnees Kx^ked greener, and the 
rtovrx^Ts num* gay, Uu\e«iith his cheering influence. The water 
rippltxi on, with a pKx»:»u)t s^Muid, the trees rustled in the light 
vfind \\\A\ murtnuitHi among their leaves, the biixls sang upon 
tho K>^^^vs, and the lark carolled on high her welcome to the 
w>t\rjii:^, Yt^ it xrsis morning, the bright, halmy morning of 
:?r,:i:i^^>t^r ; tW miuuttM ItiMf, the siiuille$t blade of gn^tss was 
in^^i^xi with lif^. The ant cr^pt fortii to bo- daily toil, the 
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batterfly fluttered and basked in the warm rays of the sun, 
myriads of insects spread their transparent wings, and revelled 
in their brief but happy existence. Man walked forth, elated 
with the scene, and all was brightness and splendour. 

'^ ' You a miserable man ! ' said the king of the goblins, in a 
more contemptuous tone than before. And again the king of 
the goblins gave his leg a flourish ; again it descended on the 
shoulders of the sexton; and again the attendant goblins 
imitated the example of their chief. 

^' Many a time the cloud went and came, and many a lesson 
it taught to Grabriel Grub, who, although his shoulders smarted 
with pcdn from the frequent applications of the goblin's feet, 
looked on with an interest that nothing coidd diminish. He 
saw that men who worked hard, and earned their scanty bread 
with lives of labour, were cheerful and happy ; and that to the 
most ignorant, the sweet face of nature was a never-failing 
source of cheerfulness and joy. He saw those who had been 
delicately nurtured, and tenderly brought up, cheerful under 
privations, and superior to suifering, that would have crushed 
many of a rougher grain, because they bore within their own 
bosoms the materials of happiness, contentment, and peace. 
He saw that women, the tenderest and most fragile of all 
God's creatures, were the oftenest superior to sorrow, adversity, 
and distress; and he saw that it was because they bore, in 
their own hearts, an inexhaustible well-spring of affection and 
devotion. Above all, he saw that men like himself, who snarled 
at the mirth and cheerfulness of others, were the foulest weeds 
on the fair surface of the earth ; and setting all the good of the 
world against the evil, he came to the conclusion that it was a 
very decent and respectable sort of world after all. No sooner 
had he formed it than the cloud which had closed over the 
last picture seemed to settle on his senses, and lull him to 
repose. One by one, the goblins faded from his sight ; and as 
the last one disappeared, he sunk to sleep. 

" The day had broken when Gabriel Grub awoke, and found 
himself lying at full length on the flat gravestone in the 
churchyard, with the wicker bottle lying empty by his side, and 
his coat, spade, and lantern, all well whitened by the last night's 
frost, scattered on the ground. The stone on which he had first 
seen the goblin seated stood bolt upright before him, and the 
grave at which he had worked, the night before, was not far ofl". 
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At first, he began to doubt the reality of his adventures, but the 
acute pain in his shoulders when he attempted to rise assured 
him that the kicking of the goblins was certainly not ideal. He 
was staggered again, by observing no traces of footsteps in the 
snow on which the goblins had played at leap-frog with the 
gravestones, but he speedily accounted for this circumstance 
when he remembered that, being spirits, they would leave no 
visible impression behind them. So Gabriel Grub got on his 
feet as well as he could, for the pain in his back ; and brushing 
the frost off his coat, put it on, and turned his face towards the 
town. 

'' But he was an altered man, and he could not bear the 
thought of returning to a place where his repentance would be 
scoffed at, and his reformation disbelieved. He hesitated for a 
few moments ; and then turned away to wander where he might, 
and seek his bread elsewhere. 

" The lantern, the spade, and the wicker bottle were found, 
that day, in the churchyard. There were a great many specu- 
lations about the sexton's fate at first, but it was speedily 
determined that he had been carried away by the goblins ; and 
there were not wanting some very credible witnesses who had 
distinctly seen him whisked through the air on the back of a 
chestnut horse, blind of one eye, with the hind-quarters of a 
lion, and the tail of a bear. At length all this was devoutly 
believed ; and the new sexton used to exhibit to the curious, 
for a trifling emolument, a good-sized piece of the church 
weathercock which had been accidentally kicked off by the 
aforesaid horse in his aerial flight, and picked up by himself 
in the churchyard, a year or two afterwards. 

" Unfortimately, these stories were somewhat disturbed by 
the unlooked-for re-appearance of Gabriel Grub himself, some 
ten years afterwards, a ragged, contented, rheumatic old man. 
He told his story to the clergyman, and also to the mayor ; 
and in course of time it began to be received as a matter of 
histor}^, in which form it has continued down to this very day. 
The believers in the weathercock tale, having misplaced their 
confidence once, were not easily prevailed upon to part with it 
again, so they looked as wise as they could, shrugged their 
shoulders, touched their foreheads, and murmured something 
about Gabriel Grub having drunk all the Hollands, and then 
fallen asleep on the flat tombstone ; and they affected to explain 



THE PICKWICK CLUB 33 

vhat he supposed he had witnessed in the goblin's cavern, by 

saying that he had seen the world, and grown wiser. But this 

opinion, which was by no means a popular one at any time, 

gradually died off; and be the matter how it may, as Gabriel 

Grab was afflicted with rheumatism to the end of his days, 

this story has at least one moral, if it teach no better one — 

and that is, that if a man turn sulky and drink by himself at 

Christmas time, he may make up his mind to be not a bit the 

letter for it, let the spirits be never so good, or let them be 

even as many degrees beyond proof as those which Gabriel 

Grub saw in the goblin's cavern." 
voL.n. 
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CHAPTER XXX 

HOW THE PICKWICKIANS MADE AND CULTIVATED THE ACQUAINT- 
ANCE OF A COUPLE OF NICE TOUNG MEN BELONGING TO ONE 
OF THE LIBERAL PROFESSIONS: HOW THET DISPORTED THEM- 
SELVES ON THE ICE : AND HOW THEIR FIRST VISIT CAME TO A 
CONCLUSION. 

" Well, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick, as the favoured servitor 
entered his hed-chamber with his warm water, on the morning 
of Christmas-day, " still frosty ? " 

^' Water in the wash-hand basin 's a mask o' ice, sir," 
responded Sam. 

" Severe weather, Sam," observed Mr. Pickwick. 

" Fine time for them as is well wropped up, as the Polar 
Bear said to himself yen he was practising his skating," replied 
Mr. Weller. 

" I shall be down in a quarter of an hour, Sam," said Mr. 
Pickwick, untying his nightcap. 

" Wery good, sir," replied Sam. " There 's a couple o' saw- 
bones down stairs." 

" A couple of what ! " exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, sitting up in 
bed. 

" A couple o' sawbones," said Sam. 

" What 's a sawbones ? " inquired Mr. Pickwick, not quite 
certain whether it was a live animal, or something to eat. 

" What ! don't you know what a sawbones is, sir ? " inquired 
Mr. Weller ; " I thought everybody know'd as a sawbones was 
a surgeon." 

" Oh, a surgeon, eh ? " said Mr. Pickwick with a smile. 

" Just that, sir," replied Sam. " These here ones as is below, 
though, ain't reg'lar thorough-bred sawbones ; they 're only in 
trainin'." 

" In other words, they 're medical students, I suppose ? " 
said Mr. Pickwick. 

Sam Weller nodded assent. 
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" I am glad of it," said Mr. Pickwick, casting his nightcap 
energetically on the counterpane. " They are fine fellows, very 
fine fellows, with judgments matured hy observation and reflec- 
tion, and tastes refined by reading and study. I am very glad 
of it." 
"They 're a smokin' cigars by the kitchen fire," said Sam. 
" Ah ! " observed Mr. Pickwick, rubbing his hands ; " over- 
flowing with kindly feelings and animal spirits. Just what I 
like to see ! " 

"And one on 'em," said Sam, not noticing his master's 
interruption, " one on 'em 's got his legs on the table, and 
is a drinkin' brandy neat, vile the t' other one — him in the 
barnacles — has got a barrel o' oysters atween his knees, wich 
he's a openin' like steam, and as fast as he eats 'em he takes 
a aim vith the shells at young dropsy, who 's a sittin' down 
fast asleep in the chimbley comer." 

" Eccentricities of genius, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick. " You 
inay retire." 

Sam did retire accordingly ; Mr. Pickwick, at the expiration 
of the quarter of an hour, went down to breakfast. 

" Here he is at last ! " said old Wardle. " Pickwick, this 
is Miss Allen's brother, Mr. Benjamin Allen — Ben, we call 
liim, and so may you, if you like. This gentleman is his 
Veiy particular friend, Mr. — " 

" Mr. Bob Sawyer," interposed Mr. Benjamin Allen ; where- 
upon Mr. Bob Sawyer and Mr. Benjamin Allen laughed in 
concert. 

Mr. Pickwick bowed to Bob Sawyer, and Bob Sawyer bowed 
to Mr. Pickwick ; Bob and his very particular friend then applied 
themselves most assiduously to the eatables before them ; and 
Mr. Pickwick had an opportunity of glancing at them both. 

Mr. Benjamin Allen was a coarse, stout, thick-set young man, 
with black hair cut rather short, and a white face cut rather 
long. He was embellished with spectacles, and wore a white 
neckerchief. Below his single-breasted black surtout, which 
was buttoned up to his chin, appeared the usual number of 
pepper-and-salt coloured legs, terminating in a pair of imper- 
fectly polished boots. Although his coat was short in the sleeves, 
it disclosed no vestige of a linen wristband ; and although there 
was quite enough of his face to admit of the encroachment of a 
shirt collar, it was not graced by the smallest approach to that 
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appendage. He presented, altogether, rather a mildewy appear- 
ance, and emitted a fragrant odour of full-flavoured Cubas. 

Mr. Bob Sawyer, who was habited in a coarse blue coat, 
which, Avithout being either a great coat or a surtout, partook 
of the nature and qualities of both, had about him that sort 
of slovenly smartness, and swaggering gait, which is peculiar to 
young gentlemen who smoke in the streets by day, shout and 
scream in the same by night, call waiters by their Christian 
names, and do various other acts and deeds of an equally 
facetious description. He wore a pair of plaid trousers, and 
a large, rough, double-breasted waistcoat ; and out of doors, 
carried a thick stick with a big top. He eschewed gloves, and 
looked, upon the whole, something like a dissipated Kobinson 
Crusoe. 

Such were the two worthies to whom Mr. Pickwick was 
introduced, as he took his seat at the breakfast- table on Christ- 
mas morning. 

" Splendid morning, gentlemen," said Mr. Pickwick. 

Mr. Bob Sawyer slightly nodded his assent to the proposition, 
and asked Mr, Benjamin Allen for the mustard. 

" Have you come far this morning, gentlemen ? " inquired 
Mr. Pickwick. 

" Blue Lion at Muggleton," briefly responded Mr. Allen. 

" You should have joined us last night," said Mr. Pickwick. 

" So we should," replied Bob Sawyer, " but the brandy was 
too good to leave in a hurry ; was nH it, Ben ? " 

" Certainly," said Mr. Benjamin Allen ; " and the cigars were 
not bad, or the pork chops either ; were they. Bob ? " 

" Decidedly not," said Bob. The particular friends resumed 
their attack upon the breakfast more freely than before, as if 
the recollection of last night's supper had imparted a new relish 
to the meal. 

" Peg away. Bob," said Mr. Allen to his companion, encour- 
agingly. 

" So I do," replied Bob Sawyer. And so, to do him justice, 
he did. 

" Nothing like dissecting, to give one an appetite," said Mr. 
Bob Sawyer, looking round the table. 

Mr. Pickwick slightly shuddered. 

" By the by. Bob," said Mr. Allen, " have you finished that 
leg yet ? " 
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"Nearly," replied Sawyer, helping himself to half a fowl as 
he spoke. " It 's a very muscular one for a child's." 

" Is it ? " inquired Mr. Allen, carelessly. 

" Very," said Bob Sawyer, with his mouth full. 

" I 've put my name down for an arm, at our place," said Mr. 
Allen. " We 're clubbing for a subject, and the list is nearly 
full, only we can't get hold of any fellow that wants a head. I 
wish you 'd take it." 

" No," replied Bob Sawyer ; " can't a£ford expensive 
luxuries." 

" Nonsense ! " said Allen. 

" Can't, indeed," rejoined Bob Sawyer. " I woidd n't mind 
a brain, but I couldn't stand a whole head." 

"Hush, hush, gentlemen, pray," said Mr. Pickwick. "I 
hear the ladies." 

As Mr. Pickwick spoke, the ladies, gallantly escorted by Messrs. 
Snodgrass, Winkle, and Tupman, returned from an early walk. 

" Why, Ben ! " said Arabella, in a tone which expressed more 
surprise than pleasure at the sight of her brother. 

" Come to take you home to-mon'ow," replied Benjamin. 

Mr. Winkle turned pale. 

"Don't you see Bob Sawyer, Arabella?" inquired Mr. 
Eenjamin Alien, somewhat reproachfully. Arabella gracefully 
held out her hand, in acknowledgment of Bob Sawyer's presence. 
A thrill of hatred struck to Mr. Winkle's heart, as Bob Sawyer 
inflicted on the proffered hand a perceptible squeeze. 

" Ben, dear I " said Arabella, blushing ; " have — have — you 
been introduced to Mr. Winkle ? " 

" I have not been, but I shall be very happy to be, Arabella," 
replied her brother gravely. Here Mr. Allen bowed grimly to 
Mr. Winkle, while Mr. Winkle and Mr. Bob Sawyer glanced 
mutual distrust out of the corners of their eyes. 

The arrival of the two new visiters, and the consequent check 
upon Mr. Winkle and the young lady with the fur round her 
boots, would in all probability have proved a very unpleasant 
interruption to the hilarity of the party, had not the cheerfulness 
of Mr. Pickwick, and the good humour of the host, been exerted 
to the very utmost for the common weal. Mr. Winkle gradually 
insinuated himself into the good graces of Mr. Benjamin Allen, 
and even joined in a friendly conversation with Mr. Bob Sawyer ; 
who, enlivened with the brandy, and the breakfast, and the 
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talking, gradually ripened into a state of. extreme facetiousness, 
and related with much glee an agreeable anecdote about the 
removal of a tumour on some gentleman's head; which he 
illustrated by means of an oyster knife and a half-quartern loaf, 
to the great edification of the assembled company. Then the 
whole train went to church, where Mr. Benjamin Allen fell fast 
asleep ; while Mr. Bob Sawyer abstracted his thoughts from 
worldly matters by the ingenious process of carving his name on 
the seat of the pew, in corpulent letters of four inches long. 

"Now," said Wardle, after a substantial lunch, with the 
agreeable items of strong beer and cherry-brandy, had been done 
ample justice to ; " what say you to an hour on the ice ? We 
shall have plenty of time." 

" Capital ! " said Mr. Benjamin Allen. 
" Prime ! " ejaculated Mr. Bob Sawyer. 
" You skate, of course. Winkle ? " said Wardle. 
"Ye — yes; oh, yes," replied Mr. Winkle. "I — I — am 
rather out of practice." 

" Oh, do skate, Mr. Winkle," said Arabella. " I like to see 
it so much." 

" Oh, it is so graceful," said another young lady. 
A third young lady said it was elegant, and a fourth expressed 
her opinion that it was " swan-like." 

"I should be very happy, I'm sure," said Mr. Winkle, 
reddening ; " but I have no skates." 

This objection was at once overruled. Trundle had a couple 
of pair, and the fat boy annoimced that there were half a dozen 
more, down stairs : whereat Mr. Winkle expressed exquisite 
delight, and looked exquisitely uncomfortable. 

Old Wardle led the way to a pretty large sheet of ice ; and 
the fat boy and Mr. Weller, having shovelled and swept away 
the snow which had fallen on it during the night, Mr. Bob 
SaAvj'er adjusted his skates with a dexterity which to Mr. Winkle 
was perfectly marvellous, and described circles with his left leg, 
and cut figures of eight ; and inscribed upon the ice, without 
once stopping for breath, a great many other pleasant and 
astonishing devices, to the excessive satisfaction of Mr. Pickwick, 
Mr. Tupman, and the ladies : which reached a pitch of positive 
enthusiasm, when old Wardle and Benjamin Allen, assisted by 
the aforesaid Bob Sawyer, performed some mystic evolutions 
which they call a reel. 
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All this time, Mr. Winkle, with his face and hands blue with 

the cold, had been forcing a gimlet into the soles of his feet, 

and putting his skates on, with the points behind, and getting 

the straps into a very complicated and entangled state, with the 

aasistance of Mr. Snodgrass,. who knew rather less about skates 

than a Hindoo. At length, however, with the assistance of Mr. 

Weller, the unfortunate skates were firmly screwed and buckled 

on, and Mr. Winkle was raised to his feet. 

" Now, then, sir," said Sam, in an encouraging tone ; " off 
vith you, and show 'em how to do it." 

" Stop, Sam, stop ! " said Mr. Winkle, trembling violently, 
^nd clutching hold of Sam's arms with the grasp of a drowning 
Ynan. " How slippery it is, Sam ! " 

" Not a uncommon thing upon ice, sir," replied Mr. Weller. 
**Holdup, sir!" 

This last observation of Mr. Weller's bore reference to a 
demonstration Mr. Winkle made at the instant, of a frantic 
desire to throw his feet in the air, and dash the back of his head 
on the ice. 

" These — these — are very awkward skates ; ain't they, 
Sam ? " inquired Mr. Winkle, staggering. 

" I 'm afeerd there 's an orkard gen'lm'n in 'em, sir," replied 
Sam. 

" Now, Winkle," cried Mr. Pickwick, quite unconscious that 
there was anything the matter. " Come ; the ladies are all 
anxiety." 

" Yes, yes," replied Mr. Winkle, With a ghastly smile ; " I 'm 
coming." 

'' Just a goin' to begin," said Sam, endeavouring to disengage 
himself. " Now, sir, start off ! " 

" Stop an instant, Sam," gasped Mr. Winkle, clinging most 
affectionately to Mr. Weller. " I find I 've got a couple of 
coats at home that I don't want, Sam. You may have them, 
Sam." 

" Thank 'ee, sir," replied Mr. Weller. 

"Never mind touching your hat, Sam," said Mr. Winkle, 
hastily. " You need n't take your hand away, to do that. I 
meant to have given you five shillings this morning for a 
Christmas-box, Sam. I '11 give it you this afternoon, Sam." 

" You 're wery good, sir," replied Mr. Weller. 

" Just hold me at first, Sam ; will you ? " said Mr. Winkle. 
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" There — that 's right. I shall soon get in the way of it, Sam. 
Not too fast, Sam ; not too fast." 

Mr. Winkle, stooping forward with his body half doubled up, 
was being assisted over the ice by Mr. Weller in a very singular 
and un-swan-like manner, when Mr.. Pickwick most innocently 
shouted from the opposite bank : — 

" Sam ! " 

" Sir ? " said Mr. Weller. 

" Here. I want you." 

" Let go, sir," said Sam. " Don't you hear the governor a 
callin' ? Let go, sir." 

With a violent efifort, Mr. Weller disengaged himself from 
the grasp of the agonised Pickwickian; and, in so doing, 
administered a considerable impetus to the unhappy Mr. Winkle. 
With an accuracy which no degree of dexterity or practice could 
have insured, that unfortunate gentleman bore swiftly down 
into the centre of the reel, at the very moment when Mr. Bob * 
Sawyer was performing a flourish of unparallelled beauty. Mr. 
Winkle struck wildly against him, and with a loud crash they 
both fell heavily down. Mr. Pickwick ran to the spot. Bob 
Sawyer had risen to his feet, but Mr. Winkle was far too wise 
to do anything of the kind, in skates. He was seated on the 
ice, making spasmodic efforts to smile ; but anguish was depicted 
on every lineament of his countenance. 

" Are you hurt ? " inquired Mr. Benjamin Allen, with great 
anxiety. 

" Not much," said Mr. Winkle, rubbing his back very hard. 

" I wish you 'd let me bleed you," said Mr. Benjamin, with 
great eagerness. 

" No, thank you," replied Mr. Winkle, hurriedly. 

" I really think you had better," said Allen. 

" Thank you," replied IMr. Winkle ; " I M rather not." 

" What do you think, Mr. Pickwick ? " inquired Bob Sawyer. 

Mr. Pickwick was excited and indignant. He beckoned to 
Mr. Weller, and said in a stem voice, " Take his skates off." 

'' No ; but really I had scarcely begun," remonstrated Mr. 
Winkle. 

'' Take his skates off," repeated Mr. Pickwick, firmly. 

The command was not to be resisted. JVL*. Winkle allowed 
Sam to obey it, in silence. 

" Lift him up," said Mr. Pickwick. Sam assisted him to rise. 
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Mr. Pickwick retired a few paces apart from the by-standers ; 

i, beckoning his friend to approach, fixed a searching look 

on him, and uttered in a low, but distinct and emphatic tone, 

)ae remarkable words : — 

" You 're a humbug, sir." 

" A what ! " said Mr. Winkle, starting. 

" A humbug, sir. I will speak plainer, if you wish it. An 

poetor, sir." 

With these words, Mr. Pickwick turned slowly on his heel, 

1 rejoined his friends. 

While Mr. Pickwick was delivering himself of the sentiment 

(t recorded, Mr. Weller and the fat boy, having by their joint 

leavours cut out a slide, were exercising themselves thereupon, 

a very masterly and brilliant manner. Sam Weller, in 
rticular, was displaying that beautiful feat of fancy-sliding 
dch is currently denominated "knocking at the cobbler's 
31," and which is achieved by skimming over the ice on one 
>t, and occasionally giving a twopenny postman's knock upon 

with the other. It was a good long slide, and there was 
nething in the motion which Mr. Pickwick, who was very 
id with standing still, coidd not help envying. 
" It looks a nice warm exercise that, does n't it ? " he 
quired of Wardle, when that gentleman wsw thoroughly out 

breath, by reason of the indefatigable manner in which he 
d converted his legs into a pair of compasses, and drawn 
mplicated problems on the ice. 

" Ah, it does, indeed," replied Wardle. " Do you slide ? " 
" I used to do so, on the gutters, when I was a boy," replied 
r. Pickwick. 

" Try it now," said Wardle. 

" Oh, do, please, Mr. Pickwick," cried all the ladies. 
" I should be very happy to afford you any amusement," replied 
r. Pickwick, " but I have n't done such a thing these thirty 
ars." 

" Pooh ! pooh ! nonsense ! " said Wardle, dragging ofif his 
ates with the impetuosity which characterised all his proceed- 
^. " Here ; I '11 keep you company ; come along." And 
^ay went the good-tempered old fellow down the slide, with a 
pidity which came very close upon Mr. Weller, and beat the 
i boy all to nothing. 
Mr. Pickwick paused, considered, pulled off his gloves and 
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aad at the same time conveying to any persons who might be 
withm bearing the dearest po^ble notiou of the catastrophe, 
nut uff across the couiitrj at hia utmost speed, screaniiiig " Fire ! " 
iritlL all bis might. 

It was at this very moment, when old Wardle and Sam 
WeJler wen approaching the hole with mutious steps, suid !Mr. 
Benjamin Alien was holding a hurried consultation with Mr. 
Bob Sawyer, on the advisability of bleeding the company 
geoerally. as an improving little bit of professional practice — 
it was at tlua very moment that a face, head, and shoulders 
emerged from beneath the water, and disclosed the features and 
epectwdes of Mr. Pickwick. 

" Ee«p youTRelf up for an instant — for only one instant," 
bawled Mr. Snodgrass. 

"Yea, do; let me implore you — for my sake," roared Mr. 
Winkle, deeply affected. The adjuration was rather unneceasarj- ; 
the pTDbability being that, if Mr. Pickwick had declined to keep 
himself up for anybody else's sake, it would have occurred to 
him that he might as well ilo so for his own. 

■■ T>' ynii fM the V.ttom tli^re, old feilow ? '' said Wanile. 

" Yes, certainly," replied Mr. Pickwick, wringing the water 
from his head and face, and gasping for breath. " I fell upon 
my back. I could n't get on my feet at first." 

The clay upon so much of Mr. Pickwick's coat as was yet 
risible bore testimony to the accuracy of this statement ; and 
u the fears of the spectators were still further relieved by the 
fat boy's suddenly recollecting that the water was nowhere 
more than five feet deep, prodigies of valour were performed to 
get him out. Aft«r a vast quantity of splashing, and cracking, 
and struggling, Mr. Pickwick was at length fairly extricated 
from bis unpleasant position, and once more stood on dry land. 

" Oh, he '11 catch his death of cold," said Emily. 

" Dear old thing ! " said Arabella. " Let me wrap this shawl 
round you, Mr. Pickwick." 

-' Ah, that 's the best thing you can do," said Wardle ; " and 
when you 've got it on, run home as fast as your legs can cany 
yon, and jump into bed directly," 

A dozen shawls were offered on the instant. Three or four 
of the thickest having been selected, Mr. Pickwick was wrapped 
np, and started off, under the guidance of Mr. Weller : presenting 
the singular phenomenon of an elderly gentleman, dripping wet, 
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and without a hat, with his arms bound down to his sides, 
skimming over the ground, without any clearly defined purpose, 
at the rate of six good English miles an hour. 

But Mr. Pickwick cared not for appearances in such an 
extreme case, and, urged on by Sam Weller, he kept at the very 
top of his speed until he reached the door of Manor Farm, 
where Mr. Tupman had arrived some five minutes before, and 
had frightened the old lady into palpitations of the heart, by 
impressing her with the unalterable conviction that the kitchen 
chimney was on fire — a calamity which always presented itself 
in glowing colours to the old lady's mind, when anybody about 
her evinced the smallest agitation. 

Mr. Pickwick paused not an instant until he was snug in 
bed. Sam Weller lighted a blazing fire in the room, and took 
up his dinner ; a bowl of pimch was carried up afterwards, and 
a grand carouse held in honour of his safety. Old Wardle 
would not hear of his rising, so they made the bed the chair, 
and Mr. Pickwick presided. A second and a third bowl were 
ordered in ; and when Mr. Pickwick awoke next morning, there 
was not a symptom of rheumatism about him : which proves, as 
Mr. Bob Sawyer very justly observed, that there is nothing like 
hot pimch in such cases : and that, if ever hot punch did fail to 
act as a preventive, it was merely because the patient fell into 
the vulgar error of not taking enough of it. 

The jovial party broke up next morning. Breakings up are 
capital things in our school days, but in after life they are 
painful enough. Death, self-interest, and fortime's changes 
are every day breaking up many a happy group, and scattering 
them far and wide ; and the boys and girls never come back 
again. We do not mean to say that it was exactly the case in 
this particular instance ; all we wish to inform the reader is, 
that the diflferent members of the party dispersed to their several 
homes ; that Mr. Pickwick and his friends once more took their 
seats on the top of the Muggleton coach ; and that Arabella 
Allen repaired to her place of destination, wherever it might 
have been — we dare say Mr. Winkle knew, but we confess 
we don't — under the care and guardianship of her brother 
Benjamin, and his most intimate and particular friend, Mr. Bob 
Sawj'er. 

Before they separated, however, that gentleman and Mr. 
Benjamin Allen drew Mr. Pickwick aside with an air of some 
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mysteiy ; and Mr. Bob Sawyer, thrusting his fore-finger between 
two of Mr. Pickwick's ribs, and thereby displaying his native 
drollery and his knowledge of the anatomy of the human frame 
at one and the same time, inquired : 

" I say, old boy, where do you hang out ? " 

Mr. Pickwick replied that he was at present suspended at the 
George and Vulture. 

" I wish you 'd come and see me," said Bob Sawyer. 

"Nothing would give me greater pleasure," replied Mr. 
Pickwick. 

" There 's my lodgings," said Mr. Bob Sawyer, producing a 
cardy " Lont Street, Borough ; it 's near Guy's, and handy for 
me, you know. Little distance after you've passed Saint 
Greorge's Church — turns out of the High Street on the right- 
hand side the way." 

** I shall find it," said Mr. Pickwick. 

**Come on Thursday fortnight, and bring the other chaps 
with you," said Mr. Bob Sawyer ; " I 'm going to have a few 
medical fellows that night." 

Mr. Pickwick expressed the pleasure it would afford him to 
meet the medical fellows; and after Mr. Bob Sawyer had 
informed him that he meant to be very cosey, and that his 
friend Ben was to be one of the party, they shook hands and 
separated. 

We feel that in this place we lay ourself open to the inquiry 
whether Mr. Winkle was whispering, during this brief conver- 
sation, to Arabella Allen, and if so, what he said ; and further- 
more, whether Mr. Snodgrass was conversing apart with Emily 
Wardle, and if so, what he said. To this we reply that 
whatever they might have said to the ladies, they said nothing 
at all to Mr. Pickwick or Mr. Tupman for eight-and-twenty 
miles, and that they sighed very often, refused ale and brandy, 
and looked gloomy. If our observant lady readers can deduce 
any satisfactory inferences from these facts, we beg them by all 
means to do so. 
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CHAPTER XXXI 

WHICH 18 ALL ABOUT THE LAW, AND SUNDRY GREAT AUTHORITIES 

LEARNED THEREIN. 

Scattered about in various holes and comers of the Temple 
are certain dark and dirty chambers, in and out of which, all 
the morning in vacation, and half the evening too in term time, 
there may be seen constantly hurrying, with bundles of papers 
under their arms, and protruding from their pockets, an almost 
uninterrupted succession of lawyers' clerks. There are several 
grades of lawyers' clerks. There is the articled clerk, who has 
paid a premium, and is an attorney in perspective, who runs 
a tailor's bill, receives invitations to parties, knows a family in 
Gower Street, and another in Tavistock Square : who goes out 
of town every long vacation to see his father, who keeps live 
horses innumerable ; and who is, in short, the very aristocrat of 
clerks. There is the salaried clerk — out of door, or in door, 
as the case may be — who devotes the major part of his thirty 
shillings a week to liis personal pleasure and adornment, repairs 
half-price to the Adelphi Theatre at least three times a week, 
dissipates majestically at the cider cellars afterwanls, and is a 
dirty caricature of the fashion which expired six months ago. 
There is the middle-aged copying clerk, with a large family, 
who is always shabby, and often drunk. And there are the 
office lads in their first surtouts, who feel a befitting contempt 
for boys at day-schools, club as they go home at night for 
saveloys and porter, and think there 's nothing like " life.'' 
There are varieties of the genus, too numerous to recapitulate ; 
but however numerous they may be, they are all to be seen at 
certain regulated business hours, hurrying to and from the places 
we have just mentioned. 

These sequestered nooks are the public offices of the legal 
profession, where writs are issued, judgments signed, declarations 
filed, and numerous other ingenious little machines put in motion 
for the torture and torment of His Majesty's liege subjects, and 
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the comfort and emolument of the practitioners of the law. 
They are, for the most part, low-roofed, mouldy rooms, where 
innumerable rolls of parchment, which have been perspiring in 
secret for the last century, send forth an agreeable odour, which 
is mingled by day with the scent of the dry rot, and by night 
with the various exhalations which arise from damp cloaks, 
festering umbrellas, and the coarsest tallow candles. 

About half-past seven o'clock in the evening, some ten days 
or a fortnight after Mr. Pickwick and his friends returned to 
London, there hurried into one of these offices an individual in a 
brown coat and brass buttons, whose long hair was scrupulously 
twisted round the rim of his napless hat, and whose soiled 
drab trousers were so tightly strapped over his Blucher boots 
that his knees threatened every moment to start from their 
concealment. He phxiuced from his coat pockets a long and narrow 
strip of parchment, on which the presiding functionary impressed 
an illegible black stamp. He then drew forth four scraps of 
paper, of similar dimensions, each containing a printed copy of 
the strip of parchment with blanks for a name ; and having 
filled up the blanks put all the five documents in his pocket, 
and hurried away. 

The man in the brown coat, with the cabalistic documents 
in his pocket, was no other than our old acquaintance Mr. 
Jackson, of the house of Dodson and Fogg, Freeman's Court, 
ComhilL Instead of returning to the office from whence he 
came, however, he bent his steps direct to Sim Court, and, 
walking straight into the Greorge and Vulture, demanded to 
know whether one Mr. Pickwick was within. 

** Call Mr. Pickwick's servant, Tom," said the barmaid of 
the Greorge and Vulture. 

" Don't trouble yourself," said Mr. Jackson, " I 've come on 
business. If you'll show me Mr. Pickwick's room, I'll step 
up myself." 

" What name, sir ? " said the waiter. 

"Jackson," replied the clerk. 

The waiter stepped up stairs to announce Mr. Jackson ; but 
Mr. Jackson saved him the trouble by following close at his 
heels, and walking into the apartment before he could articulate 
a syllable. 

Mr. Pickwick had, that day, invited his three friends to 
dinner ; they were all seated round the fire, drinking their wine, 
when Mr. Jackson presented himself, as above described. 
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"How de do, sir?" said Mr. Jackson, nodding to Mr. 
Pickwick. 

That gentleman bowed, and looked somewhat surprised, for 
the physiognomy of Mr. Jackson dwelt not in his recollection. 

" I have called from Dodson and Fogg's," said Mr. Jackson, 
in an explanatory tone. 

Mr. Pickwick roused at the name. "I refer you to my 
attorney, sir — Mr. Perker, of Gray's Inn," said he. " Waiter, 
show this gentleman out." 

" Beg your pardon, Mr. Pickwick," said Jackson, deliberately 
depositing his hat on the floor, and drawing from his pocket the 
strip of parchment. " But personal service, by clerk or agent, 
in these cases, you know, Mr. Pickwick — nothing like caution, 
sir, in all legal forms ? " 

Here Mr. Jackson cast his eye on the parchment ; and resting 
his hands on the table, and looking roimd with a winning and 
persuasive smile, said, " Now come ; don't let 's have no words 
about such a little matter as this. Which of you gentlemen's 
name 's Snodgrass ? " 

At this inquiry, Mr. Snodgrass gave such a very undisguised 
and palpable start that no further reply was needed. 

" Ah ! I thought so," said Mr. Jackson, more affably than 
before. " I 've got a little something to trouble you with, 
sir." 

" Me ! " exclaimed Mr. Snodgrass. 

" It 's only a subpoena in Bardell and Pickwick on behalf of 
the plaintiff," replied Jackson, singling out one of the slips of 
paper, and producing a shilling from his waistcoat pocket. " It '11 
come on, in the settens after Term ; fourteenth of Febooary, we 
expect ; we 've marked it a special jury cause, and it 's only 
ten do^vn the paper. That 's yours, Mr. Snodgrass." Ajs 
Jackson said this, he presented the parchment before the eyes 
of Mr. Snodgrass, and slipped the paper and the shilling into 
his hand. 

Mr. Tupman had witnessed this process in silent astonishment, 
when Jackson, turning sharply upon him, said : — 

" I think I ain't mistaken when I say your name 's Tupman, 
am I ? " 

Mr. Tupman looked at Mr. Pickwick ; but perceiving no 
encouragement in that gentleman's widely opened eyes to deny 
his name, said : — 
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" Yes, my name is Tupman, sir." 

" And that other gentleman 's Mr. Winkle, I think/' said 
Jackson. 

Mr. Winkle faltered out a reply in the affirmative ; and both 
gentlemen were forthwith invested with a slip of paper and a 
fth jlling each by the dexterous Mr. Jackson. 

** Now," said Jackson, " I 'm afraid you 'U think me rather 
troublesome, but I want somebody else, if it ain't inconvenient. 
I have Samuel Weller's name here, Mr. Pickwick." 

" Send my servant here, waiter," said Mr. Pickwick. The 
waiter retired, considerably astonished, and Mr. Pickwick 
motioned Jackson to a seat. 

There was a painful pause, which was at length broken by 
the innocent defendant. 

"I suppose, sir," said Mr. Pickwick, his indignation rising 
while he spoke, " I suppose, sir, that it is the intention of your 
employers to seek to criminate me, upon the testimony of my 
own friends ? " 

Mr. Jackson struck his fore-finger several times against the 
left side of his nose, to intimate that he was not there to dis- 
close the secrets of the prison-house, and playfully rejoined, — 

" Not knowin', can't say." 

" For what other reason, sir," pursued Mr. Pickwick, " are 
these subpoenas served upon them, if not for this ? " 

"Very good plant, Mr. Pickwick," replied Jackson, slowly 
shaking his head. " But it won't do. No harm in trying, but 
there 's little to be got out of me." 

Here Mr. Jackson smiled once more upon the company ; 
and, applying his left thumb to the tip of his nose, worked a 
visionary coffee-mill with his right hand : thereby performing 
a very graceful piece of pantomime (then much in vogue, but 
now, unhappily, almost obsolete) which was familiarly denomi- 
nated " taking a grinder." 

" No, no, Mr. Pickwick," said Jackson, in conclusion ; 
"Perker's people must guess what we've ser\'ed these sub- 
poenas for. If they can't, they must wait till the action comes 
on, and then they '11 find out." 

l^Ir. Pickwick bestowed a look of excessive disgust on liis 
unwelcome visiter, and would prol^ably have hurled some 
tremendous anathema at the heads of Messrs. Dodson and Fogg, 
had not Sam's entrance at the instant interrupted him. 

VOL. II. 
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" Samuel Weller ? " said Mr. Jackson inquiringly. 

" Vun o' the truest things as you 've said for many a long 
year," replied Sam, in a most composed manner. 

" Here 's a subpoena for you, Mr. Weller," said Jackson. 

" What 's that in English ? " inquired Sam. 

^' Here 's the original," said Jackson, declining the required 
explanation. 

" Which ? " said Sam. 

" This," replied Jackson, shaking the parchment. 

" Oh, that 's the 'rig'nal, is it ? " said Sam. " Well, I 'm 
wery glad I 've seen the 'rig'nal, 'cos it 's a gratifyin' sort o' 
thing, and eases vun's mind so much." 

"And here's the shilling," said Jackson. "It's from 
Dodson and Fogg's." 

"And it's imcommon handsome o' Dodson and Fogg, as 
knows so little of me, to come down vith a present," said 
Sam. " I feel it as a wery high compliment, sir ; it 's a wery 
hon'rable thing to them, as they knows how to reward merit 
werever they meets it. Besides wich, it 's aflfectin' to one's 
feelin's." 

As Mr. Weller said this, he inflicted a little friction on his 
right eyelid, with the sleeve of his coat, after the most 
approved manner of actors when they are in domestic pathetics. 

Mr. Jackson seemed rather puzzled by Sam's proceedings ; 
but as he had served the subpcBnas, and had nothing more to 
say, he made a feint of putting on the one glove which he 
usually carried in his hand, for the sake of appearances, and 
returned to the office to report progress. 

Mr. Pickwick slept little that night ; his memory had received 
a very disagreeable refresher on the subject of Mrs. Bardell's 
action. He breakfasted betimes next morning, and, desiring 
Sam to accompany him, set forth towards Gray's Inn Square. 

" Sam ! " said Mr. Pickwick, looking roimd, when they got 
to the end of Cheapside. 

" Sir ? " said Sam, stepping up to his master. 

" \\niich way ? " 

" Up Newgate Street." 

Mr. Pickwick did not turn round immediately, but looked 
vacantly in Sam's face for a few seconds, and heaved a deep 
sigh. 

" What 's the matter, sir ? " inquired Sam. 
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'* This action, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick, " is expected to 
oome on, on the fourteenth of next month." 

" Remarkable coineidence, that 'ere, sir," replied Sam. 

" Why remarkable, Sam ? " inquired Mr. Pickwick. 

** Walentine's day, sir," responded Sam ; " regular good day 
for a breach o' promise trial." 

Mr, Weller's smile awakened no gleam of mirth in his 
master's countenance. Mr. Pickwick turned abruptly round, 
and led the way in silence. 

They had walked some distance, Mr. Pickwick trotting on 
before, plunged in profoimd meditation, and Sam following 
behind, with a countenance expressive of the most enviable and 
easy defiance of everything and everybody, when the latter, 
who was always especially anxious to impart to his master any 
exclusive information he possessed, quickened his pace until he 
was close at Mr. Pickwick's heels, and, pointing up at a house 
they were passing, said, — 

" Wery nice pork-shop, that 'ere, sir." 

" Yes, it seems so," said Mr. Pickwick. 

*' Celebrated sassage factory/' said Sam. 

'' Is it ? " said Mr. Pickwick. 

*' Is it ! " reiterated Sam, witli some indignation ; " I should 
ravther think it was. Why, sir, bless your innocent eyel)rows, 
that 's where tlie mysterious disappearance of a 'spectable 
tradesman took place, four year ago." 

'^ You don't mean to say he was burked, Sam ? " said Mr. 
Pickwick, looking hastily round. 

** No, I don't, indeed, sir," replied Mr. Weller, — ^^ I wish I 

did ; far worse than that. He was the master o' that 'ere shop, 

sir, and the inwenter o' that patent-never-leayin'-oti' sjissage 

steam ingine, as 'ud swaller up a payin' stone if you put it too 

near, and grind it into sassages as easy as if it was a tender 

young l>abby. \Yery proud o' that machine he was, as it was 

iiat'ral he should Ixi ; and he 'd stand down in the cellar a lookin' 

at it, wen it was in full play, till he got quite melancholy with 

jo}'. A wery happy man he W ha' been, sir, in the procession o' 

tliat 'ere ingine and two more lovely h infants besides, if it 

had n't l>een for his wife, who was a most ow-dacious wixin. 

She was always a follerin' him about, and dinnin' in his ears, 

till at last he could n't stand it no lont^er. ^ I '11 tell you what 

it is, my dear,' lie says one day : * if you persewere in this here 
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sort of amuBement/ he says, ' I 'm blessed if I don't go away 
to 'Merriker ; and that 's all about it.' * You 're a idle willin,' 
Says she, ' and I wish the 'Memkins joy of their bargin.' 
Arter wich she keeps on abusin' of him for half an hour, and 
then runs into the little parlour behind the shop, sets to a 
screamin', says he '11 be the death on her, and falls in a fit, 
which lasts for three good hours — one o' them fits wich is all 
screamin' and kickin'. Well, next momin', the husband was 
missin'. He had n't taken nothin' from the till, — had n't even 
put on his great coat, — so it was quite clear he wam't gone to 
'Merriker. Did n't come back next day ; did n't come next 
week ; missis had bills printed, sayin' that, if he 'd come back, 
he should be forgiven everythin' (which was very liberal, seein' 
that he had n't done nothin' at all) ; all the canals was dragged, 
and for two months artervards wenever a body turned up, it 
was carried, as a reg'lar thing, straight ofi" to the sassage shop. 
Hows'ever none on 'em answered, so they gave out that he 'd 
run avay, and she kept on the bis'ness. One Saturday night, a 
little thin old gen'lm'n comes into the shop in a great passion, 
and says, * Are you the missis o' this here shop ? ' * Yes, I am,' 
says she. * Well, ma'am,' says he, ' then I 've just looked in to 
say that me and my family ain't a goin' to be choked for nothin' ; 
and more than that, ma'am,' he says, * you '11 allow me to 
observe that, as you don't use the primest parts of the meat in 
the manafacter o' sassages, I think you 'd find beef come nearly 
as cheap as buttons.' * As buttons, sir ! ' says she. * But- 
tons, ma'am,' says the little old gentleman, unfolding a bit of 
paper, and shewin' twenty or thirty halves o' buttons. 

* Nice seasonin' for sassages is trousers' buttons, ma'am.' 

* They 're my husband's buttons ! ' says the widder, beginnin' to 
faint. * What ! ' screams the little old gentleman, tumin' wery 
pale. * I see it all,' says the widder ; ^ in a fit of temporary 
insanity, he rashly converted his-self into sassages ! ' And so he 
had, sir," said Mr. Weller, looking steadily into Mr. Pickwick's 
horror-stricken coimtenance, " or else he 'd been draw'd into 
the ingine ; but however that might ha' been, the little old 
gen'lra'n, who had been remarkably partial to sassages all his 
life, rushed out o' the shop in a wild state, and was never heerd 
on artervards ! " 

The relation of this affecting incident of private life brought 
master and man to Mr. Perker's chambers. Lowten, holding 
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the door half open, was in conversation with a rustily-clad, 
miserable-looking man, in boots without toes, and gloves with- 
out fingers. There were traces of privation and suffering — 
almost of despair — in his lank and careworn countenance ; he 
felt his poverty, for he shrunk to the dark side of the stair- 
case as Mr. Pickwick approached. 

It 's very unfortunate,'' said the stranger, with a sigh. 
Very," said Lowten, scribbling his name on the door post 
with his pen and rubbing it out again with the feather. " Will 
yon leave a message for him ? " 

" When do you think he '11 be back ? " inquired the stranger. 
" Quite uncertain," replied Lowten, winking at Mr. Pickwick, 
as the stranger cast his eyes towards the ground. 

" You don't think it would be of any use my waiting for 
him ? " said the stranger, looking wistfully into the office. 

" Oh, no, I 'm sure it would n't," replied the clerk, moving a 
Uttle more into the centre of the doorway. " He 's certain not 
to be back this week, and it 's a chance whether he will next ; 
for when Perker once gets out of town, he 's never in a hurry 
to come back again.'' 

*' Out of town ! " said Mr. Pickwick ; " dear me, how unfor- 
tunate ! '' 

*' Don't go away, Mr. Pickwick," said Lowten ; " I 've got a 
letter for you." The stranger, seeming to hesitate, once more 
looked towards the ground, and the clerk winked slily at ^Ir. 
Pickwick, as if to intimate that some exquisite piece of humour 
was going forward, though what it was, ^Ir. Pickwick could 
not, for the life of him, divine. 

" Step in, ^Ir. Pickwick," said Lowten. '' Well, will you 
leave a message, Mr. Watty, or will you call again ? " 

" Ask him to be so kind as to leave out word what has been 
done in my business," said the man ; ** for God's sake, don't 
neglect it, Mr. Lowten." 

" No, no ; I won't forget it," replied the clerk. *^ Walk in, 
Mr. Pickwick. Good morning, !Mr. Watty ; it 's a fine day for 
walking, isn't it ? " Seeing that the stranger still lingered, he 
beckoned Sam Weller to follow his master in, and shut the door 
in his face. 

*' There never was such a pestering bankrupt as that, since 
the world began, I do believe ! " said Lowten, throwing down 
his pen with the air of an injured man. " His affairs have n't 
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been in chancery quite four years yet, and I 'm d — d if he don't 
come worrying here twice a week. Step this way, Mr. Pickwick. 
Perker is in, and he '11 see you, I know. Devilish cold,'* he 
added pettishly, " standing at that door, wasting one's time with 
such seedy vagabonds ! " Having very vehemently stirred a 
particularly large fire with a particularly small poker, the clerk 
led the way to his principal's private room, and announced Mr. 
Pickwick. 

" Ah, my dear sir," said little Mr. Perker, bustling up from 
his chair ; " well, my dear sir, and what 's the news about your 
matter — eh ? Anything more about our friends in Freeman's- 
court ? They 've not been sleeping, / know that. Ah, they 're 
very smart fellows — very smart, indeed." 

As the little man concluded, he took an emphatic pinch of 
snuff, as a tribute to the smartness of Messrs. Dodson and Fogg. 

" They are great scoundrels," said Mr. Pickwick. 

" Ay, ay," said the little man ; " that 's a matter of opinion, 
you know, and we won't dispute about terms ; because of course 
you can't be expected to view these subjects with a professional 
eye. Well, we 've done everything that 's necessary. I have 
retained Serjeant Snubbin." 

" Is he a good man ? " inquired Mr. Pickwick. 

" Good man ! " replied Perker ; " bless your heart and soul, 
my dear sir, Serjeant Snubbin is at the very top of his profession. 
Gets treble the business of any man in court — engaged in every 
case. You need n't mention it abroad ; but we say — we of the 
profession — that Serjeant Snubbin leads the court by the nose." 

The little man took another pinch of snuff as he made this 
commimication, and nodded mysteriously to Mr. Pickwick. 

" They have subpoena'd my three friends," said Mr. Pickwick. 

" Ah ! of course they would," replied Perker. " Important 
witnej^ses ; saw you in a delicate situation." 

" But she fainted of her own accord," said Mr. Pickwick. 
" She threw herself into my arms." 

" Very likely, my dear sir," replied Perker ; " very likely 
and very natural. Nothing more so, my dear sir — nothing. 
But who 's to prove it ? " 

*^ They have subpoena'd my servant, too," said Mr. Pickwick, 
quitting the otlier point ; for there Mr. Perker's question had 
somewhat staggered him. 

'' Sam ? " said Perker. 
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Mr. Pickwick leplied in the afi&rmative. 
" Of course, my dear sir ; of course. I knew they would. 
I could have told you that a month ago. You know, my dear 
sir, if you wiU take the management of your afGEurs into your 
own hands after intrusting them to your solicitor, you must also 
take the consequences." Here Mr. Perker drew himself up 
with conscious dignity, and hrushed some stray grains of snuff 
from his shirt frill. 

" And what do they want him to prove ? " asked Mr. Pick- 
wick, after two or three minutes' silence. 

^' That you sent him up to the plaintiff's to make some offer 
of a compromise, I suppose," replied Perker. " It don't matter 
much, though ; I don't think many counsel could get a great 
deal out of Afw." 

"I don't think they could," said Mr. Pickwick; smiling, 
despite his vexation, at the idea of Sam's appearance as a witness. 
" What course do we pursue ? " 

" We have only one to adopt, my dear sir," replied Perker ; 
'^cross-examine the witnesses ; trust to Snubhin's eloquence ; 
^hrow dust in the eyes of the judge ; and' ourselves on the 
jury." 

'^ And suppose the verdict is against me ? " said Mr. 
ftckwick. 

Mr. Perker smiled, took a very long pinch of snuff, stirred 

^*ie fire, shrugged his shoulders, and remained expressively silent. 

** You mean that in that case I must pay the damages ? " 

*^d Mr. Pickwick, who had watched this telegraphic answer 

^th considerable sternness. 

Perker gave the fire another very unnecessary poke, and said, 
** I am afraid so." 

" Then I beg to annoimce to you my imalterable determination 

U pay no damages whatever," said Mr. Pickwick, most emphati- 

^y. "None, Perker. Not a pound, not a penny, of my 

loney shall find its way into the pockets of Dodson and Fogg. 

hat is my deliberate and irrevocable determination." Mr. 

ckwick gave a heavy blow on the table before him, in 

ifirmation of the irrevocability of his intention. 

"Very well, my dear sir, very well," said Perker. "You 

>w best, of course." 

' Of course," replied Mr. Pickwick hastily. " Where does 
eant Snubbin live ? " 
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" In Lincoln's Inn Old Square," replied Perker. 

" I should like to see him," said Mr. Pickwick. 

" See Serjeant Snubbin, my dear sir ! " rejoined Perker, in 
utter amazement. " Pooh, pooh, my dear sir, impossible. See 
Serjeant Snubbin ! Bless you, my dear sir, such a thing was 
never heard of, without a consultation fee being previously paid, 
and a consultation fixed. It could n't be done, my dear sir ; it 
could n't be done." 

Mr. Pickwick, however, had made up his mind not only that 
it could be done, but that it should be done ; and the consequence 
was that, within ten minutes after he had received the assurance 
that the thing was impossible, he was conducted by his solicitor 
into the outer office of the great Serjeant Snubbin himself. 

It was an uncarpeted room of tolerable dimensions, with a 
large writing-table drawn up near the fire, the baize top of 
which had long since lost all claim to its original hue of green, 
and had gradually grown grey with dust and age, except where 
all traces of its natural colour were obliterated by ink-stains. 
Upon the table were numerous little bimdles of papers tied with 
red tape ; and behind it sat an elderly clerk, whose sleek 
appearance and heavy gold watch-chain presented imposing 
indications of the extensive and lucrative practice of Mi. 
Serjeant Snubbin. 

" Is the Serjeant in his room, Mr. Mallard ? " inquired 
Perker, ofiering his box with all imaginable courtesy. 

" Yes, he is," was the reply, " but he 's very busy. Look 
here, not an opinion given yet on any one of these cases, and 
an expedition fee paid with all of 'em." The clerk smiled as 
he said this, and inhaled the pinch of snufF with a zest which 
seemed to be compounded of a fondness for snuff and a relish 
for fees. 

" Something like practice, that," said Perker. 

" Yes," said the barrister's clerk, producing his own box, and 
offering it with the greatest cordiality ; " and the best of it is 
that, as nobody alive except myself can read the Serjeant's 
writing, they are obliged to wait for the opinions, when he has 
given them, till I have copied 'em, ha — ha — ha ! " 

" Which makes good for we know who, besides the Serjeant, 
and draws a little more out of the clients, eh ? " said Perker : 
" Ha, ha, ha ! " At this the Serjeant's clerk laughed again — 
not a noisy, boisterous laugh, but a silent internal chuckle. 
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which Mr. Pickwick disliked to hear. When a man bleeds 

inwardly^ it is a dangerous thing for himself; but when he 

htughs inwardly, it bodes no good to other people. 
" Yon have n't made me out that little list of the fees that 

Pm in your debt, have you ? " said Perker. 
"No, I have not," replied the clerk. 

" I wish you would," said Perker. " Let me have them, and 
PU send you a cheque. But I suppose you 're too busy pocket- 
ing the ready money to think of the debtors, eh ? ha, ha, ha ! " 
This sally seemed to tickle the clerk amazingly, and he once 
more enjoyed a little quiet laugh to himself. 

" But, Mr. Mallard, my dear friend," said Perker, suddenly 
recovering his gravity, and drawing the great man's great man 
into a comer by the lapel of his coat, ^' you must persuade the 
Serjeant to see me and my client here." 

" Come, come," said the clerk, " that 's not bad, either. See 
the Serjeant! come, that's too absurd." Notwithstanding the 
absurdity of the proposal, however, the clerk allowed himself to 
be gently drawn beyond the hearing of Mr. Pickwick ; and, after 
a short conversation conducted in whispers, walked softly down 
a little dark passage, and disappeared into the legal luminary's 
sanctum, whence he shortly returned on tiptoe, and informed 
Mr. Perker and Mr. Pickwick that the Serjeant had been pre- 
vailed upon, in violation of all established rules and customs, to 
admit them at once. 

Mr. Serjeant Snubbin was a lantern-faced, sallow-complexioned 
man, of about five-and-f orty, or — as the novels say — he might 
be fifty. He had that dull-looking boiled eye which is so often 
to be seen in the heads of people who have applied themselves 
during many years to a weary and laborious course of study, 
and which would have been sufficient, without the additional 
eye-glass which dangled from a broad black riband round his 
neck, to warn a stranger that he was very near-sighted. His 
hair was thin and weak, which was partly attributable to his 
having never devoted much time to its arrangement, and partly 
to his having worn for five-and-twenty years the forensic wig 
which hung on a block beside him. The marks of hair-powder 
on his coat collar, and the ill-washed and worse-tied white neck- 
erchief round his throat, showed that he had not found leisure 
since he left the court to make any alteration in his dress ; while 
the slovenly style of the remainder of his costume warranted the 
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inference that his personal appearance would not have been very 
much improved if he had. Books of practice, heaps of papers, 
and opened letters were scattered over the table, without any 
attempt at order or arrangement; the furniture of the room 
was old and rickety ; the doors of the book-case were rotting 
in their hinges ; the dust flew out from the carpet in little 
clouds at every step ; the blinds were yellow with age and 
dirt ; and the state of everything in the room showed, with a 
clearness not to be mistaken, that Mr. Serjeant Snubbin was far 
too much occupied with his professional pursuits to take any 
great heed or regard of his personal comforts. 

The Serjeant was writing when his clients entered ; he bowed 
abstractedly when Mr. Pickwick was introduced by his solicitor, 
and then, motioning them to a seat, put his pen carefully in the 
inkstand, nursed his left leg, and waited to be spoken to. 

" Mr. Pickwick is the defendant in Bardell and Pickwick, 
Serjeant Snubbin," said Perker. 

^' I am retained in that, am I ? " said the Serjeant. 

" You are, sir," replied Perker. 

The Serjeant nodded his head, and waited for something else. 

" Mr. Pickwick was anxious to call upon you, Serjeant Snub- 
bin," said Perker, "to state to you, before you entered upon 
the case, that he denies there being any ground or pretence 
whatever for the action against him ; and that unless he came 
into court with clean hands, and without the most conscientious 
conviction that he was right in resisting the plaintiff's demand, 
he would not be there at all. I believe I state your views 
correctly ; do I not, my dear sir ? " said the little man, turning 
to Mr. Pickwick. 

" Quite so," replied that gentleman. 

Mr. Serjeant Snubbin unfolded his glasses, raised them to his 
eyes, and, after looking at Mr. Pickwick for a few seconds with 
great curiosity, turned to Mr. Perker, and said, smiling slightly 
as he spoke : — 

*^ Has ^Ir. Pickwick a strong case ? " 

The attorney shrugged his shoulders. 

" Do you purpose calling witnesses ? " 

"No." 

The smile on the Serjeant's countenance became more defined ; 
he rocked his leg with increased violence, and throwing himself 
back in his easy chair, coughed dubiously. 



/;// 



:.'///■ .<;:• 



7' ■/'.'/ .SV- V. 



ti 



:u 




THE HCKWICK CLUB 61 

forgotten all about the merits of the case ; but as he had read 
such papers as had been laid before him in the course of the 
action, and had thought of nothing else, waking or sleeping, 
throughout the two months during which he had been retained 
as Mr. Serjeant Snubbin's junior, he turned a deeper red, and 
bowed again. 

" This is Mr. Pickwick," said the Serjeant, waving his pen in 
the direction in which that gentleman was standing. 

Mr. Phunky bowed to Mr. Pickwick with the reverence 
which a first client must ever awaken ; and again inclined his 
head towards his leader. 

" Perhaps you will take Mr. Pickwick away," said the 
Serjeant, " and — and — and — hear anything Mr. Pickwick may 
wish to commimicate. We shall have a consultation, of course." 
With this hint that he had been interrupted quite long enough, 
Mr. Serjeant Snubbin, who had been gradually growing more 
and more abstracted, applied his glass to his eyes for an instant, 
bowed slightly roimd, and was once more deeply immersed in 
the case before him : which arose out of an interminable lawsuit, 
originating in the act of an individual, deceased a century or so 
ago, who had stopped up a pathway leading from some place 
which nobody ever came from, to some other place which nobody 
ever went to. 

Mr. Phunky would not hear of passing through any door 
until Mr. Pickwick and his solicitor had passed through before 
him, so it was some time before they got into the Square ; and 
when they did reach it, they walked up and down, and held 
a long conference, the result of which was, that it was a very 
difficult matter to say how the verdict would go ; that nobody 
could presume to calculate on the issue of an action ; that it 
was very lucky they had prevented the other party from getting 
Serjeant Snubbin ; and other topics of doubt and consolation, 
common in such a position of affairs. 

Mr. Weller was then roused by his master from a sweet sleep 
of an hour's duration ; and, bidding adieu to Lowten, they 
returned to the City. 
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CHAPTER XXXn 

DESCRIBES, FAR MORE FULLY THAN THE COURT NEWSMAN EVER 
DID, A bachelor's PARTY, GIVEN BY MR. BOB SAWYER AT HIS 
LODGINGS IN THE BOROUGH. 

There is a repose about Lant Street, in the Borough, which 
sheds a gentle melancholy upon the soul. There are always a 
good many houses to let in the street ; it is a bye-street, too, 
and its dulness is soothing. A house in Lant Street would not 
come within the denomination of a first-rate residence, in the 
strict acceptation of the term ; but it is a most desirable spot 
nevertheless. If a man wished to abstract himself from the 
world, to remove himself from within the reach of temptation, to 
place himself beyond the possibility of any inducement to look 
out of the window, he should by all means go to Lant Street. 

In this happy retreat are colonised a few clear-starchers, a 
sprinkling of journeymen bookbinders, one or two prison agents 
for the Insolvent Court, several small housekeepers who are 
employed in the Docks, a handful of mantua-makers, and a 
seasoning of jobbing tailors. The majority of the inhabitants 
either direct their energies to the letting of furnished apartments, 
or devote themselves to the healthful and invigorating pursuit 
of mangling. The chief features in the still life of the street are 
green shutters, lodging-bills, brass door-plates, and bell-handles ; 
the principal specimens of animated nature, the pot-boy, the 
muffin youth, and the baked-potato man. The population is 
migratory, usually disappearing on the verge of quarter-day, and 
generally by night. His Majesty's revenues are seldom collected 
in this happy valley ; the rents are dubious ; and the water 
communication is very frequently cut off. 

Mr. Bob Sawyer embellished one side of the fire, in his first- 
floor front, early on the evening for which he had invited Mr. 
Pickwick, and Mr. Ben Allen the other. The preparations for 
the reception of visiters appeared to be completed. The 
umbrellas in the passage had been heaped into the little comer 




THE PICKWICK CLUB 68 

outside the back-parlour door; the bonnet and shawl of the 
landlady's servant had been removed from the bannisters ; 
there were not more than two pairs of pattens on the street- 
door mat ; and a kitchen candle, with a very long snuff, burnt 
cheerfully on the ledge of the stair-case window. Mr. Bob 
Sawyer had himself purchased the spirits at a wine vault in 
High Street, and liad returned home preceding the bearer thereof, 
to preclude the possibility of their delivery at the wrong house. 
The punch was ready-made in a red pan in the bedroom ; a 
little table, covered with a green baize cloth, had been borrowed 
from the parlour, to play at cards on ; and the glasses of the 
establishment, together with those which had been borrowed 
for the occasion from the public-house, were all drawn up in a 
tray, which was deposited on the landing outside the door. 

Notwithstanding the highly satisfactory nature of all these 
arrangements, there was a cloud on the coimtenance of Mr. Bob 
Sawyer, as he sat by the fireside. There was a sympathising 
expression, too, in the features of Mr. Ben Allen, as he gazed 
intently on the coals ; and a tone of melancholy in his voice, as 
he said, after a long silence : — 

" Well, it is unlucky she should have taken it in her head 
to turn sour, just on this occasion. She might at least have 
waited till to-morrow." 

" That 's her malevolence, that 's her malevolence," returned 
Mr. Bob Sawyer vehemently. " She says that if I can afford to 
give a party, I ought to be able to afford to pay her confounded 
* Httle bUl.' " 

** How long has it been running ? " inquired Mr. Ben Allen. 
A bill, by the bye, is the most extraordinary locomotive engine 
that the genius of man ever produced. It would keep on 
running during the longest life-time, without ever once stopping 
of its own accord. 

"Only a quarter, and a month or so," replied Mr. Bob 
Sawyer. 

Ben Allen coughed hopelessly, and directed a searching look 
between the two top bars of the stove. 

" It '11 be a deuced unpleasant thing if she takes it into her 
head to let out, when those fellows are here, won't it ? " said 
Mr. Ben Allen at length. 

" Horrible," replied Bob Sawyer, "horrible." 

A low tap was heard at the room door. Mr. Bob Sawyer 



64 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF 

looked expressively at his friend, and bade the tapper come in ; 
whereupon a dirty slipshod girl in black cotton stockings, who 
might have passed for the neglected daughter of a superannuated 
dustman in very reduced circumstances, thrust in her head, and 
said, — 

'^ Please, Mister Sawyer, Missis Raddle wants to speak to 
you." 

Before Mr. Bob Sawyer could return any answer, the girl 
suddenly disappeared with a jerk, as if somebody had given her 
a violent pull behind ; this mysterious exit was no sooner 
accomplished than there was another tap at the door — a smart 
pointed tap, which seemed to say, '^ Here I am, and in I 'm 
coming." 

Mr. Bob Sawyer glanced at his friend with a look of abject 
apprehension, and once more cried, " Come in." 

The permission was not at all necessary, for, before Mr. Bob 
Sawyer had uttered the words, a little fierce woman bounced 
into the room, all in a tremble with passion, and pale with rs^. 

" Now, Mr. Sawyer," said the little fierce woman, trying to 
appear very calm, " if you '11 have the kindness to settle that 
little bill of mine I '11 thank you, because I 've got my rent to 
pay this afternoon, and my landlord's a waiting below now." 
Here the little woman rubbed her hands, and looked steadily 
over Mr. Bob Sawyer's head at the wall behind him. 

"I am very sorry to put you to any inconvenience, Mrs. 
Raddle," said Bob Sawyer deferentially, " but — " 

" Oh, it is n't any inconvenience," replied the little woman, 
with a shrill titter. " I did n't want it particular before to-day ; 
leastways, as it has to go to my landlord directly, it was as well 
for you to keep it as me. You promised me this afternoon, 
Mr. Sawyer, and every gentleman as has ever lived here has 
kept his word, sir, as of course anybody as calls himself a 
gentleman does." Mrs. Raddle tossed her head, bit her lips, 
rubbed her hands harder, and looked at the wall more steadily 
than ever. It was plain to see, as Mr. Bob Sawyer remarked, 
in a style of eastern allegory, on a subsequent occasion, that she 
was " getting the steam up." 

" I am very sorry, Mrs. Raddle," said Bob Sawyer, with all 
imaginable humility, " but the fact is, that I have been disap- 
pointed in the City to-day." — Extraordinary place, that city. 
An astonishing number of men always are getting disappointed 
there. 
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''Welly Mr. Sawyer," said Mrs. Raddle, planting herself 
firmly on a purple cauliflower in the Kidderminster carpet, 
'' and what 'a that to me, sir ? " 

"I — I — have no doubt, Mrs. Raddle," said Bob Sawyer, 
blinking at this last question, '' that before the middle of next 
week we shall be able to set ourselves quite square, and go on, 
on a better system, afterwards." 

This was all Mrs. Raddle wanted. She had bustled up to 
the apartment of the unlucky Bob Sawyer, so bent upon going 
into a passion, that, in all probability, payment would have 
rather disappointed her than otherwise. She was in excellent 
Older for a little relaxation of the kind, having just exchanged 
a few introductory compliments with Mr. R. in the front kitchen. 

" Do you suppose, Mr. Sawyer," said Mrs. Raddle, elevating 
her voice for the information of the neighbours, " do you 
snppoee that I 'm argoing day after day to let a fellar occupy my 
lodgings as never thinks of paying his rent, nor even the very 
money laid out for the fresh butter and lump sugar that's 
bought for his breakfast, and the very milk that 's took in, at 
the street door ? Do you suppose a hard-working and industrious 
woman as has lived in this street for twenty year (ten year over 
^e way, and nine year and three quarter in this very house) 
has nothing else to do but to work herself to death after a 
parcel of lazy, idle fellars, that are always smoking and drinking 
and lounging, when they ought to be glad to turn their hands to 
anything that would help 'em to pay their bills ? Do you — " 

" My good soul," interposed Mr. Benjamin Allen soothingly. 

*' Have the goodness to keep your observashuns to yourself, 
sir, I beg," said Mrs. Raddle, suddenly arresting the rapid 
torrent of her speech, and addressing the third party with 
impressive slowness and solemnity. " I am not aweer, sir, that 
you have any right to address your conversation to me. I don't 
think I let these apartments to you, sir." 

" No, you certainly did not," said Mr. Benjamin Allen. 

" Very good, sir," responded Mrs. Raddle, with lofty politeness. 
" Then, p'raps, sir, you '11 confine yourself to breaking the arms 
and legs of the poor people in the hospitals, and keep yourself 
to yourself, sir, or there may be some persons here as will make 
you, sir." 

" But you are such an unreasonable woman," remonstrated 
Mr. Benjamin Allen. 

VOL. II- 
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" I beg your parding, young man," said Mrs. Raddle, in a 
cold perspiration of anger. " But will you have the goodness 
just to call me that again, sir ? " 

" I did n't make use of the word in any invidious sense, 
ma'am," replied Mr. Benjamin Allen, growing somewhat uneasy 
on his own account. 

" I beg your parding, young man," demanded Mrs. Raddle, 
in a louder and more imperative tone. " But who do you call 
a woman ? Did you make that remark to me, sir ? " 

" Why, bless my heart ! " said Mr. Benjamin Allen. 

"Did you apply that name to me, I ask of you, sir?" 
interrupted Mrs. Raddle with intense fierceness, throwing the 
door wide open. 

" Why, of course I did," replied Mr. Benjamin Allen. 

" Yes, of course you did," said Mrs. Raddle, backing gradually 
to the door, and raising her voice to its loudest pitch, for the 
special behoof of Mr. Raddle in the kitchen. " Yes, of course 
you did ! And everybody knows that they may safely insult 
me in my own 'ouse while my husband sits sleeping down stairs, 
and taking no more notice than if I was a dog in the streets. 
He ought to be ashamed of himself (here Mrs. Raddle sobbed) 
to allow his wife to be treated in this way by a parcel of young 
cutters and carvers of live people's bodies, that disgraces the 
lodgings (another sob), and leaving her exposed to all manner 
of abuse ; a base, faint-hearted, timorous wretch, that 's afraid to 
come up stairs, and face the rufl&nly creatures — that 's afraid — 
that 's afraid to come ! " 

Mrs. Raddle paused to listen whether the repetition of the 
taunt had roused her better half; and, finding that it had 
not been successful, proceeded to descend the stairs ^vith sobs 
innumerable ; when there came a loud double knock at the 
street door, whereupon she burst into an hysterical fit of weeping, 
«accompanied with dismal moans, which was prolonged until the 
knock had been repeated six times, when, in an uncontrollable 
burst of mental agony, she threw down all the umbrellas, and 
disappeared into the back parlour, closing the door after her with 
an awful crash. 

" Does Mr. Sawver live here ? " said Mr. Pickwick, when the 
door was opened. 

" Yes," said the girl, " first floor. It 's the door straight 
afore you, when you gets to the top of the stairs." Having 
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given this instruction, the handmaid, who had heen brought up 
among the aboriginal inhabitants of Southwark, disappeared, 
with the candle in her hand, down the kitchen stairs ; perfectly 
satisfied that she had done everything that could possibly be 
required of her under the circumstances. 

Mr. Snodgrass, who entered last, secured the street door, 
after several ineffectual efforts, by putting up the chain ; and 
the friends stumbled up stairs, where they were received by Mr. 
Bob Sawyer, who had been afraid to go down, lest he should be 
waylaid by Mrs. Baddle. 

" How are you ? " said the discomfited student. " Glad to 
see you, — take care of the glasses." This caution was addressed 
to Mr. Pickwick, who had put his hat in the tray. 

" Dear me," said Mr. Pickwick, " I beg your pardon." 

"Don't mention it, don't mention it," said Bob Sawyer. 
" I 'm rather confined for room here, but you must put up with 
all that, when you come to see a young bachelor. Walk in. 
You 've seen this gentleman before, I think ? " Mr. Pickwick 
shook hands with Mr. Benjamin Allen, and his friends followed 
his example. They had scarcely taken their seats when there 
was another double knock. 

" I hope that 's Jack Hopkins ! " said Mr. Bob Sawyer. 
" Hush. Yes, it is. Come up, Jack ; come up." 

A heavy footstep was heard upon the stairs, and Jack Hopkins 
presented himself. He wore a black velvet waistcoat, with 
thunder and lightning buttons ; and a blue striped shirt, with a 
white false collar. 

" You 're late. Jack ? " said Mr. Benjamin Allen. 

" Been detained at Bartholomew's," replied Hopkins. 

" Anything new ? " 

"No, nothing particular. Bather a good accident brought 
into the casualty ward." 

" What was that, sir ? " inquired Mr. Pickwick. 

" Only a man fallen out of ,a four pair of stairs' window ; — 
but it 's a very fair case — very fair case, indeed." 

" Do you mean that the patient is in a fair way to recover ? " 
inquired Mr. Pickwick. 

" No," replied Hopkins carelessly. " No, I should rather 
say he would n't. There must be a splendid operation, thougli, 
to-morrow — magnificent sight if Slasher does it." 

" You consider Mr. Slasher a good operator ? " said Mr. 
Pickwick. 
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" Best aUve/* replied Hopkins. " Took a boy's leg out of 
the socket last week — boy ate five apples and a gingerbread 
cake — exactly two minutes after it was all over, boy said he 
would n't lie there to be made game of ; and he 'd tell his 
mother if they did n't begin." 

" Dear me I " said Mr. Pickwick, astonished. 

'' Pooh ! that 's nothing, that ain't," said Jack Hopkins. 
" Is it, Bob ? " 

" Nothing at all," replied Mr. Bob Sawyer. 

" By the bye. Bob," said Hopkins, with a scarcely perceptible 
glance at Mr. Pickwick's attentive face, " we had a curious 
accident last night. A child was brought in, who had swallowed 
a necklace." 

" Swallowed what, sir ? " interrupted Mr. Pickwick. 

" A necklace," replied Jack Hopkins. " Not all at once, 
you know, that would be too much — you could n't swallow 
that if the child did — eh, Mr. Pickwick, ha! ha!" Mr. 
Hopkins appeared highly gratified with his own pleasantry ; and 
continued — " No, the way was this ; — child's parents were 
poor people who lived in a court. Child's eldest sister bought 
a necklace, — common necklace, made of large black wooden 
beads. Child, being fond of toys, cribbed the necklace, hid it, 
played with it, cut the string, and swallowed a bead. Child 
thought it capital fun, went back next day, and swallowed 
another bead." 

" Bless my heart," said Mr. Pickwick, " what a dreadful 
thing ! I beg your pardon, sir. Gro on." 

" Next day, child swallowed two beads ; the day after that, 
he treated himself to three, and so on, till in a week's time he 
had got through the necklace — five-and-twenty beads in all. 
The sister, who was an industrious girl, and seldom treated 
herself to a bit of finery, cried her eyes out at the loss of the 
necklace ; looked high and low for it ; but I need n't say, did n't 
find it. A few days afterwards, the family were at dinner — 
baked shoulder of mutton, and potatoes under it — the child, 
who was n't hungry, was playing about the room, when suddenly 
there was heard a devil of a noise, like a small hailstorm. 
* Don't do that, my boy,' said the father. * I ain't a doin' 
nothin',' said the child. ' Well, don't do it again,' said the 
father. There was a short silence, and then the noise began 
again, worse than ever. ' If you don't mind what I say, my 
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faof ,' aaid the ffttber, ' jaa '11 find yotineU in bed, in something 
len tban a pig's whisper.' He gave the child a shake to make 
him obedient, and sadi a rattling ensued as nobody ever heard 
hifttre. ' Why, damme, it 's in the child I ' said the fs&er ; 
' be 's got the croup in the wrong place I ' ' So, I have n't, 
ttttmr,' said the child, beginning to cry j ' it's the necklace, — 
I swallowed it, father.' The father caught the child up, and 
tan wUh him to the hoepital, the beads in the boy's stomach 
ni**li"g all the way with Uie jolting ; and the people looking ap 
in the air, and down in the cellars, to see where the unomal 
sound came from. He's in the hospital now," said Jack 
Ht^dcins, " and he makes sach a devil of a noise when he walks 
about that they 're obliged to muffle him in a watchman's coat, 
fat fear he sho^ wake the patients I " 

" That 's the most extraordinary case I ever beard of," said 
Hr. Pickwick, wiUi an emphatic blow on the table. 

" Oh, that 'b nothing," said Jack Hopkins j " is it, Bob ? " 

" Certainly not," replied Mr. Bob Sawyer. 

" Very singular things occur in our profession, I con assure 
you, sir," said Hopkins, 

" So I should be disposed to imagine," replied Mr. Pickwick. 

Another knock at the door announced a. large-headed young 
man in a black wig, who brought with him a scorbutic youth in 
a long stock. The next comer was a gentleman in a shirt 
emblazoned with pink aachors, who was closely followed by a 
pale youth with a plated watch-guard. The arrival of a prim 
personage in clean linen and cloth boots rendered the party 
complete. The little table with the green baize cover was 
wheeled out ; the first instalment of punch was brought in, in 
a white jug ; and the succeeding three hours were devoted to 
vingt-ei'Uti at sixpence a dozen, which was only once interrupted 
by a slight dispute between the scorbutic youth and the gentleman 
with the pink anchors; in the course of which the scorbutic 
youth intimated a burning desire to pull the nose of the gentleman 
with the emblems of hope ; in reply to which, that individual 
expressed his decided unwillingness to accept of any " sauce " on 
gratuitous t«nn3, either from the irascible young gentleman with 
the scorbutic countenance, or any other person who was orna- 
mented with a head. 

When the last " natural" had been declared, and the profit 
and loss account of fish and sixpences adjusted to the satisfacti 
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of all parties, Mr. Bob Sawyer rang for supper, and the visiters 
squeezed themselves into corners while it was getting ready. 

It was not so easily jgot ready as some people may imagine. 
First of all, it was necessary to awaken the girl, who had fallen 
asleep with her face on the kitchen table ; this took a little 
time, and, even when she did answer the bell, another quarter of 
an hour was consumed in fruitless endeavours to impart to her a 
faint and distant glimmering of reason. The man to whom the 
order for the oysters had been sent had not been told to open 
them ; it is a very difficult thing to open an oyster with a limp 
knife or a two-pronged fork, and very little was done in this 
way. Very little of the beef was done, either ; and the ham 
(which was also from the German sausage-shop round the comer) 
was in a similar predicament. However, there was plenty of 
porter in a tin can ; and the cheese went a great way, for it was 
very strong. So, upon the whole, perhaps, the supper was 
quite as good as such matters usually are. 

After supper another jug of punch was put upon the table, 
together with a paper of cigars, and a couple of bottles of spirits. 
Then there was an awful pause ; and this awful pause was 
occasioned by a very common occurrence in this sort of places, 
but a very embarrassing one, notwithstanding. 

The fact is, the girl was washing the glasses. The establish- 
ment boasted four ; we do not record the circumstance as at all 
derogatory to Mrs. Raddle, for there never was a lodging-house 
yet that was not short of glasses. The landlady's glasses were 
little, thin, blown-glass tumblers, and those which had been 
borrowed from the public-house were great, dropsical, bloated 
articles, each supported on a huge gouty leg. This would have 
been in itself sufficient to have possessed the company with the 
real state of affairs ; but the young woman of all work had 
prevented the possibility of any misconception arising in the 
mind of any gentleman upon the subject, by forcibly dragging 
every man's glass away, long before he had finished his beer, 
and audibly stating, despite the winks and interruptions of Mi. 
l]ob Sawyer, that it was to be conveyed down stairs, and washed 
forthwith. 

It is a very ill wind that blows nobody any good. The prim 
man in the cloth boots, who had been unsuccessfully attempting 
to make a joke during the whole time the round game lasted, 
saw his opportunity, and availed himself of it. The instant the 
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glasses disappeared, he commenced a long story about a great 
public character, whose name he had forgotten, making a 
particularly happy reply to another eminent and illustrious 
individual whom he had never been able to identify. He 
enlarged at some length and with great minuteness upon divers 
collateral circumstances, distantly connected with the anecdote 
in hand, but for the life of him he could n't recollect at that 
precise moment what the anecdote was, although he had been 
in the habit of telling the story with great applause for the last 
ten years. 

" Dear me," said the prim man in the cloth boots, "it is a 
very extraordinary circumstance." 

" I am sorry you have forgotten it," said Mr. Bob Sawyer, 
glancing eagerly at the door, as he thought he heard the noise 
of glasses jingling — " very sorry." 

" So am I," responded the prim man, " because I know it 
would have afforded so much amusement. Never mind ; I dare 
say I shall manage to recollect it in the course of half an hour 
or 80." 

The prim man arrived at this point just as the glasses came 
back, when Mr. Bob Sawyer, who had been absorbed in attention 
during the whole time, said he should very much like to hear 
the end of it, for, so far as it went, it was, without exception, 
the very best story he had ever heard. 

The sight of the tumblers restored Bob Sawyer to a degree 
of equanimity which he had not possessed since his interview 
with his landlady. His face brightened up, and he began to 
feel quite convivial. 

"Now, Betsey," said Mr. Bob Sawyer, with great suavity, 
and dispersing, at the same time, the tumultuous little mob of 
glasses the girl had collected in the centre of the table, " now, 
Betsey, the warm water ; be brisk, there 's a good girl." 

*' You can't have no warm water," replied Betsey. 

" No warm water ! " exclaimed Mr. Bob Sawyer. 

"No," said the gjirl, with a shake of the head which expressed 
a more decided negative than the most copious language could 
have conveyed. " Missis Raddle said you wamH to have none." 

The surprise depicted on the countenances of his guests 
imparted new courage to the host. 

" Bring up the warm water instantly — instantly ! " said Mr. 
Bob Sawyer, with desperate sternness. 
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^ I request that you '11 favour me with your card, sir/' said 
[r. Noddy. 

" I '11 do nothing of the kind, sir," replied Mr. Gunter. 

<* Why not, sir ? " inquired Mr. Noddy. 

'* Because you '11 stidk it up over your chimney-piece, and 
dude your visiters into the false belief that a gentleman has 
sen to see you, sir," replied Mr. Gunter. 

" Sir, a friend of mine shall wait on you in the morning," 
id Mr. Noddy. 

" Sir, I 'm very much obliged to you for the caution, and 
'II leave particular directions with the servant to lock up the 
x)ona," replied Mr. Gunter. 

At this point the remainder of the guests interposed, and 
imonstrated with both parties on the impropriety of their 
mduct ; on which Mr. Noddy begged to state that his father 
as quite as respectable as Mr. Gunter' s father ; to which Mr. 
'Unter replied that his father was to the full as respectable as 
\j. Noddy's father, and that his father's son was as good a man 
i Mr. Noddy any day in the week. As this announcement 
»emed the prelude to a recommencement of the dispute, there 
as another interference on the part of the company ; and a vast 
aantity of talking and clamouring ensued, in the course of 
hich Mr. Noddy gradually allowed his feelings to overpower 
im, and professed that he had ever entertained a devoted 
srsonal attachment towards Mr. Gunter. To this, Mr. Gunter 
iplied that, upon the whole, he rather preferred Mr. Noddy to 
is own brother ; on hearing which admission, Mr. Noddy 
lagnanimously rose from his seat, and proffered his hand to 
[r. Gunter. Mr. Gunter grasped it with affecting fervour; 
id everybody said that the whole dispute had been conducted 
i a manner which was highly honourable to both parties con- 
imed. 

" Now," said Jack Hopkins, " just to set us going again, 
lob, I don't mind singing a song." And Hopkins, incited 
lereto by tumultuous applause, plunged himself at once into 
The King, God bless him," which he sang as loud as he could, 
) a novel air, compounded of the " Bay of Biscay," and " A 
'rog he would." The chorus was the essence of the song ; and, 
3 each gentleman sang it to the tune he knew best, the effect 
as very striking indeed. 

It was at the end of the chorus to the first verse, that Mr. 
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rirkwick luld up his hand in a listening attitude, and said, as 

.^onii as silriicc Wiis restored: — 

'• I lush ! 1 U'g your pardon. I thought 1 heard somelxxly 
calling; fi'Uu up stairs." 

A profdinid sih'iice immediately ensued, and Mr. Bob Sawyer 
was (•l.xTN cl In turn pale. 

•• T ill ink 1 h(\ir it now,-' said Mr. Pickwick. *• Have the 
L;i»r.(lnr>s l.» open the door." 

Till 'loMi was no sooner opened than all doubt on the subject 
was i('iii"\<'d. 

•' .Mi. Sawyer! Mr. Sawyer!" screamed a voice from the 
lw<»-pair laudin;^'. 

*' It V niv lauillady," said Bob Sawyer, looking round him 
with L;"nat di-niav. "Yes, Mrs. Raddle." 

•• \\ hat i\n you mean by this, Mr. Sawyer?" replied the 
\.ii.f. with ^veat shriUness and rapidity of utterance. ** Ahi't 
\\ t iiMi]-]i tt» he .-windh'd out of one's rent, and money lent out 
-f ]>M(]v( t hoidi's, and abused and insulted by your friends that 
I 111- In <all themselves men, witliout having the house turned 
"'Ut «'f win<l«iw. and noise enough made to bring the tire-engiues 
h<iv. at twM o'clock in the morning? — Turn them wretches 

" ^'()u <iuL:]it to be asliamed of yourselves," said the voice of 
Mr. K'el-llf, whieh appeared to proceed from beneath some 

distant Ih »i-rl(itlies. 

•• A-h.iiii'a nf tlieiiix'lves ! " said Mrs. Raddle. '"Why don't 
A Mil .M li'iwii and knock 'em every one down stairs? You 
wi 'U {' i il \'< 111 wa^ .1 man. 

• ] -iiMUid if I was a dozen men, my dear," replied Mr. 
lii'l'il'' ;m' iiicailv ; ■' Itut they've the advantage of me in 
;ii:;i;' ■•1--. .m\' i'-ar.'" 

• ' ].. -1 '^vartl!" replied ^Irs. Raddle, with supreme 
"I*.:. .1,1. ■■ />" V'Mi mean to turn tliem wretclies out or not, 

\\y. ^i----i ■.'•■ 

■• Tl,'\ *!v -^'iii'j, Mi's. Raddle, they're going," said the 
111. "i.iil, r,,,l>. "I am afraid y«>u 'd better go," said !Mr. 
r.ci. >,;\\\.i 1m hi- fii^'uds. "I f//f/tf(/hf you were making too 

111' 1' 1 I 1 1< ■!-*'. 

• ii '^ 1 \ • 1 \- iint-'itunatr thinu," said the prim man. "Just 
a^ ' , (ii _'Unm -M (■(.iiifortahle, too!" The prim man was 
|i ! '• i:i:i;ii_: \'> iia\e a dawning recollection of the storv he 
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** It 's hardly to be borne/' said the prim man, looking round. 
" Haidly to be borne, is it ? " 

" Not to be endured/' replied Jack Hopkins ; " let 's have 
the other verse, Bob ; come, here goes ! " 

** No, no, Jack, don't," interposed Bob Sawyer ; " it 's a capital 
song, but I am afraid we had better not have the other verse. 
They are very violent people, the people of the house." 

" Shall I step up stairs and pitch into the landlord ? " 
inquired Hopkins, " or keep on ringing the bell, or go and groan 
on the stair-case ? You may command me. Bob." 

" I am very much indebted to you for your friendship and 
good nature, Hopkins," said the wretched Mr. Bob Sawyer; 
" but I think the best plan to avoid any further dispute is for us 
to break up at once." 

" Now, Mr. Sawyer ! " screamed the shrill voice of Mrs. 
Baddle, " are them brutes going ? " 

** They 're only looking for their hats, Mrs. Raddle," said 
Bob ; " they are going directly." 

" Groing ! " said Mrs. Raddle, thrusting her nightcap over the 
bannisters just as Mr. Pickwick, followed by Mr. Tupman, 
emerged from the sitting-room. "Going! What did they 
ever come for ? " 

" My dear ma'am — " remonstrated Mr. Pickwick, looking 
up. 

" Get along with you, you old wretch ! " replied Mrs. Raddle, 
hastily withdrawing the nightcap. "Old enough to be his 
grandfather, you villin ! You 're worse than any of 'em." 

Mr. Pickwick found it in vain to protest his innocence, so 
hurried down stairs into the street, whither he was closely 
followed by Mr. Tupman, Mr. Winkle, and Mr. Snodgrass. 
Mr. Ben Allen, who was dismally depressed with spirits and 
agitation, accompanied them as far as London Bridge, and in the 
course of the walk confided to Mr. Winkle, as an especially 
eligible person to entrust the secret to, that he was resolved to 
cut the throat of any gentleman except Mr. Bob Sawyer who 
should aspire to the affections of his sister Arabella. Having 
expressed his determination to perform this painful duty of a 
brother with proper firmness, he burst into tears, knocked his 
hat over his eyes, and, making the best of his way back, knocked 
double knocks at the door of the Borough Market, and took 
short naps on the steps alternately, imtil daybreak, imder 
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llm tivm i tn press i 1111 llmt he lived there, and had forgotten the 
key. 

The viKiters Iinviiig all departed, in com]iliance with the 
rathar presaing n'([iiest of Mrs. Raddle, tlie luckless Jlr. Bt>b 
Sawyer w,is left nlmie, to meiliUte on the probaljle events of the 
iiiorrtiw, and tlie pleasures <.-i tbe eveuiug. 
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CHAPTER XXXni 

[R. WELLER THE ELDER DELIVERS SOME CRITICAL SENTIMENTS 
RESPECTING LITERARY COMPOSITION : AND, ASSISTED BY HIS 
SON SAMUEL, PAYS A SMALL INSTALMENT OF RETALIATION TO 
THE ACCOUNT OF THE REVEREND GENTLEMAN WITH THE RED 
NOSE. 

The morning of the thirteenth of February, which the 
eaders of this authentic narrative know, as well as we do, 
have been the day immediately preceding that which was 
ppointed for the trial of Mrs. Bardell's action, was a busy time 
or Mr. Samuel Weller, who was perpetually engaged in 
ravelling from the George and Vulture to Mr. Perker's 
hambers and back again, from and between the hours of nine 
''clock in the morning and two in the afternoon, both inclusive, 
^ot that there was anything whatever to be done, for the 
onsultation had taken place, and the course of proceeding to be 
dopted had been finally determined on; but Mr. Pickwick, 
eing in the most extreme state of excitement, persevered in 
onstantly sending small notes to his attorney, merely containing 
he inquiry, " Dear Perker — Is all going on well ? " to which 
It. Perker invariably forw^arded the reply, " Dear Pickwick — 
Is well as possible ; " the fact being, as we have already hinted, 
hat there was nothing whatever to go on, either well or ill, 
intil the sitting of the court on the following morning. 

But people who go volimtarily to law, or are taken forcibly 
here, for the first time, may be allowed to labour under 
ome temporary irritation and anxiety ; and Sam, with a due 
llowance for the frailties of human nature, obeyed all his 
Qaster's behests with that imperturbable good humour and 
inruffable composure which formed one of his most striking 
nd amiable characteristics. 

Sam had solaced himself with a most agreeable little dinner, 
nd was waiting at the bar for the glass of warm mixture in 
s'hich Mr. Pickwick had requested him to drown the fatigues 
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of his moming^s walks, when a young boy of about three feet 
high, or thereabouts, in a hairy cap and fustian overalls, whose 
garb bespoke a laudable ambition to attain in time the elevation 
of an hostler, entered the passage of the Greorge and Vulture, 
and looked first up the stairs, and then along the passage, and 
then into the bar, as if in search of somebody to whom he bore 
a commission ; whereupon the barmaid, conceiving it not improb- 
able that the said commission might be directed to the tea or 
table spoons of the establishment, accosted the boy with — 

" Now, yoimg man, what do you want ? " 

" Is there anybody here named Sam ? " inquired the youth, 
in a loud voice of treble quality. 

" What 's the t' other name ? '' said Sam Weller, looking round. 

" How should I know ? " briskly replied the young gentle- 
man below the hairy cap. 

" You 're a sharp boy, you are," said Mr. Weller ; " only I 
would n't show that wery fine edge too much, if I was you, in 
case anybody took it off. What do you mean by comin' to a 
hot-el, and asking arter Sam, vith as much politeness as a vild 
Indian ? " 

" 'Cos an old gen'lm'n told me to," replied the boy. 

" What old gen'lm'n ? " inquired Sam, with deep disdain. 

"Him as drives a Ipswich coach, and uses our parlour," 
rejoined the boy. " He told me yesterday momin' to come to ^' 
the George in Wultur this arternoon, and ask for Sam." ^* 

" It 's my father, my dear," said Mr. Weller, turning with an ^ 
explanatory air to the young lady in the bar ; " blessed if I ^J 
think he hardly knows what my other name is. Veil, young ^'f? 
brockiley sprout, wot then ? " *^;i 

" Why then," said the boy, "you wos to come to him at aiz^^i 
o'clock to our 'ouse, 'cos he wants to see you — Blue Boai^^ \ 
Leaden' all Markit. Shall I say you 're comin' ? " ^i 

" You may wentur on that 'ere statement, sir," replied SanL^^i^ 
And thus empowered, the young gentleman walked awaj^^ 
awakening all the echoes in George Yard, as he did so, witfi j^j^ 
several chaste and extremely correct imitations of a drovei^^|^ 
whistle, delivered in a tone of peculiar richness and volume. '%^ 

Mr. Weller having obtained leave of absence from MfejL^ 
Pickwick, who, in his then state of excitement and worry, yf^l- ]i 
by no means displeased at being left alone, set forth tai^«^ 
before the appointed hour, and, having plenty of time at 1|^ . 
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ilw]mi', mmteted down u far u the Mansion Home, wh&n 
he pMued and contemplated, vith ■ face of great colmneaB and 
{ihiloaopbf, th« nnmennu cads and driTere of abort stagea who 
■■■iiiiililii near tbMi fomoua place of leaort, to tbe great terror 
and eaofoaum of the old-lady popolatkai of these TeaJma, Hav- 
i^ loitered here, for half an hour or so, Hr. Weller turned, 
and b^an wending his wajr towards Leadenhall Market, 
thmn^ a Tariety of hye-atieete and courts. As he was 
■nntering away liis spare time, and stopped to look at almoet, 
every olject that met his gaze, it is by no means surprising 
that Ifr. Weller should have paused before a small Btationer's 
and print-aeller'e window ; but without farther explanation it 
does appear surprising that his eyes should have no sooner 
mind OIL certain pictoiea which were exposed for sale therein 
daa he gave a sodden start, smote his right leg wiUi great 
TAemence, and exclaimed with enei^, " If it had n't been for 
tfaia, I should ba' foigot all about it, till it was too late 1 " 

The particular picture on which Sam Weller's eyes were 
fixed, as he said this, was a highly coloured representation of 
a coaple of human hearts skewered together with an arrow, 
eookini; before a cheerful fire, while a male and female cannibal 
in modem attire, the gentleman being clad in a blue coat and 
white tronaera, and the lady in a deep red pelisse with a parasol 
rf the same, were approaching the meal with hungry eyes, 
op a serpentine gravel path leading thereunto. A decidedly 
indelicate young gentleman, in a pair of wings, and nothing else, 
was depicted as superintending the cooking ; a representation 
ef the spire of the church in Laugham Place appeared in the 
~ ce ; and the whole formed a " valentine," of which, aa a 
n inscription in the window t«etilied, there was a large 
— stiimiit within, which the shopkeeper pledged himself to 
ipoM of, to his countrymen generally, at the reduced rate of 
e and sixpence each. 

**I should ha' forgot it; I should certainly ha' forgot it!" 

■U Sam ; so saying, he at once stepped into the atationer'a shop, 

mi requested to be served with a aheet of the best gilt-edged 

htteNpaper and a hard-nibbed pen which could be warranted 

L Mt to splutter. Tbeae articles having been promptly supplied, 

L ItwaUccd cm direct towards Leadenhall Market at a good round 

yptt, Teiy different from his recent lingering one. Looking 

1 him, he there beheld a sign-board on which the painter's 
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art had delineated something remotely resembling a oemlean 
elephant with an aquiline nose in lieu of trunk. Hightlj 
conjecturing that this was the Blue Boar himself, he stepped 
into the house, and inquired concerning his parent. 

^' He won*t be here this three-quarters of an hour or more,'* 
said the young lady who superintended the domestic arrange- 
ments of the Blue Boar. 

" WeiT good, my dear," said Sam. " Let me have nine 
penn'orth o* brandy and water luke, and the inkstand, will yoo. 
miss? 

The brandy and water luke, and the inkstand, having been 
carried into the little parlour, and the young lady having 
carefully flattened down the coals to prevent their blazing, and 
carried away the poker to preclude the possibility of the fiie 
being stirred, without the full privity and concurrence of the 
Blue Boar being first had and obtained, Sam WeUer sat himself 
down in a box near the stove, and pulled out the sheet of 
gilt-edged letter-paper and the hard-nibbed pen. Then looking 
carefully at the pen to see that there were no hairs in it, and 
dusting down the table, so that there might be no crumbs of 
bread under the paper, Sam tucked up the cufls of his coat, 
squared his elbows, and composed himself to write. 

To ladies and gentlemen who are not in the habit of devoting 
themselves practically to the science of penmanship, writing a 
letter is uo very easy task : it being always considered necessary 
in such cases for the writer to recline his head on his left arm, 
so as to place his eyes as nearly as possible on a level with 
the paper, and, while glancing sideways at the letters he is 
constructing, to form with his tongue imaginary characters to 
correspond. These motions, although imquestionably of the 
greatest assistance to original composition, retard in some degree 
the progress of the writer ; and Sam had unconsciously been a 
full hour and a half writing words in small text, smearing out 
wrc»ng letters with his little finger, and putting in new ones 
which required going over very often to render them visible 
through the old blots, when he was roused by the opening of 
the door and the entrance of his parent. 

** Veil, Sammv.-' said the father. 

*' Veil, my Prooshan Blue," responded the son, laying down 
his pen. " What 's the last bulletin about mother-in-law ? '' 

*' Mrs. Veller passed a wery good night, but is uncommon 
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perwerse and unpleasant this momin'. Signed upon oath, S. 
Veller, Esquire, Senior. That^s the last vun as was issued, 
Sammy," replied Mr. Weller, untying his shawl. 

" No better yet ? " inquired Sam. 

" All the symptoms aggerawated," replied Mr. Weller, shaking 
his head. "But wot's that you're a doin' of — pursuit of 
knowledge under difficulties — eh, Sammy ? " 

"I've done now," said Sam, with slight embarrassment; 
" I 've been a writin'." 

" So I see," replied Mr. Weller. " Not to any young 'ooman, 
I hope, Sammy." 

" Wliy, it 's no use a sayin' it ain't," replied Sam ; " it 's a 
walentine." 

" A what ! " exclaimed Mr. Weller, apparently horror-stricken 
by the word. 

" A walentine," replied Sam. 

" Samivel, Samivel," said Mr. Weller, in reproachful accents, 
"I didn't think you'd ha' done it. Arter the wamin' you've 
had o' your father's wicious propensities ; arter all I 've said to 
you upon this here wery subject; arter actiwally seein' and 
bein' in the company o' your own mother-in-law, vich I should ha' 
thought wos a moral lesson as no man could never ha' forgotten 
to his dyin' day I I ^d n't think you 'd ha' done it, Sammy ; 
I did n't think you 'd ha' done it ! " These reflections were too 
much for the good old man. He raised Sam's tumbler to his 
lips, and drank off its contents. 

" Wot 's the matter now ! " said Sam. 

" Nev'r mind, Sammy," replied Mr. Weller ; " it '11 be a 
wery agonisin' trial to me at my time of life, but I 'm pretty 
tough, that 's vun consolation, as the wery old turkey remarked 
Wen the farmer said he was afeerd he should be obliged to kill 
him for the London market." 

" Wot '11 be a trial ? " inquired Sam. 

" To see you married, Sammy — to see you a deluded wictim, 
^d thinkin' in your innocence that it's all wery capital," 
^eplied Mr. Weller. " It 's a dreadful trial to a father's feelin's, 
that 'ere, Sammy." 

"Nonsense," said Sam. "I ain't a goin' to get married, 
don't fret yourself about that ; I know you 're a judge o' tlicse 
things. Order in your pipe, and I '11 read you the letter — 
there." 

TOL. II. 
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We cannot distinctly say whether it was the prospect of the 
pipe, or the consolatory reflection that a fatal disposition to get 
married ran in the family and could n't he helped, which calmed 
Mr. Weller's feelings, and caused his grief to suhside. We 
should be rather disposed to say that the result was attained by 
combining the two sources of consolation, for he repeated the 
second in a low tone, very frequently, ringing the bell mean- 
while, to order in the first. He then divested himself of his 
upper coat ; and lighting the pipe and placing himself in front 
of the fire with his back towards it, so that he could feel its full 
heat, and recline against the mantel-piece at the same time, 
turned towards Sam, and, with a countenance greatly mollified by 
the softening influence of tobacco, requested him to " fire away." 

Sam dipped his pen into the ink to be ready for any correc- 
tions, and began with a very theatrical air : — 

" ' Lovely — ' " 

" Stop," said Mr. Weller, ringing the bell. " A double glass 
o' the inwariable, my dear." 

" Very well, sir," replied the girl, who, with great quickness, 
appeared, vanished, returned, and disappeared. 

" They seem to know your ways here," observed Sam. 

"Yes," replied his father, "I've been here before, in my 
time. Go on, Sammy." 

" ' Lovely creetur,' " repeated Sam. 

" 'T ain't in poetry, is it ? " interposed his father. 

" No, no," replied Sam. 

"Wery glad to hear it," said Mr. Weller. "Poetry's 
unnat'ral ; no man ever talked poetry 'cept a beadle on boxin' 
day, or Warren's blackin' or Rowland's oil, or some o' them 
low fellers ; never you let yourself down to talk poetry, my boy. 
Begin agin, Sammy." 

Mr. Weller resumed his pipe with critical solemnity, and Sam 
once more commenced, and read as follows : — 

" * Lovely creetur i feel myself a dammed — ' " 

" That ain't proper," said Mr. Weller, taking his pipe from 
his mouth. 

" No ; it ain't ' dammed,' " observed Sam, holding the letter 
up to the light ; " it 's ' shamed ; ' there 's a blot there — ' I 
feel mvself ashamed.' " 

" Wery good," said Mr. Weller. " Go on." 

" * Feel myself ashamed, and completely cir — ' I forget what 
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" ' So I take the privilidge of the day, Mary, my dear — as 
the gen^m'n in difficulties did ven he valked out of a Sunday 
— to tell you that the first and only tim6 I see you, your like- 
ness was took on my hart in much quicker time and brighter 
colours than ever a likeness was took by the profeel macheen 
(wich p'raps you may have heerd on Mary my dear) altho it 
does finish a portrait and put the frame and glass on complete 
with a hook at the end to hang it up by and all in two minutes 
and a quarter/ '* 

" I am afeerd that werges on the poetical, Sammy," said Mr. 
Weller dubiously. 

"No, it don't," replied Sam, reading on very quickly, to 
avoid contesting the point. 

" * Except of me Mary my dear as your walentine and think 
over what I 've said. — My dear Mary I will now conclude.' 
That 's all," said Sam. 

" That 's rayther a sudden pull up, ain't it, Sammy ? " 
inquired Mr. Weller. 

" Not a bit on it," said Sam ; " she '11 vish there wos more, 
and that's the great art o' letter-writin'." 

" Well," said Mr. Weller, *' there 's some thin' in that ; and 
I wish your mother-in-law 'ud only conduct her conwersation 
on the same gen-teel principle. Ain't you a goin' to sign it ? " 

" That 's the difficulty," said Sam ; " I don't know what to 
sign it." 

" Sign it ' Veller,' " said the oldest surviving proprietor of 
that name. 

" Won't do," said Sam. " Never sign a walentine with your 
own name." 

** Sign it ' Pickvick,' then," said Mr. Weller ; " it 's a wery 
good name, and a easy one to spell." 

" The wery thing," said Sam. " I could end with a werse ; 
what do you think ? " 

" I don't like it, Sam," rejoined Mi. Weller ; " I never know'd 
a respectable coachman as wrote poetry, 'cept one, as made an 
affectin' copy o' werses the night afore he wos hung for a 
highway robbery ; and he wos only a Cambervell man, so even 
that 's no rule." 

But Sam was not to be dissuaded from the poetical idea that 
had occurred to him, so he signed the letter, 

" Your love-sick 
Pickwick." 
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And having folded it, in a very intricate manner, squeezed a 
down-hill direction in one corner : '^ To Mary, Housemaid, at 
Mr. Nupkins's Mayor's, Ipswich, Suffolk ; " and put it into his 
pocket, wafered, and ready for the General Post. This impor- 
tant business having been transacted, Mr. Weller the elder 
proceeded to open that on which he had summoned his son. 

"The first matter relates to your governor, Sammy," said 
Mr. Weller. " He 's a goin' to be tried to-morrow, ain't he ? " 

" The trial 's a comin' on," replied Sam. 

" VeU," said Mr. Weller, " now I s'pose he '11 want to call 
some witnesses to speak to his character, or p'raps to prove a 
alleybi. I 've been a tumin' the bis'ness over in my mind, and 
he may make his-self easy, Sammy. I 've got some friends as '11 
do either for him, but my adwice 'ud be this here — never mind 
the character, and stick to the alleybi. Nothin' like a alleybi, 
Sammy, nothin'." Mr. Weller looked very profound as he 
delivered this legal opinion ; and burying his nose in his 
tumbler, winked over the top thereof at his astonished son. 

"Why, what do you mean ? " said Sam ; " you don't think 
he 's a goin' to be tried at the Old Bailey, do you ? " 

" That ain't no part of the present con-sideration, Sammy," 
replied Mr. Weller. " Verever he 's a goin' to be tried, my 
^y, a alleybi 's the thing to get him off. Ve got Tom Vildspark 
off that 'ere manslaughter, with a alleybi, ven all the big vigs to 
a man said as nothin' could n't save him. And my 'pinion is, 
^mmy, that if your governor don't prove a alleybi, he '11 be 
^hat the Italians call reg'larly flummoxed, and that 's all about 

As the elder Mr. Weller entertained a firm and unalterable 
^Xiviction that the Old Bailey was the supreme court of judica- 
^i^ in this country, and that its rules and forms of proceeding 
'^gulated and controlled the practice of all other courts of justice 
^tatsoever, he totally disregarded the assurances and arguments 
^* his son, tending to show that the alibi was inadmissible ; and 
y^hemently protested that Mr. Pickwick was being " wictimised." 
"*^ inding that it was of no use to discuss the matter further, Sam 
^tkanged the subject, and inquired what the second topic was on 
^"lich his revered parent wished to consult him. 

" That 's a pint o' domestic policy, Sammy," said Mr. Weller. 
* This here Stiggins — " 

" Ked-nosed man ? " inquired Sam. 
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" The wery same," replied Mr. Weller. " This here red-nosed 
man, Sammy, wisits your mother-in-law vith a kindness and 
constancy as I never see equalled. He 's sitch a friend o' the 
family, Sammy, that wen he's avay from us he can't be 
comfortable unless he has somethin' to remember us by." 

" And I 'd give him somethin' as 'ud turpentine and bees'-vax 
his memory for the next ten years or so, if I wos you," 
interposed Sam. 

*^ Stop a minute," said Mr. Weller; "I wos a goin' to say, 
he always brings now a flat bottle as holds about a pint and 
a half, and fills it vith the pine-apple rum afore he goes avay." 

^^ And empties it afore he comes back, I s'pose ? " said Sam. 

" Clean ! " replied Mr. Weller ; " never leaves nothin' in it 
but the cork and the smell ; trust him for that, Sammy. Now 
these here fellows, my boy, are a goin', to-night, to get up the 
monthly meetin' o' the Brick Lane Branch o' the United Grand 
Junction Ebenezer Temperance Association. Your mother-in-law , 
wos a goin', Sammy, but she's got the rheumatics, and can't; . 
and I, Sammy, — I 've got the two tickets as wos sent her." ^ 
Mr. Weller communicated this secret with great glee, and winked : 
so indefatigably after doing so, that Sam began to think he ^ 
must have got the tic douloureux in his right eyelid. ^ 

'' Well ? " said that young gentleman. 

" Well," continued his progenitor, looking round him very ^ 
cautiously, " you and I '11 go, punctiwal to the time. The ,, 
deputy shepherd won't, Sammy ; the deputy shepherd won't." ^ 
Here Mr. Weller was seized with a paroxysm of chuckles, whidi >^ 
gradually terminated in as near an approach to a choke as an ,; 
elderly gentleman can, with safety, sustain. 

" Well, I never see sitch an old ghost in all my bom days,*' • , 
exclaimed Sam, rubbing the old gentleman's back, hard enou^ ' 
to set him on fire with the friction. " What are you laughialj?^ 
at, corpilence ? " \.' 

'' Hush ! Sammy," said Mr. Weller, looking round him wiO^'^ 
increased caution, and speaking lq a whisper. " Two friends of^ 
mine, as works the Oxford Road, and is up to all kinds 4^ 
games, has got the deputy shepherd safe in tow, Sammy ; Mll'^ 
ven he does come to the Ebenezer Junction (vich he 's sure Ij^'^ 
do ; for they '11 see him to the door, and shove him in i^*~ 
necessary), he '11 be as far gone in rum and water as ever he m^ 
at the Markis o' Granby, Dorkin', and that 's not sayin' a litti^ 
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neither." And with this, Mr. Weller once more laughed 
inunoderately, and once more relapeed into a state of partial 
suffocation in consequence. 

Nothing could have been more in accordance with Sam 
Weller's feelings than the projected exposure of the real propen- 
sities and qualities of the red-nosed man ; and it being very near 
the appointed hour of meeting, the father and son took their 
way at once to Brick Lane, Sam not forgetting to drop his 
letter into a general post-office as they walked along. 

The monthly meetings of the Brick Lane Branch of the 
United Grand Junction Ebenezer Temperance Association were 
held in a large room, pleasantly and airily situated at the top of 
& safe and commodious ladder. The president was the straight- 
walking Mr. Anthony Humm, a converted fireman, now a 
schoolmaBter, and occasionally an itinerant preacher ; and the 
secretary was Mr. Jonas Mudge, chandler's shopkeeper, an 
enthusiastic and disinterested vessel, who sold tea to the members. 
Prenous to the commencement of business, the ladies sat upon 
forms, and drank tea, till such time as they considered it 
expedient to leave off; and a large wooden money-box was 
conspicuously placed upon the green baize cloth of the business 
table, behind which the secretary stood, and acknowledged, with 
a gracious smile, every addition to the rich vein of copper which 
lay concealed within. 

On this particular occasion the women drank tea to a most 
alarming extent ; greatly to the horror of Mr. Weller, senior, 
who, utterly regardless of all Sam's admonitory nudgings, stared 
about him in every direction with the most undisguised astonish- 
ment. 

"Sammy," whispered Mr. Weller, "if some o' these here 
people don't want tappin' to-morrow momin', I ain't your 
father, and that 's wot it is. Why, this here old lady next me 
18 a drowndin' herself in tea." 

" Be quiet, can't you ? " murmured Sam. 
"Sam," whispered Mr. Weller, a moment afterwards, in a 
tone of deep agitation, " mark my vords, my boy ; if that 'ere 
secretary feller keeps on for only five minutes more, he '11 blow 
himself up with toast and water." 

" Well, let him, if he likes," replied Sam ; " it ain't no 
bis'ness o' youm." 

" If this here lasts much longer, Sammy," said ^Ir. Weller, 
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in the same low voice, '^ I shall feel it my duty^ as a human 
bein', to rise and address the cheer. There 's a young 'ooman 
on the next form but two as has drank nine breakfast cups and 
a half ; and she 's a swellin' wisibly before my wery eyes," 

There is little doubt that Mr. Weller would have carried his 
benevolent intention into immediate execution, if a great noise, 
occasioned by putting up the cups and saucers, had not very 
fortunately announced that the tea-drinking was over. The 
crockery having been removed, the table with the green baize 
cover was carried out into the centre of the room, and the business 
of the evening was commenced by a little emphatic man, with a 
bald head, and drab shorts, who suddenly rushed up the ladder, 
at the imminent peril of snapping the two little legs encased in 
the drab shorts, and said : — 

" Ladies and gentlemen, I move our excellent brother, Mr. 
Anthony Humm, into the chair." 

The ladies waved a choice collection of pocket-handkerchiefs 
at this proposition ; and the impetuous little man literally moved 
Mr. Humm into the chair, by taking him by the shoulders and 
thrusting him into a mahogany frame which had once represented 
that article of furniture. The waving of handkerchiefs was 
renewed ; and Mr. Humm, who was a sleek, white-faced man, 
in a perpetual perspiration, bowed meekly, to the great admiration 
of the females, and formally took his seat. Silence was then 
proclaimed by the little man in the drab shorts, and Mr. Humm 
rose and said — That, with the permission of his Brick Lane 
Branch brothers and sisters, then and there present, the secretary 
would read the report of the Brick Lane Branch committee ; a 
proposition which was again received with a demonstration of 
pocket-handkerchiefs. 

The secretary having sneezed in a very impressive manner, 
and the cough, which always seizes an assembly when anything 
particular is going to be done, having been duly performed, the 
following document was read : — 

"REPORT OF THE COMMITTEE OF THE BRICK LANE BRANCH OF 
THE UNITED GRAND JUNCTION EBENEZER TEMPERANCE ASSOCI- 
ATION. 

" Your committee have pursued their grateful labours during 
the past month, and have the unspeakable pleasure of reporting 
the following additional cases of converts to Temperance : — 
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*^ H. Walker, tailor, wife, and two childzen. When in better 

circanietancea, owns to having been in the constant habit of 

drinking ale and beer ; says he is not certain whether he did 

not twice a week, for twenty years, taste ' dog's nose,' which 

your eommittee find, upon inquiry, to be compounded of warm 

porter, moist sugar, gin, and nutmeg (a groan, and ' So it is 1 ' 

from an elderly female). Is now out of work and penniless ; 

thinks it must be the porter (cheers) or the loss of the use of 

his ri^it hand ; is not certain which, but thinks it very likely 

that, if he had drank nothing but water all his life, his fellow- 

workmyi would never have stuck a rusty needle in him, and 

thereby occasioned his accident (tremendous cheering). Has 

nothing but cold water to drink, and never feels thirsty (great 

applause). 

''Betsy Martin, widow, one child, and one eye. (joes out 

charing and washing, by the day; never had more than one 

eye, but knows her mother drank bottled stout, and should n't 

wonder if that caused it (immense cheering). Thinks it not 

impossible that if she had always abstained from spirits she 

might have had two eyes by this time (tremendous applause). 

Used, at every place she went to, to have eighteen pence a day, 

a pint of porter, and a glass of spirits ; but since she became a 

member of the Brick Lane Branch, has always demanded three 

and sixpence instead (the announcement of this most interesting 

^t was received with deafening enthusiasm). 

"Henry Beller was for many years toast-master at various 
corporation dinners, during which time he drank a great deal of 
foreign wine ; may sometimes have carried a bottle or two home 
^h him ; is not quite certain of that, but is sure if he did that 
^ drank the contents. Feels very low and melancholy, is 
^^ly feverish, and has a constant thirst upon him ; thinks it 
^ust be the wine he used to drink (cheers). Is out of employ 
'^ow, and never touches a drop of foreign wine by any chance 
(^mendous plaudits). 

''Thomas Burton is purveyor of cat's-meat to the Lord 
^yor and Sheriflfs, and several members of the Common 
^Uncil (the announcement of this gentleman's name was 
'^^ived with breathless interest). Has a wooden leg ; finds a 
^^H)den leg expensive, going over the stones ; used to wear 
^^^nd-hand wooden legs, and drink a glass of hot gin and water 
'^gularly every night — sometimes two fdeep sighs). Found the 
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second-hand wooden legs split and rot very quickly ; is firmly 
persuaded that their constitution was undermined by the gin 
and water (prolonged cheering). Buys new wooden legs now, 
and drinks nothing but water and weak tea. The new legs last 
twice as long as the others used to do, and he attributes this 
solely to his temperate habits (triumphant cheers)." 

Anthony Humm now moved that the assembly do r^ale 
itself with a song. With a view to their rational and moral 
enjoyment, Brother Mordlin had adapted the beautiful words of 
**Who hasn't heard of a Jolly Young Waterman?" to tha 
tune of the Old Himdredth, which he would request ^lem to 
join liim in singing (great applause). He might take that 
opportunity of expressing his firm persuasion that the late Mr. 
Dibdin, seeing the errors of his former life, had written that 
song to show the advantages of abstinence. It was a Tem- ^ 
perance song (whirlwinds of cheers). The neatness of the i. 
interesting young man's attire, the dexterity of his feathering, -. 
the enviable state of mind which enabled him, in the beautiful 
words of the poet, to 

" Row along, thinking of nothing at all/' ^ 

all combined to prove that he must have been a water drinker 

(cheers). Oh, what a state of virtuous jollity ! (Rapturous > 

cheering.) And what was the young man's reward ? Let all - 

young men present mark this : — ., 

" The maidens all flock'd to his boat so readily.'* 

(Loud cheers, in which the ladies joined.) What a bright 
example ! The sisterhood, the maidens, flocking round the ' 
young waterman, and urging him along the stream of duty and 
of temperance. But was it the maidens of humble life only 
who soothed, consoled, and supported him ? No ! 

" He was always first oars with the fine city ladies.** 

(Immense cheering.) The soft sex to a man — he begged 
pardon, to a female — rallied round the young waterman, and 
turned with disgust from the drinker of spirits (cheers). The 
Brick Lane Branch brothers were watermen (cheers and laugh- 
ter). That room was their boat ; that audience were the 
maidens ; and he (Mr. Anthony Humm), however unworthily, 
was " first oars " (unbounded applause). 

" Wot does he mean by the soft sex, Sammy ? " inquired Mr. 
Weller, in a whisper. 



THE PICKWICK CLUB 91 

" The wimmin," said Sam, in the same tone. 

" He ain't far out there, Sammy," replied Mr. Weller ; " they 
must be a soft sex, — a wery soft sex, indeed — if they let 
themselves be gammoned by such fellers as him." 

Any further observations from the indignant old gentleman 
were cut short by the commencement of tte song, which Mr. 
Anthony Humm gave out, two lines at a time, for the informa- 
tion of such of his hearers as were unacquainted with the legend. 
Wliile it was being sung, the little man with the drab shorts 
disappeared ; he returned immediately on its conclusion, and 
whispered to Mr. Anthony Humm, with a face of the deepest 
importance. 

" My friends," said Mr. Humm, holding up his hand in a 
deprecatory manner, to bespeak the silence of such of the stout 
old ladies as were yet a line or two behind ; " my friends, a 
delegate from the Dorking branch of our society. Brother 
Stiggins, attends below." 

Out came the pocket-handkerchiefs again, in greater force 
than ever ; for Mr. Stiggins was excessively popular among the 
female constituency of Brick Lane. 

" He may approach, I think," said Mr. Hunmi, looking round 
him, with a fat smile. " Brother Tadger, let him come forth 
and greet us." 

The little man in the drab shorts who answered to the name 
of Brother Tadger bustled down the ladder with great speed, 
and was immediately afterwards heard tumbling up with the 
reverend Mr. Stiggins. 

" He *8 a-comin', Sammy," whispered Mr. Weller, purple in 
the countenance with suppressed laughter. 

" Don't say nothin' to me," replied Sam, " for T can't bear it. 
He 's close to the door. I hear him a-knockin' his head agin 
the lath and plaster now." 

As Sam Weller spoke, the little door flew open, and Brother 
Tadger appeared, closely followed by the reverend Mr. Stiggins, 
who no sooner entered than there was a great clapping of 
hands, and stamping of feet, and flourishing of handkerchiefs ; 
to all of which manifestations of delight, Brother Stiggins 
returned no other acknowledgment than staring with a wild eye, 
and a fixed smile, at the extreme top of the wick of the candle 
on the table, swaying his lx)dy to and fro, meanwhile, in a 
very unsteady and uncertain manner. 
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'* Are you unwell, Brother Stiggins ? " whispered Mr. Anthony 

Humm. 

'^ I am all right, sir," replied Mr. Stiggins, in a tone in which 
ferocity was blended with an extreme thickness of uttexance : 
** I am all right, sir." 

" Oh, very well," rejoined Mr. Anthony Humm, retreating 
a few paces. 

'* I believe no man here has ventured to say that I am not 
all right, sir ? " said Mr. Stiggins. 

" Oh, certainly not," said Mr. Humm, 

^' I should advise him not to, sir ; I should advise him not," 
said Mr. Stiggins. 

By this time the audience were perfectly silent, and waited 
with some anxiety for the resimiption of business. 

** Will you address the meeting. Brother ? " said Mr. Humm, 
with a smile of invitation. 

" No, sir," rejoined Mr. Stiggins ; " no, sir. I will not, sir." 

The meeting looked at each other with raised eyelids ; and 
a murmur of astonishment ran through the room. 

^^ It 's my opinion, sir," said Mr. Stiggins, unbuttoning his 
coat, and speaking very loudly ; " it 's my opinion, sir, that 
this meeting is drunk, sir. Brother Tadger, sir ! " said Mr. 
Stiggins, suddenly increasing in ferocity, and turning sharp 
round on the little man in the drab shorts, "you are drunk, 
sir ! " With this, Mr. Stiggins, entertaining a praiseworthy 
desire to promote the sobriety of the meeting, and to exclude 
therefrom all improper characters, hit Brother Tadger on the 
summit of the nose with such unerring aim that the drab shorts 
disappeared like a flash of lightning. Brother Tadger had been 
knocked, head first, down the ladder. 

Upon this, the women set up a loud and dismal screaming ; 
and rushing in small parties before their favourite brothers, 
flung their arms around them to preserve them from danger. 
An instance of afiection which had nearly proved fatal to 
Humm, who, being extremely popular, was all but suffocated 
by the crowd of female devotees that hung about his neck, and 
heaped caresses upon him. The greater part of the lights were 
quickly put out, and nothing but noise and confusion resounded 
on all sides. 

" Now, Sammy," said Mr. Weller, taking off his great coat 
with much deliberation, " just you step out, and fetch in a 
watchman." 
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I wot are you a goin' to do, the while ? " inquired Sam. 
ret you mind me, Sammy," replied the old gentleman ; 
L ockipy myself in havin' a small settlement with that 
jgins." Before Sam could interfere to prevent it, his 
tarent had penetrated into a remote comer of the room, 
eked the reverend Mr. Stiggins with manual dexterity, 
ae off!" said Sam. 

ae on I " cried Mr. Weller ; and without further invita- 
gave the reverend Mr. Stiggins a preliminary tap on the 
d began dancing round him in a buoyant and cork-like 
which in a gentleman at his time of life was a perfect 
X) behold. 

ng all remonstrances unavailing, Sam pulled his hat 
n, threw his father's coat over his arm, and taking the 

round the waist, forcibly dragged him down the ladder, 
t the street ; never releasing his hold, or permitting him 
until they reached the corner. As they gained it, they 
Mtr the shouts of the populace, who were witnessing the 

of the reverend Mr. Stiggins to strong lodgings for the 
md could hear the noise occasioned by the dispersion in 
directions of the Members of the Brick Lane Branch of 
ted Orand Jimction Ebenezer Temperance Association. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV 

18 WHOLLY DEVOTED TO A FULL AND FAITHFUL REPORT OF THE 
MEMORABLE TRIAL OF BARDELL AGAINST PICKWICK. 

" I WONDER what the foreman of the jury, whoever he '11 
be, has got for breakfast," said Mr. Snodgrass, by way of 
keeping up a conversation on the eventful morning of the 
fourteenth of February. 

" Ah I '' said Perker, " I hope he 's got a good one." 

" Why so ? " inquired Mr. Pickwick. 

" Highly important ; very important, my dear sir," replied 
Perker. "A good, contented, well-breakfasted juryman is a 
capital thing to get hold of. Discontented or hungry jurymen, 
my dear sir, always find for the plain tiflf." 

" Bless my heart," said Mr. Pickwick, looking very blank ; 
" what do they do that for ? " 

" Why, I don't know," replied the little man coolly ; " saves 
time, I suppose. If it's near dinner-time, the foreman takes 
out his watch when the jury have retired, and says, * Dear 
me, gentlemen, ten minutes to five, I declare ! I dine at five, 
gentlemen.' * So do I,' says everybody else, except two men 
who ought to have dined at three, and seem more than half 
disposed to stand out in consequence. The foreman smiles, 
and puts up his watch : — ^ Well, gentlemen, what do we say ? 
plaintiff or defendant, gentlemen ? I rather think, so far as 
I am concerned, gentlemen, — I say, I rather think, — but 
don't let that influence you — I rather think the plaintiff's 
the man.' Upon this, two or three other men are sure to say 
that they think so too — as of course they do ; and then they 
get on very unanimously and comfortably. Ten minutes past 
nine ! " said the little man, looking at his watch. " Time we 
were off, my dear sir ; breach of promise trial — court is 
generally full in such cases. You had better ring for a coach, 
my dear sir, or we shall be rather late." 

Mr. Pickwick immediately rang the bell ; and a coach having 
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been pEroGnred, tbe four Pickwickiaiis aod Mr. Perker ensconced 
themselTes therein, and drove to Guildhall ; Sam Weller« Mr. 
Lowten, and the hlue bag, following in a cab. 

^^ Lowten," said Perker, when they reached the outer hall of 
the court, '' pat Mr. Pickwick*s friends in the 8tudents' box ; 
Mr. Pickwick himself had better sit by me. This way, my 
dear gir, this way." Taking Mr. Pickwick by the coat-sleeve, 
the little man led him to the low seat just beneath the desks 
of the King*s Counsel, which is constructed for the conven- 
ience of attorneys, who horn that spot can whisper into 
the ear of the leading counsel in the case any instructions 
that may be necessary during the progress of the trial. The 
occupants of this seat are invisible to the great body of spec- 
tators, inasmuch as they sit on a much lower level than either 
the barristers or the audience, whose seats are raised above the 
floor. Of course they have their backs to both, and their faces 
towards the judge. 

" That 's the witness-box, I suppose ? " said Mr. Pickwick, 
pointing to a kind of pulpit, with a brass rail, on his left hand. 

"That's the witness-box, my dear sir," replied Perker, 
dimnterring a quantity of papers from the blue bag, which 
^wten had just deposited at his feet. 

"And that," said Mr. Pickwick, pointing to a couple of 
enclosed seats on his right, " that 's where the jurymen sit, is 
it not ? " 

"The identical place, my dear sir," replied Perker, tapping 
the lid of his snuff-box. 

Mr. Pickwick stood up in a state of great agitation, and took 
* glance at the court. There was already a pretty large 
sprinkling of spectators in the gallery, and a numerous muster 
^^ gentlemen in wigs, in the barristers' seats : who presented, 
^ 4 body, all that pleasing and extensive variety of nose and 
^biaker for which the bar of England is so justly celebrated, 
^^ch of the gentlemen as had a brief to carry, carried it in as 
^^icuous a manner as possible, and occasionally scratched 
^®ir noses therewith, to impress the fact more strongly on the 
observation of the spectators. Other gentlemen, who had no 
"riefg to show, carried under their arms goodly octavos, with a 
^ label behind, and that underdone-pie-crust-coloured cover, 
^^ich is technically known as " law calf." Others, who had 
Neither briefs nor books, thrust their hands into their pockets. 
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and looked as wise as they conveniently could ; others, again, 
moved here and there with great restlessness and earnestness of 
manner, content to awaken thereby the admiration and astonish* 
ment of the uninitiated strangers. The whole, to the great 
wonderment of Mr. Pickwick, were divided into little groups, 
who were chatting and discussing the news of the day in the 
most unfeeling manner possible, — just as if no trial at all were 
coming on. 

A bow from Mr. Phunky, as he entered, and took his seat 
behind the row appropriated to the King's Counsel, attracted 
Mr. Pickwick's attention; and he had scarcely returned it, 
when Mr. Serjeant Snubbin appeared, followed by Mr. Mallard, 
who half hid the Serjeant behind a large crimson bag, which 
he placed on his table, and, after shaking hands with Perker, 
withdrew. Then there entered two or three more Serjeants: 
and among them, one with a fat body and a red face, who 
nodded in a friendly manner to Mr. Serjeant Snubbin, and said 
it was a fine morning. 

'^ Who V that red-faced man, who said it was a fine moming, 
and nodded to our coimsel ? " whispered Mr. Pickwick, 

" Mr. Serjeant Buzfuz," replied Perker. " He 's oppoeed to 
us ; he leads on the other side. That gentleman behind him 
is Mr. Skimpin, his junior." 

Mr. Pickwick was on the point of inquiring, with great 
abhorrence of the man's cold-blooded villainy, how Mr. Serjeant 
Buzfuz, who was counsel for the opposite party, dared to presume 
to tell Mr. Serjeant Snubbin, who was counsel for him, that it 
was a fine moming, when he was interrupted by a general 
rising of the barristers, and a loud cry of " Silence ! " from the 
officers of the court. Looking round, he found that this was 
caused by the entrance of the judge. 

Mr. Justice Stareleigh (who sat in the absence of the Chief 
Justice, occasioned by indisposition) was a most particularly 
short man, and so fat that he seemed all face and waistcoat. 
He rolled in, upon two little turned legs, and having bobbed 
gravely to the bar, who bobbed gravely to him, put his little 
legs underneath his table, and his little three-cornered hat upon 
it; and when Mr. Justice Stareleigh had done this, all you 
could see of him was two queer little eyes, one broad pink f^iee, 
and somewhere about half of a big and very comical-] 
wig. 
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The judge had no sooner taken his seat than the officer on 

the floor of the court called out '^ Silence ! " in a commanding 

fame, upon which another officer in the gallery cried '' Silence I " 

m m angiy manner, whereupon three or four more ushers 

shoofted ''Silence!'' in a voice of indignant remonstrance. 

Thk heing done, a gentleman in black, who sat below the judge, 

proeeeded to call over the names of the jury ; and, after a great 

deal of bawling, it was discovered that only ten special jurymen 

weie present. Upon this, Mr. Serjeant Buzfuz prayed a tales ; 

the genfleman in black then proceeded to press into the special 

jmy two of the common jurymen; and a green-grocer and a 

ehonui were caught directly. 

^ Answer to your names, gentlemen, that you may be sworn,'' 
Mid the gentteman in black. '' Bichaid Upwitch." 

'' Here," said the green-grocer. 

<< Thomas Groffin." 

** Here," said the chemist. 

''Take the book, gentlemen. You shall well and truly 
tiy — " 

*' I beg this court's pardon," said the chemist, who was a 
tall, thin, yellow-visaged man, "but I hope this court will 
excuse my attendance." 

" On what groimds, sir ? " said Mr. Justice Stareleigh. 

" I have no assistant, my Lord," said the chemist. 

" I can't help that, sir," replied Mr. Justice Stareleigh. 
"You should hire one." 

" I can't afford it, my Lord," rejoined the chemist. 

" Then you ought to be able to afford it, sir," said the 
judge, reddening ; for Mr. Justice Stareleigh' s temper bordered 
on the irritable, and brooked not contradiction. 

" I know I otight to do, if I got on as well as I deserved, 
bat I don't, my Lord," answered the chemist. 

" Swear the gentleman," said the judge peremptorily. 

The officer had got no further than the " You shall well and 
truly try," when he was again interrupted by the chemist. 

"I am to be sworn, my Lord, am I ? " said the chemist. 

" Certainly, sir," replied the testy little judge. 

" Very well, my Lord," replied the chemist, in a resigned 
manner. " Then there '11 be murder before this trial 's over ; 
that 's all. Swear me, if you please, sir ; " and sworn the 
ehemiat was, before the judge could find words to utter. 

voi*. n. 
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" I merely wanted to observe, my Lord," said the chemist, 
taking his seat with great deliberation, " that I 've left nobody 
but an errand-boy in my shop. He is a very nice boy, my 
Lord, but he is not acquainted with drugs ; and I know that 
the prevailing impression on his mind is, that Epsom salts 
means oxalic acid ; and syrup of senna, laudanum. That 's all, 
my Lord." With this, the tall chemist composed himself into 
a comfortable attitude, and, assuming a pleasant expression of 
coimtenance, appeared to have prepared himself for the worst. 

Mr. Pickwick was regarding the chemist with feelings of 
the deepest horror, when a slight sensation was perceptible in 
the body of the court ; and immediately afterwards Mrs. Bardell, 
supported by Mrs. Cluppins, was led in, and placed, in a 
drooping state, at the other end of the seat on which Mr. 
Pickwick sat. An extra-sized umbrella was then handed in by 
Mr. Dodson, and a pair of pattens by Mr. Fogg, each of whom 
had prepared a most sympathising and melancholy face for the 
occasion. Mrs. Sanders then appeared, leading in Master 
Bardell. At sight of her child, Mrs. Bardell started ; suddenly . 
recollecting herself, she kissed him in a frantic manner ; then ! 
relapsing into a state of hysterical imbecility, the good lady ; 
requested to be informed where she was. In reply to this, 
Mrs. Cluppins and Mrs. Sanders turned their heads away and , ' 
wept, while Messrs. Dodson and Fogg entreated the plaintiff to "" 
compose herself. Serjeant Buzfuz rubbed his eyes very hard .' 
with a large white handkerchief, and gave an appealing look * 
towards the jury, while the judge was visibly affected, anA^ 
several of the beholders tried to cough down their emotions. ' 

" Very good notion, that, indeed," whispered Perker to Mt''^~^ 
Pickwick. " Capital fellows, those, Dodson and Fogg ; excellent^ — 
ideas of effect, my dear sir, excellent." 

As Perker spoke, Mrs. Bardell began to recover by slow^ 
degrees, while Mrs. Cluppins, after a careful survey of Mastif m 
BardelPs buttons and the button-holes to which they severally^ 
belonged, placed him on the floor of the court in front of hTlai 
mother, — a commanding position in which he could not fail l^«a 
awaken the full commiseration and sympathy of both judge 
jury. This was not done \vithout considerable opposition, 
many tears, on the part of the young gentleman himself, 
had certain inward misgi\'ings that the placing him within 
full glare of the judge's eye was only a formal prelude to 
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being immediately ordered away for instant execution, or for 
transportation beyond the seas, during the whole term of his 
natural life, at the very least. 

"Bardell and Pickwick/' cried the gentleman in black, 
calling on the case, which stood first on the list. 

" I am for the plaintiff, my Lord," said Mr. Serjeant Buzfuz. 

" Who IB with you, Brother Buzfuz ? " said the judge. Mr. 
Skimpin bowed, to intimate that he was. 

"I appear for the defendant, my Lord," said Mr. Serjeant 
Snabbin. 

" Anybody with you, Brother Snubbin ? " inqvdred the court. 

"Mr. Phimky, my Lord," replied Serjeant Snubbin. 

" Serjeant Buzfuz and Mr. Skimpin for the plaintiff," said the 
judge, writing down the names in his note-book, and reading 
as he wrote ; '^ for the defendant, Serjeant Snubbin and Mr. 
Monkey." 

" Beg your Lordship's pardon, Phunky." 

" Oh, very good," said the judge ; " I never had the pleasure 
of hearing the gentleman's name before." Here Mr. Phunky 
bowed and smiled, and the judge bowed and smiled, too, and 
then Mr. Phunky, blushing into the very whites of his eyes, 
tried to look as if he did n't know that everybody was gazing at 
him ; a thing which no man ever succeeded in doing yet, or in 
all reasonable probability ever will. 

" €ro on," said the judge. 

The ushers again called silence, and Mr. Skimpin proceeded 
to " open the case ; " and the case appeared to have very little 
inside it when he had opened it, for he kept such particulars as 
he knew completely to himself, and sat down, after a lapse of 
three minutes, leaving the jury in precisely the same advanced 
stage of wisdom as they were in before. 

Serjeant Buzfuz then rose with all the majesty and dignity 
which the grave nature of the proceedings demanded, and 
having whispered to Dodson, and conferred briefly with Fogg, 
pulled his gown over his shoulders, settled his wig, and addressed 
the jury. 

Serjeant Buzfuz began by saying, that never, in the whole 
course of his professional experience — never, from the very 
first moment of his applying himself to the study and practice 
of the law — had he approached a case with feelings of such deep 
emotion, or with such a heavy sense of the responsibility imposed 
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upon him — a responsibility, he would say, which he could never 
have supported, were he not buoyed up and sustained by a 
conviction so strong, that it amounted to positive certainty, that 
the cause of truth and justice, or, in other words, the cause of 
his much-injured and most oppressed client, must prevail with 
the high-minded and intelligent dozen of men whom he now saw 
in that box before him. 

Coimsel always begin in this way, because it puts the jury on 
the very best terms with themselves, and makes them think what 
sharp fellows they must be. A visible effect was produced 
immediately, several jurymen beginning to take voluminous notes 
with the utmost eagerness. 

"You have heard from my learned friend, gentlemen," 
continued Serjeant Buzfuz, well knowing that, from the learned 
friend alluded to, the gentlemen of the jury had heard just 
nothing at all — "you have heard from my learned friend, 
gentlemen, that this is an action for a breach of promise of 
marriage, in which the damages are laid at £1500. But you 
have not heard from my learned friend , inasmuch as it did not 
come within my learned friend's province to tell you, what are 
the facts and circumstances of the case. Those facts and 
circumstances, gentlemen, you shall hear detailed by me, and 
proved by the unimpeachable female whom I will place in that 
box before you.'' 

Here Mr. Serjeant Buzfuz, with a tremendous emphasis on 
the word "box," smote his table with a mighty sound, and 
glanced at Dodson and Fogg, who nodded admiration of the 
Serjeant and indignant defiance of the defendant. 

" The plaintiff, gentlemen," continued Serjeant Buzfuz, in 
a soft and melancholy voice, " the plaintiff is a widow ; yes, 
gentlemen, a widow. The late ^fr. Bardell, after enjoying, for 
many years, the esteem and confidence of his sovereign, as one 
of the guardians of his royal revenues, glided almost imperceptibly 
from the world, to seek elsewhere for that repose and peace 
which a custom-house can never afford." 

At this pathetic description of the decease of Mr. Bardell, 
who had been knocked on the head with a quart-pot in a 
public-house cellar, the learned Serjeant's voice faltered, and be 
proceeded with emotion : — 

" Some time before his death he had stamped his likenesB 
upon a little boy. With this little boy, the only pledge of her 
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departed exciseman, Mrs. Bardell shrunk from the world, ami 

ooQited the retirement and tranquillity of Groswell Street ; and 

here she placed in her front parlour window a written placard 

bearing this inscription — ' Apartments furnished for a single 

gtttleman. Inquire within.' " Here Serjeant Buzfuz paused, 

while seyeral gentlemen of the jury took a note of the 

docam^t. 

''There is no date to that, is there, sir ? " inquired a juror. 

''There is no date, gentlemen," replied Serjeant Buzfuz; 

"bat 1 am instructed to say that it was put in the plaintiff's 

parlour-window just this time three years. I entreat the 

tttention of the jury to the wording of this document — 

' Apartments furnished for a single gentleman ! ' Mrs. Bardell's 

opinions of the opposite sex, gentlemen, were derived from a 

long contemplation of the inestimahle qualities of her lost 

husband. She had no fear — she had no distrust — she had no 

fl^Qspicion — all was confidence and reliance. ' Mr. Bardell,' 

■Md the widow ; ' Mr. Bardell was a man of honour — Mr. 

ftttdell was a man of his word — Mr. Bardell was no deceiver 

"^Mr. Bardell was once a single gentleman himself; to single 

gentlemen I look for protection, for assistance, for comfort, and 

^or consolation — in single gentlemen I shall perpetually see 

^Qttthing to remind me of what Mr. Bardell was, when he first 

Won my young and untried affections ; to a single gentleman, 

then, shall my lodgings be let.' Actuated by this beautiful and 

tooching impulse (among the best impulses of our imperfect 

nature, gentlemen), the lonely and desolate widow dried her 

tears, furnished her first floor, caught her innocent boy to her 

maternal bosom, and put the bill up in her parlour-window. 

Did it remain there long ? No. The serpent was on the watch, 

the train was laid, the mine was preparing, the sapper and miner 

was at work. Before the bill had been in the parlour-window 

three days — three days, gentlemen — a Being, erect up)on two 

legs, and bearing all the outward semblance of a man, and not 

of a monster, knocked at the door of Mrs. Bardell's house. He 

inquired within ; he took the lodgings ; and on the very next 

day he entered into possession of them. This man was Pickwick 

— Pickwick the defendant." 

Serjeant Buzfuz, who had proceeded with such volubility that 
his face was perfectly crimson, here paused for breath. The 
silence awoke Mr. Justice Stareleigh, who immediately wrote 



102 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF 

down something with a pen without any ink in it, and looked 
unusually profound, to impress the jury with the belief that he 
always thought most deeply with his eyes shut. Serjeant Buzfuz 
proceeded. 

" Of this man Pickwick I will say little ; the subject presents 
but few attractions ; and I, gentlemen, am not the man, nor are 
you, gentlemen, the men, to delight in the contemplation of 
revolting heartlessness and of systematic villainy." 

Here Mr. Pickwick, who had been writhing in silence for 
some time, gave a violent start, as if some vague idea of 
assaulting Serjeant Buzfuz, in the august presence of justice 
and law, suggested itself to his mind. An admonitory gesture 
from Perker restrained him, and he listened to the learned 
gentleman's continuation with a look of indignation, which 
contrasted forcibly with the admiring faces of Mrs. Cluppins and 
Mrs. Sanders. 

" I say systematic villainy, gentlemen," said Serjeant Buzfuz, 
looking through Mr. Pickwick, and talking at him ; ^' and when 
I say systematic villainy, let me tell the defendant Pickwick, if 
he be in court, as I am informed he is, that it would have been 
more decent in him, more becoming, in better judgment, and 
in better taste, if he had stopped away. Let me tell him, 
gentlemen, that any gestures of dissent or disapprobation in 
which he may indulge in this court will not go down with you ; 
that you vnl\ know how to value and how to appreciate them ; 
and let me tell him further, as my Lord will tell you, gentlemen, 
that counsel, in the discharge of his duty to his client, is neither 
to be intimidated, nor bullied, nor put down ; and that any 
attempt to do either the one or the other, or the first, or the last, 
will recoil on the head of the attempter, be he plaintiff or be he 
defendant, be his name Pickwick, or Noakes, or Stoakes, or 
Stiles, or Brown, or Thompson." 

This little divergence from the subject in hand had of course 
the intended effect of turning all eyes to Mr. Pickwick. Serjeant 
Buzfuz, having partially recovered from the state of moral eleva- 
tion into which he had lashed himself, resumed : — 

*' I shall show you, gentlemen, that for two years Pickwick 
continued to reside constantly, and without interruption or 
intermission, at Mrs. BardelPs house. I shall show you that Mrs. 
Ikirdell, during the whole of that time, waited on him, attended 
to his comforts, cooked his meals, looked out his linen for the 
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mislead and delude any thiid parties into whose hands they 
might fall. Let me read the first: — ' Grarraway's, twelve 
o'clock. Dear Mrs. B. — Chops and Tomata sauce. Yours, 
Pickwick.' Grentlemen, what does this mean ? Chops and 
Tomata sauce. Yours, Pickwick ! Chops ! Gracious heavens ! 
and Tomata sauce ! Grentlemen, is the happiness of a sensitiye 
and confiding female to be trifled away, by such shallow arti- 
fices as these ? The next has no date whatever, which is in 
itself suspicious. — ^ Dear Mrs. B., I shall not be at home till 
to-morrow. Slow coach.' And then follows this very, very 
remarkable expression — 'Don't trouble yourself about the 
warming-pan.' The warming-pan ! Why, gentlemen, who (2eMt 
trouble himself about a warming-pan ? When was the peace of 
mind of man or woman broken or disturbed by a warming-pan, 
which is in itself a harmless, a useful, and I will add, gentlemen, 
a comforting article of domestic furniture ? Why is Mrs. 
Bardell so earnestly entreated not to agitate herself about this 
warming-pan, unless (as is no doubt the case) it is a mere cover 
for hidden fire — a mere substitute for some endearing word or 
promise, agreeably to a preconcerted system of correspondence, 
artfully contrived by Pickwick with a view to his contemplated 
desertion, and which I am not in a condition to explain ? And 
what does this allusion to the slow coach mean ? For aught 
I know, it may be a reference to Pickwick himself, who has 
most unquestionably been a criminally slow coach during the 
whole of this transaction, but whose speed will now be very 
unexpectedly accelerated, and whose wheels, gentlemen, as he 
will find to his cost, will very soon be greased by you ! '* 

Mr. Serjeant Buzfuz paused in this place, to see whether 
the jury smiled at his joke ; but as nobody took it but the 
green-grocer, whose sensitiveness on the subject was very 
probably occasioned by his having subjected a chaise-cart to 
tlie process in question on that identical morning, the learned 
Serjeant considered it advisable to imdergo a slight relapse into 
the dismals before lie concluded. 

*' But enough of this, gentlemen," said Mr. Serjeant Buzfuz, 
" it is difficult to smile with an aching heart ; it is ill jesting 
when our deepest sympathies are awakened. My client's hopes 
and prospects are ruined, and it is no figure of speech to say 
that her occupation is gone indeed. The bill is down — but 
there is no tenant. Eligible single gentlemen pass and re-pass 
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— but there is no invitation for them to inquire within or 
without. All is gloom and silence in the house; even the 
voice of the child is hushed ; his infant sports are disregarded 
when his mother weeps ; his ' alley tors ' and his ' commoneys ' 
are alike neglected ; he forgets the long familiar cry of ^ knuckle 
down,' and at tip-cheese, or odd and even, his hand is out. But 
Pickwick, gentlemen, Pickwick, the ruthless destroyer of this 
domestic oasis in the desert of Groswell Street — Pickwick, who 
has choked up the well, and thrown ashes on the sward — 
Pickwick, who comes before you to-day with his heartless 
Tomato sauce and warming-pans — Pickwick still rears his head 
with unblushing efi&ontery, and gazes without a sigh on the 
ruin he has made. Damages, gentlemen — heavy damages is 
the only punishment with which you can visit him ; the only 
recompense you can award to my client. And for those damages 
she now appeals to an enlightened, a high-minded, a right-feeling, 
a conscientious, a dispassionate, a sympathising, a contemplative 
jury of her civilised countrymen.'' With this beautiful perora- 
tion, Mr. Serjeant Buzfuz sat down, and Mr. Justice Stareleigh 
woke up. 

"Call Elizabeth Cluppins," said Serjeant Buzfuz, rising a 
minute afterwards, with renewed vigour. 

The nearest usher called for Elizabeth Tuppins ; another one, 
at a little distance off, demanded Elizabeth Jupkins ; and a third 
rushed in a breathless state into King Street, and screamed for 
Elizabeth Muffins till he was hoarse. 

Meanwhile Mrs. Cluppins, with the combined assistance of 
Mrs. Bardell, Mrs. Sanders, Mr. Dodson, and Mr. Fogg, was 
hoisted into the witness-box ; and, when she was safely perched 
on the top step, Mrs. Bardell stood on the bottom one, with the 
pocket-handkerchief and pattens in one hand, and a glass bottle 
that might hold about a quarter of a pint of smelling salts, in the 
other, ready for any emergency. Mrs. Sanders, whose eyes were 
intently fixed on the judge's face, planted herself close by, with 
the large umbrella; keeping her right thumb pressed on the 
spring with an earnest countenance, as if she were fully prepared 
to put it up at a moment's notice. 

" Mrs. Cluppins," said Serjeant Buzfuz, " pray compose your- 
self, ma'am." Of course, directly Mrs. Cluppins was desired 
to compose herself she sobbed with increased vehemence, and 
gave divers alarming manifestations of an approaching fainting 
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fit, or, as she afterwards said, of her feelings being too many 
for her. 

"Do you recollect, Mrs. Cluppins," said Serjeant Buzfuz, 
after a few iinimportfint questions, " do you recollect being in 
Mrs. Bardell's back one-pair of stairs, on one particular morning 
in July last, when she was dusting Pickwick's apartment ? " 

" Yes, my Lord and Jury, I do,'' replied Mrs. Cluppins. 

"Mr. Pickwick's sitting-room was the first-floor front, I 
believe ? " 

** Yes, it were, sir," replied Mrs. Cluppins. 

" What were you doing in the back roomj ma'am ? " inquired 
the little judge, 

" My Lord and Jury," said Mrs. Cluppins, with interesting 
agitation, " I will not deceive you." 

" You had better not, ma'am," said the little judge. 

" I was there," resumed Mrs. Cluppins, " unbeknown to Mrs. 
Bardell ; I had been out with a little basket, gentlemen, to buy 
three pound of red kidney purtaties, which was three pound 
tuppense ha'penny, when I see Mrs. Bardell's street door on the 
jar." 

" On the what ? " exclaimed the little judge. 

"Partly open, my Lord," said Serjeant Snubbin. 

" She said on the jar," said the little judge, with a cunning 
look. 

" It 's all the same, piy Lord," said Serjeant Snubbin. The 
little judge looked doubtful, and said he 'd make a note of it. 
Mrs. Cluppins then resumed : — 

" I walked in, gentlemen, just to say good mornin', and went, 
in a permiscuous manner, up stairs, and into the Imck room. 
Gentlemen, there was the sound of voices in the front room, 
and — " 

" And you listened, I believe, Mrs. Cluppins ? " said Serjeant 
Buzfuz. 

" Beggin' your pardon, sir," replied Mrs. Cluppins, in a 
majestic manner, *' I would scorn the haction. The voices was 
very loud, sir, and forced themselves upon my ear." 

" Well, Mrs. Cluppins, you were not listening, but you heard 
the voices. Was one of those voices Pickwick's ? " 

" Yes, it were, sir." 

And Mrs. Cluppins, after distinctly stating that Mr. Pickwick 
addressed himself to Mrs. Bardell, repeated, by slow degrees. 
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and by dint of many questions, the conversation with which our 
readers are already acquainted. 

The jury looked suspicious, and Mr. ^erjeant Buzfuz smiled 
and sat down. They looked positively awful when Serjeant 
Snubbin intimated that he should not cross-examine the witness, 
for Mr. Pickwick wished it to be distinctly stated that it was 
due to her to say that her account was in substance correct. 

Mrs. Cluppins, having once broken the ice, thought it a favour- 
able opportunity for entering into a short dissertation on her own 
domestic affairs; so she straightway proceeded to inform the 
court that she was the mother of eight children at that present 
speaking, and that she entertained confident expectations of pre- 
senting Mr. Cluppins with a ninth, somewhere about that day 
six months. At this interesting point the little judge interposed 
most irascibly ; and the effect of the interposition was that both 
the worthy lady and, Mrs. Sanders were politely taken out of 
court, under the escort of Mr. Jackson, without further parley. 

" Nathaniel Winkle ! " said Mr. Skimpin. 

" Here ! " replied a feeble voice. Mr. Winkle entered the 
witness-box, and, having been duly sworn, bowed to the judge 
with considerable deference. 

" Don't look at me, sir," said the judge sharply, in acknow- 
ledgment of the salute ; " look at the jury." 

Mr. Winkle obeyed the mandate, and looked at the place 
where he thought it most probable the jury might be ; for 
seeing anything in his then state of intellectual complication 
was wholly out of the question. 

Mr. Winkle was then examined by Mr. Skimpin, who, being 
a promising yoimg man of two or three and forty, was of course 
anxious to confuse a witness, who was notoriously predisposed 
in favour of the other side, as much as he could. 

" Now, sir," said Mr. Skimpin, " have the goodness to let his 
Lordship and the jury know what your name is, will you ? " 
And Mr. Skimpin inclined his head on one side to listen with 
great sharpness to the answer, and glanced at the jury mean- 
while, as if to imply that he rather expected Mr. Winkle's 
natural taste for perjury would induce him to give some name 
which did not belong to him. 

*' Winkle," replied the witness. 

"What's your Christian name, sir?" angrily inquired the 
little judge. 
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"Nathaniel, sir." 

" Daniel, — any other name ? " 

" Nathaniel, sir, — my Lord, I mean." 

" Nathaniel Daniel, or Daniel Nathaniel ? " 

" No, my Lord, only Nathaniel — not Daniel at alL" 

" What did you tell me it was Daniel for, then, sir ? " inquired 
the judge. 

" I did n't, my Lord,'' replied Mr. Winkle. 

" You did, sir," replied the judge, with a severe frown. " How 
could I have got Daniel on my notes, unless you told me so, sir ? " 

This argument was, of course, unanswerahle. 

" Mr. Winkle has rather a short memory, my Lord," inter- 
posed Mr. Skimpin, with another glance at the jury. "We 
shall find means to refresh it hefore we have quite done with 
him, I dare say." * 

" You had better be careful, sir," said the little judge, with 
a sinister look at the witness. • 

Poor Mr. Winkle bowed, and endeavoured to feign an easiness 
of manner which, in his then state of confusion, gave him rather 
the air of a disconcerted pickpocket. 

" Now, Mr. Winkle," said Mr. Skimpin, " attend to me, if 
you please, sir ; and let me recommend you, for your own sake, 
to bear in mind his Lordship's injunctions to be careful. I 
believe you are a particular friend of Pickwick, the defendant, 
are you not ? " 

" I have known Mr. Pickwick now, as well as I recollect at 
this moment, nearly — " 

** Pray, Mr. Winkle, do not evade the question. Are you, or 
are you not, a particular friend of the defendant's ? " 

" I was just about to say that — " 

" Will you, or will you not, answer my question, sir ? " 

" If you don't answer the question, you '11 be committed, sir," 
interposed the little judge, looking over his note-book. 

** Come, sir," said Mr. Skimpin, " yes or no, if you please." 

" Yes, I am," replied Mr. Winkle. 

" Yes, you are. And why could n't you say that at once, sir ? 
Perhaps you know the plaintiflf, too — eh, Mr. Winkle ? " 

" I don't know her ; I 've seen her." 

" Oh, you don't know her, but you 've seen her ? Now, have 
the goodness to tell the gentlemen of the jury what you mean 
by that, Mr. Winkle." 
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" I mean that I am not intimate with her, but that I have 
seen her when I went to call on Mr. Pickwick, in Gk>swell 
Street" 

" How often have you seen her, sir ? " 

" How often ? " 

" Yes, Mr. Winkle, how often ? I '11 repeat the question 
for you a dozen times, if you require it, sir," and the learned 
gentleman, with a firm and steady frown, placed his hands on 
his hips, and smiled suspiciously at the jury. 

On this question there arose the edifying brow-beating, 
customary on such points. First of all, Mr. Winkle said it 
was quite impossible for him to say how many times he had 
seen Mrs. Bardell. Then he was asked if he had seen her 
twenty times, to which he replied, " Certainly, — more than 
tiiat." Then he was asked whether he hadn't seen her a 
hundred times — whether he could n't swear that he had seen 
her more than fifty times — whether he did n't know that he 
had seen her at least seventy-five times — and so forth; the 
satisfactory conclusion which was arrived at, at last, being that 
he had better take care of himself, and mind what he was 
about. The witness having been by these means reduced to 
the requisite ebb of nervous perplexity, the examination was 
continued as follows : — 

" Pray, Mr. Winkle, do you remember calling on the defend- 
ant Pickwick at these apartments in the plaintiflTs house in 
Groswell Street, on one particular morning, in the month of 
July, last ? " 

« Yes, I do." 

" Were you accompanied on that occasion by a friend of the 
name of Tupman, and another of the name of Snodgrass ? " 

" Yes, I was." 

" Are they here ? " 

" Yes, they are," replied Mr. Winkle, looking very earnestly 
towards the spot where his friends were stationed. 

" Pray attend to me, Mr. Winkle, and never mind your 
friends," said Mr. Skimpin, with another expressive look at the 
jury. " They must tell their stories ^vithout any previous con- 
sultation with you, if none has yet taken place (another look at 
the jury). Now, sir, tell the gentlemen of the jury what you 
saw on entering the defendant's room, on this particular morning. 
Come ; out with it, sir ; we must have it, sooner or later." 
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" The defendant, Mr. Pickwick, was holding the plaintiff in 
his arms, with his hands clasping her waist," replied Mr. 
Winkle, with natural hesitation, " and the plaintiff appeared to 
have fainted away." 

" Did you hear the defendant say anything ? " 

" I heard him call Mrs. Bardell a good creature, and I heard 
him ask her to compose herself, for what a situation it was if 
anybody should come, or words to that effect." 

"Now, Mr. Winkle, I have only one more question to ask 
you, and I beg you to bear in mind his Lordship's caution. 
Will you undertake to swear that Pickwick, the defendant, 
did not say on the occasion in question, ' My dear Mrs. Bardell, 
you 're a good creature ; compose yourself to this situation, for 
to this situation you must come,' or words to that effect ? " 

"I — I did n't understand him so, certainly," said Mr. 
Winkle, astounded at this ingenious dovetailing of the few 
words he had heard. " I was on the stair-case, and could n't 
hear distinctly ; the impression on my mind is — " 

" The gentlemen of the jury want none of the impressions 
on your mind, Mr. Winkle, which I fear would be of little 
service to honest, straight-forward men," interposed Mr. Skim- 
pin. " You were on tlie stair-case, and did n't distinctly hear ; 
but you will not swear that Pickwick did not make use of the 
expressions I have quoted ? Do I understand that ? " 

" No, I will not," replied Mr. Winkle ; and down sat Mr. 
Skimpin with a triumphant countenance. 

Mr. Pickwick's case had not gone off in so particularly happy 
a manner, up to this point, that it could very well afford to 
have any additional suspicion cast upon it. But as it could 
afford to be placed in a rather better light, if possible, l^Ir. 
Phunky rose for the purpose of getting something important 
out of Mr. Winkle in cross-examination. Wliether he did get 
anything important out of him will immediately appear. 

" I believe, Mr. Winkle," said Mr. Phiinky, " that Mr. 
Pickwick is not a young man ? " 

" Oh, no," replied Mr. Winkle ; " old enough to be my 
father." 

" You have told my learned friend that you have kno>vn Mr. 
Pickwick a long time. Had you ever any reason to suppose or 
believe that he was about to be married ? " 

" Oh, no ; certainly not," replied Mr. Winkle, with so much 
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eagerness that Mr. Phunky ought to have got him out of the 
box with all possible despatch. Lawyers hold that there are 
two kinds of particularly bad witnesses: a reluctant witness, 
and a too-willing witness ; it was Mr. Winkle's fate to figure in 
both characters. 

*' I will even go further than this, Mr. Winkle," continued 
Mr. Phimky, in a most smooth and complacent manner. ^^ Did 
you ever see anything in Mr. Pickwick's manner and conduct 
towards the opposite sex to induce you to believe that he ever 
contemplated matrimony of late years, in any case ? " 

" Oh, no ; certainly not," replied Mr. Winkle. 

" Has his behaviour, when females have been in the case, 
always been that of a man, who, having attained a pretty 
advanced period of life, content with Ms own occupations and 
amusements, treats them only as a father might his daughters ? " 

"Not the least doubt of it," replied Mr. Winkle, in the 
fulness of his heart. " That is — yes — oh, yes — certainly." 

** You have never known anything in his behaviour towards 
Mrs. Bardell, or any other female, in the least degree suspicious ? " 
said Mr. Phunky, preparing to sit down, for Serjeant Snubbin 
was winking at him. 

" N — n — no," replied Mr. Winkle, " except on one trifling 
occasion, which, I have no doubt, might be easily explained." 

Now if the unfortunate Mr. Phunky had sat down when 
Serjeant Snubbin winked at him, or if Serjeant Buzfuz had 
stopped this irregular cross-examination at the outset (which he 
knew better than to do ; observing Mr. Winkle's anxiety, and 
well knowing it would, in all probability, lead to something 
serviceable to him), this unfortunate admission would not have 
been elicited. The moment the words fell from Mr. Winkle's 
lips, Mr. Phunky sat down, and Serjeant Snubbin rather 
hastily told him he might leave the box, which Mr. Winkle 
prepared to do with great readiness, when Serjeant Buzfuz 
stopped him. 

"Stay, Mr. Winkle — stay ! " said Serjeant Buzfuz;, "will 
your Lordship have the goodness to ask him what this one 
instance of suspicious behaviour towards females on the part of 
this gentleman, who is old enough to be his father, was ? " 

" You hear what the learned counsel says, sir," observed the 
judge, turning to the miserable and agonised Mr. Winkle. 
" Describe the occasion to which you refer." 
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" My Lord," said Mr. Winkle, trembling with anxiety, " I ^ 
I M rather not." 

" Perhaps so," said the little judge ; " but you must." 

Amid the profound silence of the whole court, Mr. Winkle 
faltered out that the trifling circumstance of suspicion was Mr. 
Pickwick's being found in a lady's sleeping apartment at 
midnight ; which had terminated, he believed, in the breaking 
oflf of the projected marriage of the lady in question, and had 
led, he knew, to the whole party being forcibly carried before 
George Nupkins, Esq., magistrate and justice of the peace, for 
the borough of Ipswich, 

'*You may leave the box, sir," said Serjeant Snubbin. Mr. 
Winkle did leave the box, and rushed with delirious haste to 
the Greorge and Vulture, where he was discovered some hours 
after, by the waiter, groaning in a hollow and dismal manner, 
with his head buried beneath the sofa cushions. 

Tracy Tupman and Augustus Snodgrass were severally called 
into the box ; both corroborated the testimony of their unhappy 
friend ; and each was driven to the verge of desperation by 
excessive badgering. 

Susannah Sanders was then called, and examined by Serjeant 
Buzfuz, and cross-examined by Serjeant Snubbin. Had always 
said and believed tliat Pick^vick would marry Mrs. Bardell ; 
knew that Mrs. Bardell' s being engaged to Pickwick was the 
current topic of conversation in the neighbourhood, after the 
fainting in July ; had been told it herself by Mrs. Mudberry, 
which kept a mangle, and Mrs. Bunkin, which clear-starched, but 
did not see either Mrs. Mudberry or Mrs. Bunkin in court. 
Had heard Pickwick ask the little boy how he should like to 
have another father. Did not know that Mrs. Bardell was at 
that time keeping company \vith the baker, but did know that 
the baker was then a single man and is now married. Could n't 
swear that Mrs. Bardell was not very fond of the baker, but 
should think that the baker was not very fond of Mrs. Bardell, 
or he would n't have married somebody else. Thought Mrs. 
Bardell fainted away on the morning in July, because Pickwick 
asked her to name the day ; knew that she (witness) fainted 
away stone dead when Mr. Sanders asked her to name the day, 
and believed that everylx)dy as called herself a lady would do 
the same, under similar circumstances. Heard Pickwick ask 
the boy the question about the marbles, but upon her oath 




THE PICKWICK CLUB 113 

did not know the difference between an alley tor and a corn- 
money. 

By the Coubt. — During the period of her keeping company 
with Mr. Sanders had received love letters, like other ladies. 
In the course of their correspondence Mr. Sanders had often 
called her a " duck," but never " chops," nor yet " tomata 
sance." He was particularly fond of ducks. Perhaps if he 
had been as fond of chops and tomata sauce, he might have 
called her that, as a term of affection. 

Serjeant Buzfuz now rose with more importance than he had 
yet exhibited, if that were possible, and vociferated, ^^Call 
Samuel WeUer." 

It was quite imnecessary to call Samuel Weller ; for Samuel 
Weller stepped briskly into the box the instant his name was 
pronounced, and placing his hat on the floor, and his arms on 
the rail, took a bird's-eye view of the bar, and a comprehensive 
survey of the bench, with a remarkably cheerful and lively 
aspect. 

" What's your name, sir ? " inquired the judge. 

" Sam Weller, my Lord," replied that gentleman. 

" Do you spell it with a ' V ' or a * W ? " inquired the 
judge. 

" That depends upon the taste and fancy of the speller, my 
Lord," replied Sam ; " I never had occasion to spell it more 
than once or twice in my life, but I sj)€ll8 it with a * V.' " 

Here a voice in the gallery exclaimed aloud, " Quite right 
too, Samivel ; quite right. Put it down a we, my Lord, put it 
down a we." 

" Who Lb that, who dares to address the court ? " said the 
little judge, looking up. " Usher." 

« Yes, my Lord." 

** Bring that person here instantly." 

« Yes, my Lord." 

But as the usher didn't find the person, he didn't bring 
him ; andj after a great commotion, all the people who had got 
up to look for the culprit sat down again. The little judge 
turned to the witness as soon as his indignation would allow 
him to speak, and said, — 

" Do you know who that was, sir ? " 

" I rayther 8usj)ect it was my father, my Lonl," replied Sam. 

" Do you see him here now ? " said the judge. 

VOL. U. 
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^^ No, I don't, my Lord/' replied Sam, staring right up into 
the lantern in the roof of the court. 

^^ If you could have pointed him out, I would have committed 
him instantly/' said the judge. 

Sam howed his acknowledgments, and turned, with unimpaired 
cheerfulness of countenance, towards Serjeant Buzfuz. 

" Now, Mr. Weller," said Serjeant Buzfuz. 

" Now, sir," replied Sam. 

" I believe you are in the service of Mr. Pickwick, the 
defendant in this case. Speak up, if you please, Mr. Weller." 

** I mean to speak up, sir," replied Sam. '* I am in the 
service o' that 'ere gen'lm'n, and a wery good service it is." 

'^ Little to do, and plenty to get, I suppose ? " said Serjeant 
Buzfuz, with jocularity. 

^^ Oh, quite enough to get, sir, as the soldier said ven they 
ordered him three hundred and fifty lashes," replied Sam. 

^^ You must not tell us what the soldier, or any other man, 
said, sir," interposed the judge ; " it 's not evidence." 

" Wery good, my Lord," replied Sam. 

'^ Do you recollect anything particular happening on the 
morning when you were first engaged by the defendant ; eh, 
Mr. Weller ? " said Serjeant Buzfuz. 

" Yes, I do, sir," replied Sam. 

" Have the goodness to tell the jury what it was." 

" I had a reg'lar new fit out o' clothes that momin', gen'lm'n 
of the jury," said Sam, "and that was a wery partickler 
and uncommon circumstance vith me in those days." 

Hereupon there was a general laugh ; and the little judge, 
looking >vith an angry countenance over his desk, said, " You had 
better be careful, sir." 

" So Mr. Pickwick said at the time, my Lord," replied Sam ; 
" and I was wery careful o' that 'ere suit o' clothes ; wery 
careful indeed, my Lord." 

The judge looked sternly at Sam for full two minutes, but 
Sam's features were so j)erfectly calm and serene that the judge 
said nothing, and motioned Serjeant Buzfuz to proceed. 

" Do you mean to tell me, Mr. Weller," said Serjeant Buzfuz, 
folding his arms emphatically, and turning half round to the 
jury, as if in mute assurance that he would bother the witness 
yet — "do you mean to tell me, Mr. Weller, that you saw 
nothing of this fainting on the part of the plaintiff in the arms 
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of the defendant, which you have heard descrihed by the 



** Certainly not," replied Sam. '^ I was in the passage till 
they called me up, and then the old lady was not there." 

" Now, attend, Mr. Weller," said Serjeant Buzfuz, dipping 
a large pen into the inkstand before him, for the purpose of 
frightenijaig Sam with a show of taking down his answer. ^^ You 
were in the passage and yet saw nothing of what was going 
forward. Have you a pair of eyes, Mr. Weller ? " 

" Yes, I have a pair of eyes," replied Sam, " and that 's just 
itw If they wos a pair o' patent double million magnifyin' gas 
microscopes of hextra power, p'raps I might be able to see 
through a flight o' stairs and a deal door ; but bein' only eyes, 
you see, my wision 's limited." 

At this answer, which was delivered without the slightest 
appearance of irritation, and with the most complete simplicity 
and equanimity of manner, the spectators tittered, the little 
judge smiled, and Serjeant Buzfuz looked particularly foolish. 
After a short consultation with Dodson and Fogg, the learned 
Serjeant again turned towards Sam, and said, with a painful 
effort to conceal Ms vexation, " Now, Mr. Weller, I '11 ask you 
a question on another point, if you please." 

" If you please, sir," rejoined Sam, with the utmost good- 
humour. 

" Do you remember going up to Mrs. Bardell's house, one 
night in November last ? " 

" Oh, yes, wery well," 

" Oh, you do remember that, Mr. Weller," said Serjeant 
Buzfuz, recovering his spirits ; ^^ I thought we should get at 
something at last." 

" I rayther thought that, too, sir," replied Sam ; and at this 
the spectators tittered again. 

" Well ; I suppose you went up to have a little talk about 
this trial — eh, Mr. Weller ? " said Serjeant Buzfuz, looking 
knowingly at the jury. 

" I went up to pay the rent ; but we did get a talkin' about 
the trial," replied Sam. 

" Oh, you did get a talking about the trial," said Serjeant 
Buzfuz, brightening up with the anticipation of some important 
discovery. " Now what passed about the trial ; will you have 
the goodness to tell us, Mr. Weller ? " 
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" Vith all the pleasure in life, sir," replied Sam. " Arter a 
few unimportant obserwations from the two wirtuous females as 
has been examined here to-day, the ladies gets into a wery great 
state o' admiration at the honourable conduct of Mr. Dodson 
and Fogg — them two gen'lm'n as is set tin' near you now." 
This, of course, drew general attention to Dodson and Fogg, 
who looked as virtuous as possible. 

"The attorneys for the plaintiff," said Mr. Serjeant Buzfuz; 
" well, they spoke in high praise of the honourable conduct of 
Messrs. Dodson and Fogg, the attorneys for the plaintiff, did 
they ? " 

" Yes," said Sam, " they said what a wery gen'rous thing it 
was o' them to have taken up the case on spec, and to charge 
nothin' at all for costs, imless they got 'em out of Mr. Pickwick." 

At this very unexpected reply, the spectators tittered again, 
and Dodson and Fogg, turning very red, leant over to Serjeant 
Buzfuz, and in a hurried manner whispered something in his 
ear. 

"You are quite right," said Serjeant Buzfuz aloud, with 
affected composure. " It 's perfectly useless, my Lord, 
attempting to get at any evidence through the impenetrable 
stupidity of this witness. I will not trouble the court by asking 
him any more questions. Stand down, sir." 

" Would any other gen'lm'n like to ask me anythin' ? " 
inquired Sam, taking up his hat, and looking round most 
deliberately. 

"Not I, Mr. Weller, thank you," said Serjeant Snubbin, 
laughing. 

" You may go down, sir," said Serjeant Buzfuz, waving his 
hand impatiently. Sam went down accordingly, after doing 
Messrs. Dodson and Fogg's case as much harm as he conveniently 
could, and saying just as little respecting Mr. Pickwick as 
might be, which was precisely the object he had had in view all 
along. 

" I have no objection to admit, ray Lord," said Serjeant 
Snubbin, " if it will save the examination of another witness, 
that Mr. Pickwick has retired from business, and is a gentleman 
of considerable independent property." 

" Very well," said Serjeant Buzfuz, putting in the two letters 
to be read. " Then that's my case, my Lord." 

Serjeant Snubbin then addressed the jury on behalf of the 
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[ant ; and a very long and a very emphatic address he 
red, in which he bestowed the highest possible euloginms 
3 conduct and character of Mr. Pickwick ; but inasmuch 

readers are far better able to form a correct estimate of 
i^ntleman's merits and deserts than Serjeant Snubbin 
possibly be, we do not feel called upon to enter at any 

into the learned gentleman's observations. He attempted 
)W that the letters which had been exhibited merely 
I to Mr. Pickwick's dinner, or to the preparations for 
ng him in his apartments on his return from some country 
ion. It is sufficient to add, in general terms, that he did 
at he could for Mr. Pickwick ; and the best, as everybody 
, on the infallible authority of the old sidage, could do no 

Justice Stareleigh summed up, in the old-established and 
ipproved form. He read as much of his notes to the jury 
x>uld decipher on so short a notice, and made running 
mta on the evidence as he went along. If Mrs. Bardell 
ight, it was perfectly clear Mr. Pickwick was wrong, and, 

thought the evidence of Mrs. Cluppins worthy of credence, 
rould believe it, and, if they did n't, why, they would n't. 
y were satisfied that a breach of promise of marriage had 
x)mmitted, they would find for the plaintiff, with such 
es as they thought proper ; and if, on the other hand, it 
ed to them that no promise of marriage had ever been 
they would find for the defendant, with no damages at all. 
iry then retired to their private room to talk the matter 
and the judge retired to his private room, to refresh 
f with a mutton chop and a glass of sherry, 
anxious quarter of an hour elapsed ; the jury came back ; 
le judge was fetched in. Mr. Pickwick put on his speo- 

and gazed at the foreman with an agitated countenance 

quickly beating heart. 

entlemen," said the individual in black, "are you all 

upon your verdict ? " 
^e are," replied the foreman. 

you find for the plaintiff, gentlemen, or for the 
ant ? " 

3T the plaintiff." 

^ith what damages, gentlemen ? " 
jven hundred and fifty pounds." 
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Mr. Pickwick took off his spectacles^ carefully wiped 
glasses, folded them into their case, and put them in his pock^^; 
and then, having drawn on his gloves with great nicety, aMzsd 
stared at the foreman all the while, he mechanically follow ^mI 
Mr. Perker and the hlue hag out of court. 

They stopped in a side room while Perker paid the court feos ; 
and here Mr. Pickwick was joined hy his friends. Here, Ujo, 
he encountered Messrs. Dodson and Fogg, ruhhing their hands 
with every token of outward satisfaction. 

" Well, gentlemen," said Mr. Pickwick. 

" Well, sir," said Dodson, for self and partner. 

" You imagine you '11 get your costs, don't you, gentlemen ? " 
said Mr. Pickwick. 

Fogg said they thought it rather prohahle. Dodson smiled, 
and said they 'd try. 

^' You may try, and try, and try again, Messrs. Dodson and 
Fogg," said Mr. Pickwick vehemently, " but not one farthing 
of costs or damages do you ever get from me, if I spend the rest 
of my existence in a debtor's prison." 

" Ha, ha ! " laughed Dodson. " You 'U think better of that 
before next term, Mr. Pickwick." 

" He, he, he ! we '11 soon see about that, Mr. Pickwick," 
grinned Fogg. 

Speechless with indignation, Mr. Pickwick allowed himself to 
be led by his solicitor and friends to the door, and there assisted 
into a hackney-coach, which had been fetched for the purpose 
by the ever-watchful Sam Weller. 

Sam had put up the steps, and was preparing to jump upon 
the box, when he felt himself gently touched on the shoulder ; 
and, looking round, his father stood before him. The old 
gentleman's countenance wore a mournful expression, as he 
shook his head gravely, and said, in warning accents, — 

" I know'd what 'ud come o' this here mode o' doin' bi8'nes& 
Oh, Sammy, Sammy, vy wom't there a alley hi ! " 
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CHAPTER XXXV 

I MB. PICKWICK THINKS HE HAD BETTER GO TO BATH: 
AND GOES ACCORDINGLY. 

surely, my dear sir," said little Perker, as lie stood in 

cwick's apartment on the morning after the trial, 

you donH really mean — really and seriously now — 

ation apart — that you won't pay these costs and 

one halfpenny," said Mr. Pickwick firmly ; " not one 

f." 

roar for the principle, as the money-lender said ven he 
renew the bill," observed Mr. Weller, who was clearing 
breakfast things. 

" said Mr. Pickwick, " have the goodness to step down 

nly, sir," replied Mr. Weller ; and acting on Mr. 
's gentle hint, Sam retired. 

Perker," said Mr. Pickwick, with great seriousness of 
' my friends here have endeavoured to dissuade me from 
rmination, but without avail. I shall employ myself 
until the opposite party have the power of issuing 
irocess of execution against me ; and if they are vile 
) avail themselves of it and to arrest my person, I shall 
jelf up with perfect cheerfulness and content of heart, 
a they do this ? " 

r can issue execution, my dear sir, for the amount of 
ges and taxed costs, next term," replied Perker, " just 
hs hence, my dear sir." 

good," said Mr. Pickwick. "Until that time, my 
w, let me hear no more of the matter. And now," 
[ Mr. Pickwick, looking round on his friends with a 
LOured smile, and a sparkle in the eye which no spectacles 
1 or conceal, " the only question is, where shall we go 
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Ml. Tupman and Mr. Snodgrass were too much affected by 
their friend's heroism to offer any reply. Mr. Winkle had not 
yet sufficiently recovered the recollection of his evidence at the 
trial to make any oheervation on any subject, so Mr. Pickwick 
paused in vain. 

'^ Well," said that gentleman, '^ if you leave me to suggest our 
destination, I say Bath. I think none of us have ever been 
there." 

Nobody had ; and as the proposition was warmly seconded 
by Perker, who considered it extremely probable that if Mr. 
Pickwick »w a little change and gaiety he would be inclined to 
think better of his determination, and worse of a debtor's pnaoo, 
it was carried unanimously : and Sam was at once despatched to 
the White Horse Cellar, to take five places by the half-past seven 
o'clock coach, next morning. 

There were just two places to be had inside, and just three to 
be had out; so Sam Weller booked for them all, and having 
exchanged a few compliments with the booking-office clerk on 
the subject of a pewter half-crown which was tendered him as a 
portion of his " change," walked back to the Greorge and Vulture, 
where he was pretty busily employed until bedtime in reducing 
clothes and linen into the smallest possible compass, and exerting 
his mechanical genius in constructing a variety of ingenious 
devices for keeping the lids on boxes which had neither locks 
nor hinges. 

The next was a very unpropitious morning for a journey — 
mugg}', damp, and drizzly. The horses in the stages that were 
going out, and had come through the city, were smoking so that 
the outside j>assengers were invisible. The newspaper-sellers 
looked moist, and smelt mouldy ; the wet ran off the hats of the 
orange- vendors as they thrust their heads into the coach windows, 
and diluted the insides in a refreshing manner. The Jews wiUi 
the tifty-bladed penknives shut them up in despair; the men 
with the jxx'ket-books made pocket-books of them. Watch- 
guards and toasting-forks were alike at a discount, and pencil- 
cases and sponge were a drug in the market. 

Leaving Sam Weller to rescue the luggage from the seven or 
eight porters who flung themselves savagely upon it the moment 
the coach stopped, and finding that they were about twenty 
minutes too earlv, Mr. Pickwick and his friends went for 
shelter into the traveUers' room — the last resource of human 
dejection. 
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The travellers' room at the White Horse Cellar is of course 
anoomfortahle ; it would be no travellers' room if it were not 
It is the right-hand parlour, into which an aspiring kitchen 
fireplace appears to have walked, accompanied by a rebellious 
poker^ tongs, and shoveL It is di\'ided into boxes for the 
solitary confinement of travellers, and is furnished with a dock, 
a looking-glass, and a live waiter : which latter article is kept 
in a small kennel for washing glasses, in the comer of the 
apartment. 

One of these boxes was occupied^ on this particular occasion, 
by a stem-eyed man of about five-and-forty, who had*a bald and 
glofisy forehead, with a good deal of black hair at the sides and 
back of his head, and large black whiskers. He was buttoned 
up to the chin in a brown coat, and had a large seal-skin 
travelling cap, and a great coat and cloak, lying on the seat 
beaide him. He looked up from his breakfast, as Mr. Pickwick 
entered, with a fierce and peremptory air, which was very digni- 
fied ; and, having scrutinised that gentleman and his companions 
to his entire satisfaction, hiunmed a tune, in a manner which 
seemed to say that he rather suspected somebody wanted to take 
advantage of him, but it would n't do. 

** Waiter," said the gentleman with the whiskers. 

" Sir ? " replied a man with a dirty complexion, and a towel 
of the same, emerging from the kennel before mentioned. 

" Some more toast." 

" Yes, sir." 

" Buttered toast, mind," said the gentleman fiercely. 

**D'rectly, sir," replied the waiter. 

The gentleman with the whiskers hummed a tune in the 
same manner as before, and, pending the arrival of the toast, 
advanced to the front of the fire, and, taking his coat tails 
under his arms, looked at his boots, and ruminated. 

" I wonder whereabouts in Bath this coach puts up," said 
Mr. Pickwick, mildly addressing Mr. Winkle. 

" Hum — eh — what 's that ? " said the strange man. 

" I made an observation to my friend, sir," replied Mr. 
Pickwick, always ready to enter into conversation. " I 
wondered at what house the Bath coach put up. Perhaps you 
can inform me." 

" Are you going to Bath ? " said the strange man. 

" I am, sir," replied Mr. Pickwick. 
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" And those other gentlemen ? " 

" They are going also," said Mr. Pickwick. 

" Not inside — I '11 be damned if you 're going inside," said 
the strange man. 

" Not all of us," said Mr. Pickwick. 

" No, not all of you," said the strange man emphatically. 
" I 've taken two places. If they try to squeeze six people 
into an infernal box that only holds four, I 'U take a post-chsdse 
and bring an action. I 've paid my fare. It won't do ; I told 
the clerk when I took my places that it would n't do. I know 
these things have been done. I know they are done every day ; 
but / never was done, and I never will be. Those who know 
me best, best know it ; crush me ! " Here the fierce gentleman 
rang the bell with great violence, and told the waiter he 'd 
better bring the toast in five seconds, or he 'd know the reason 
why. 

" My good sir," said Mr. Pickwick, " you will allow me to 
observe that this is a very unnecessary display of excitement. 
I have only taken places inside for two." 

" I am glad to hear it," said the fierce man. " I withdraw 
my expressions. I tender an apology. There's my card. 
Give me your acquaintance." 

" With great pleasure, sir," replied Mr. Pickwick. " We 
are to be fellow-travellers, and I hope we shall find each others 
society mutually agreeable." 

" I hope we shall," said the fierce gentleman. " I know we 
shall. I like your looks ; they please me. Gentlemen, your 
hands and names. Know me." 

Of course, an interchange of friendly salutations followed this 
gracious speech ; and the fierce gentleman immediately proceeded 
to inform the friends, in the same short, abrupt, jerking sen- 
tences, that his name was Dowler ; that he was going to Bath 
on pleasure ; that he was formerly in the army ; that he had 
now set up in business as a gentleman ; that he lived upon the 
profits ; and that the individual for whom the second place was 
taken was a personage no less illustrious than Mrs. Dowler, his 
lady wife. 

" She 's a fine woman," said Mr. Dowler. " I am proud of 
her. I have reason." 

** I hope I shall have the pleasure of judging ? " said Mr. 
Pickwick, >vith a smile. 
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" You shall/' replied Dowler. " She shall know you. She 
shall esteem you. I courted her under singular circumstances. 
I won her through a rash vow. Thus, I saw her ; I loved her ; 
I proposed ; she refused me. — * You love another ? ' — ' Spare 
my hlushes.' — * I know him.' — * You do.' — * Very good ; if 
he remains here, I '11 skin him.' " 

" Lord hless me ! " exclaimed Mr. Pickwick involuntarily. 

" Did you skin the gentleman, sir ? " inquired Mr. Winkle, 
with a very pale face. 

'^ I wrote him a note. I said it was a painful thing. And 

00 it was." 

"Certainly," interposed Mr. Winkle. 

" I said I had pledged my word as a gentleman to skin him. 
My character was at stake. I had no alternative. As an officer 
in His Majesty's service, I was bound to skin him. I regretted 
the necessity, but it must be done. He was open to conviction. 
He saw that the rules of the service were imperative. He fled. 

1 married her. Here 's the coach. That 's her head." 

As Mr. Dowler concluded, he pointed to a stage which had 
just driven up, from the open window of which a rather pretty 
face in a bright blue bonnet was looking among the crowd on 
the pavement ; most probably for the rash man himself. Mr. 
Dowler paid his bill and hurried out with his travelling-cap, 
coat, and cloak ; and Mr. Pickwick and his friends followed to 
secure their places. 

Mr. Tupman and Mr. Snodgrass had seated themselves at the 
back part of the coach ; Mr. Winkle had got inside ; and Mr. 
Pickwick was preparing to follow him, when Sam Weller came 
up to his master, and, whispering in his ear, begged to speak to 
him, with an air of the deepest mystery. 

" Well, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick, " what 's the matter now ? " 

** Here 's rayther a rum go, sir," replied Sam. 

" What ? " inquired Mr. Pickwick. 

*' Tlus here, sir," rejoined Sam. " I 'm wery much afeerd, 
sir, that the properiator o' this here coach is a playin' some 
imperence vith us." 

"How is that, Sam?" said Mr. Pickwick; "aren't the 
names down on the way-bill ? " 

" The names is not only down on the vay-bill, sir," replied 
Sam, " but they 've painted vun on 'em up, on the door o' the 
coach." As Sam spoke, he pointed to that part of the coach-door 
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on which the proprietor's name usually appears ; and there, sure 
enough, in gilt letters of a goodly size, was the magic name of 
Pickwick ! 

" Dear me," exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, quite staggered hy the 
coincidence ; " what a very extraordinary thing ! " 

'^Yes, hut that ain't all," said Sam, again directing his 
master's attention to the coach-door ; " not content vith writin' 
up Pickwick, they puts * Moses ' afore it, vich I call addin' 
insult to injury, as the parrot said ven they not only took him 
from his native land, hut made him talk the English langwidge 
arterwards." 

" It 's odd enough certainly, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick ; " but 
if we stand talking here, we shall lose our places." 

" Wot, ain't nothin' to be done in consequence, sir ? " 
exclaimed Sam, perfectly aghast at the coolness with which Mr. 
Pickwick prepared to ensconce himself inside. 

" Done ! " said Mr. Pickwick. " What should be done ? " 

" Ain't nobody to be whopped for takin' this here liberty, 
sir ? " said Mr. Weller, who had expected that at least he 
would have been commissioned to challenge the guard and 
coachman to a pugilistic encounter on the spot. 

*' Certainly not," replied Mr. Pickwick eagerly ; " not on any 
account. Jump up to your seat directly." 

^* I 'm wery much afeerd," muttered Sam to himself, as he 
turned away, " that somethin' queer 's come over the governor, 
or he 'd never ha' stood this so quiet. I hope that 'ere trial 
has n't broke his spirit, but it looks bad — wery bad." Mr. 
Weller shook his head gravely ; and it is worthy of remark, ss 
an illustration of the manner in which he took this circumstance 
to heart, that he did not speak another word until the coach 
reached the Kensington turnpike ; which was so long a time for 
him to remain taciturn that the fact may be considered wholly 
unprecedented. 

Nothing worthy of special mention occurred during the 
journey. Mr. Dowler related a variety of anecdotes, all 
illustrative of his own personal prowess and desperation, and 
appealed to Mrs. Dowler in corroboration thereof ; when Mrs. 
Dowler invariably brought in, in the form of an appendix, some 
remarkable fact or circumstance which Mr. Dowler had forgot- 
ten, or had perhaps through modesty omitted : for the addenda 
in every instance went to show that Mr. Dowler was even a 
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moie wonderful fellow than he made himself out to he. 
Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Winkle listened with great admiration, 
and at intervals conversed with Mrs. Dowler, who was a very 
agreeable and fascinating person. So what between Mr. Dow- 
ler's stories, and Mrs. Dowler's charms, and Mr. Pickwick's 
good-hmnotur, and Mr. Winkle's good listening, the insides 
contrived to be very companionable all the way. 

The outsides did as outsides always do. They were very 
cheerful and talkative at the beginning of every stage, and very 
dismal and sleepy in the middle, and very bright and wakeful 
again towards the end. There was one young gentleman in an 
India-rubber cloak, who smoked cigars all day ; and there was 
another young gentleman in a parody upon a great coat, who 
lighted a good many, and, feeling obviously unsettled after the 
second whiff, threw them away when he thought nobody was 
looking at him. There was a third young man on the box who 
wished to be learned in cattle ; and an old one behind, who was 
familiar with farming. There was a constant succession of 
Christian names in smock frocks and white coats, who were 
invited to have a " lift " by the guard, and who knew every 
horse and hostler on the road and off it ; and there was a dinner 
which would have been cheap at half a crown a mouth, if any 
moderate number of mouths could have eaten it in the time. 
And at seven o'clock p. m., Mr. Pickwick and his friends, and 
Mr. Dowler and his wife, respectively retired to their private 
sitting-rooms at the White Hart Hotel, opposite the Great Pump 
Boom, Bath, where the waiters, from their costume, might be 
mistaken for Westminster boys, only they destroy the illusion by 
behaving themselves so much better. 

Breakfast had scarcely been cleared away on the succeeding 
morning, when a waiter brought in Mr. Dowler* s card, with a 
request to be allowed permission to introduce a friend. Mr. 
Dowler at once followed up the delivery of the card by bringing 
himself and the friend also. 

The friend was a charming yoimg man of not much more than 
fifty, dressed in a very bright blue coat with resplendent buttons, 
black trousers, and the thinnest possible pair of highly polished 
boots. A gold eye-glass was suspended from his neck by a short, 
broad black riband ; a gold snuff-box was lightly clasped in his 
left hand ; gold rings innumerable glittered on his fingers ; and 
a large diamond pin set in gold glistened in his shirt frill. He 
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had a gold watch, and a gold curb-chain with large gold seals ; 
and he carried a pliant ebony cane with a heavy gold top. His 
linen was of the very whitest, finest, and stiffest ; his wig of the 
glossiest, blackest, and curliest. His snuff was princes' mixture ; 
his scent boicquet du roi. His features were contracted into a 
perpetual smile ; and his teeth were in such perfect order that it 
was difficult at a small distance to tell the real ones from the false. 

" Mr. Pickwick," said Dowler ; " my friend, Angelo Cyrus 
Bantam, Esquire, M. C. Bantam, Mr. Pickwick. Know each 
other." 

"Welcome to Ba — ath, sir. This is indeed an acquisition. 
Most welcome to Ba — ath, sir. It is long — very long, Mr. 
Pickwick, since you drank the waters. It appears an age, Mr. 
Pickwick. Re — ^markable ! " 

Such were the expressions with which Angelo Cyrus Bantam, 
Esquire, M. C, took Mr. Pickwick's hand ; retaining it in his, 
meantime, and shrugging up his shoulders tvith a constant 
succession of bows, as if he really could not make up his mind 
to the trial of letting it go again. 

"It is a very long time since I drank the waters, certainly," 
replied Mr. Pickwick ; " for to the best of my knowledge, I was 
never here before." 

" Never in Ba — ath, Mr. Pickwick ! " exclaimed the Grand 
Master, letting the hand fall in astonishment. " Never in 
Ba — ^ath ! He, he ! Mr. Pickwick, you are a wag. Not bad, 
not bad. Good, good. He ! he ! he ! Re — markable ! " 

"To my shame I must say that I am perfectly serious," 
rejoined Mr. Pickwick. " I really never was here before." 

" Oh, I see," exclaimed the Grand Master, looking extremely 
pleased ; " yes, yes — good, good — better and better. You are 
the gentleman of whom we have heard. Yes, we know you, 
Mr. Pickwick ; we know you." 

" The reports of the trial in those confounded papers," thought 
Mr. Pickwick. " They have heard all about me." 

" You are the gentleman residing on Clapham Green," resumed 
Bantam, " who lost the use of his limbs from imprudently taking 
cold after port wine — who could not be moved in consequence 
of acute suffering, and who had the water from the King's Bath 
bottled at one hundred and three degrees, and sent by wagon 
to his bedroom in town, where he bathed, sneezed, and same 
day recovered. Very remarkable ! " 
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Mr. Pickwick acknowledged the compliment which the 
supposition implied, hut had the self-denial to repudiate it, 
notwithstanding; and taking advantage of a moment's silence 
on the part of the M. C, hegged to introduce his friends, Mr. 
Tupman, Mr. Winkle, and Mr. Snodgrass — an introduction 
which of course overwhelmed the M. C. with delight and 
honour. 

" Bantam,'' said Mr. Dowler, " Mr. Pickwick and his friends 
are strangers. They must put their names down. Where's 
the hook ? " 

" The r^;ister of the distinguished visiters in Ba — ath will 
be at the Pump Room this morning at two o'clock," replied 
the M. C. "Will you guide our friends to that splendid 
building, and enable me to procure their autographs ? " 

" I will," rejoined Dowler. " This is a long call. It 's time 
to go ; I shall be here again in an hour. Come." 

"This is a ball-night," said the M. C, again taking Mr. 
Pickwick's hand, as he rose to go. " The ball-nights in 
Ba — ath are moments snatched from Paradise ; rendered be- 
witching by music, beauty, elegance, fashion, etiquette, and — 
and — above all, by the absence of tradespeople, who are quite 
inconsistent with Paradise, and who have an amalgamation of 
themselves at the Guildhall every fortnight, which is, to say 
the least, remarkable. Grood-bye, good-bye ! " and protesting 
all the way down stairs that he was most satisfied, and most 
delighted, and most overpowered, and most flattered, Angelo 
Cyrus Bantam, Esquire, M. C, stepped into a very elegant 
chariot that waited at the door, and rattled off. 

At the appointed hour, Mr. Pickwick and his friends, escorted 
by Dowler, repaired to the Assembly Rooms, and wrote their 
names down in the book — an instance of condescension at 
which Angelo Bantam was even more overpowered than before. 
Tickets of admission to that evening's assembly were to have 
been prepared for the whole party, but, as they were not ready, 
Mr. Pickwick undertook, despite all the protestations to the 
contrary of Angelo Bantam, to send Sam for them at four 
o'clock in the afternoon, to the M. C.'s house in Queen Square. 
Having taken a short walk through the city, and arrived at the 
unanimous conclusion that Park Street was very much like the 
perpendicular streets a man sees in a dream, which he cannot 
get up for the life of him, they returned to the White Hart, 
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and despatched Sam on the errand to which his master had 
pledged him. 

Sam Weller put on his hat in a very easy and graceful 
manner, and thrusting his hands in his waistcoat pockets, 
walked with great deliheration to Queen Square, whistling, as 
he went along, several of the most popular adrs of the day, as 
arranged with entirely new movements for that nohle instrument, 
the organ, either mouth or barrel. Arriving at the number 
in Queen Square to which he had been directed, he left off 
whistling, and gave a cheerful knock, which was instantaneously 
answered by a powdered-headed footman in gorgeous livery, and 
of symmetrical stature. 

" Is this here Mr. Bantam's, old feller ? " inquired Sam 
Weller, nothing abashed by the blaze of splendour which burst 
upon his sight, in the person of the powdered-headed footman 
with the gorgeous livery. 

" Why, young man ? " was the haughty inquiry of the 
powdered-headed footman. 

" 'Cos if it is, jist you step into him with that 'ere card, and 
say Mr. Veller 's a waitin', will you ? " said Sam. And saying 
it, he very coolly walked into the hall, and sat down. 

The powdered-headed footman slammed the door very hard, 
and scowled very grandly ; but both the slam and the scowl 
were lost upon Sam, who was regarding a mahogany umbrella- 
stand with every outward token of critical approval. 

Apparently, his master's reception of the card had impressed 
the powdered-headed footman in Sam's favour, for when he 
came back from delivering it, he smiled in a friendly manner, 
and said that the answer would be ready directly. 

" Wery good," said Sam. " Tell the old gen'lm'n not to 
put himself in a persperation. No hurry, six-foot. I 've had 
my dinner." 

" You dine early, sir," said the powdered-headed footman. 

" I find I gets on better at supper when I does," replied Sam. 

" Have you been long in Bath, sir ? " inquired the powdered- 
headed footman. ** I have not had the pleasure of hearing of 
you before." 

" I have n't created any wery surprisin' sensation here as 
yet," rejoined Sam, " for me and the other fash'nables only 
come last night." 

" Nice place, sir," said the powdered-headed footman. 
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'* Seems so," obeerved Sam. 

^' Pleasant society, sir," remarked the powdered-headed foot- 
man. '* Very agreeable servants, sir." 

** I should think they wos," replied Sam. " Affable, unaf- 
fected, say-nothin'-to-nobody sort o' fellers." 

** Oh, very much so, indeed, sir," said the powdered-headed 
footman, taking Sam's remark as a high compliment. '^ Very 
much so, indeed. Do you do anything in this way, sir?" 
inquired the tall footman, producing a small snuff-box with a 
fox's head on the top of it. 

** Not without sneezing," replied Sam. 

"Why, it is difficult, sir, I confess," said the tall footman. 
"It may be done by degrees, sir. Coffee is the best practice. 
I carried coffee, sir, for a long time. It looks very like rappee. 



sir." 



Here, a sharp peal at the bell reduced the powdered-headed 
footman to the ignominious necessity of putting the fox's head 
in his pocket, and hastening with a humble countenance to Mr. 
Bantam's " study." By the bye, who ever knew a man who 
never read or wrote either, who had n't got some small back 
parlour which he would call a study ! 

** There is the answer, sir," said the powdered-headed foot- 
man. " I am afraid you '11 find it inconveniently large." 

" Don't mention it," said Sam, taking a letter with a small 
enclosure. ^^ It 's just possible as exhausted natur may manage 
to surwive it." 

** I hope we shall meet again, sir," said the powdered-headed 
footman, rubbing his hands, and following Sam out to the 
door-step. 

" You are wery obligin', sir," replied Sam. " Now, don't 
allow yourself to be fatigued beyond your powers ; there 's a 
amiable bein'. Consider what you owe to society, and don't 
let yourself be injured by too much work. For the sake o' 
your feller creeturs, keep yourself as quiet as you can ; only 
think what a loss you would be ! " With these pathetic words, 
Sam Weller departed. 

" A very singular young man, that," said the powdered-headed 
footman, looking after Mr. Weller, with a countenance which 
clearly showed he could make nothing of him. 

Sam said nothing at all. He winked, shook his head, smiled, 
winked again ; and with an expression of countenance which 

VOL. II. 
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seemed to denote that he was greatly amused with something or 
other, walked merrily away. 

At precisely twenty minutes hefore eight o'clock that night, 
Angelo Cyrus Bantam, Esquire, the Master of the Ceremonies, 
emerged from his chariot at the door of the Assembly Booms in 
the same wig, the same teeth, the same eye-glass, the same watch 
and seals, the same rings, the same shirt-pin, and the same cane. 
The only observable alterations in his appearance were that he 
wore a brighter blue coat, with a white silk lining ; black tights, 
black silk stockings, and pumps, and a white waistcoat; and 
was, if possible, just a thought more scented. 

Thus attired, the Master of the Ceremonies, in strict dischaige 
of the important duties of his all-important office, planted him- 
self in the rooms to receive the company. 

Bath being full, the company, and the sixpences for tea, 
poured in, in shoals. In the ball-room, the long card-room, the 
octagonal card-room, the stair-cases, and the passages, the hum 
of many voices and the sound of many feet were perfectly 
bewildering. Dresses rustled, feathers waved, lights shone, and 
jewels sparkled. There was the music — not of the quadrille 
band, for it had not yet commenced ; but the music of soft, tiny 
footsteps, with now and then a clear, merry laugh — low and 
gentle, but very pleasant to hear in a female voice, whether in 
Bath or elsewhere. Brilliant eyes, lighted up >vith pleasurable 
expectation, gleamed from every side ; and look where you 
would, some exquisite form glided gracefully through the throng, 
and was no sooner lost than it was replaced by another, as 
dainty and bewitching. 

In the tea-room, and hovering round the card- tables, were a 
vast number of queer old ladies and decrepit old gentlemen, 
discussing all tlie small talk and scandal of the day, with an 
evident relish and gusto which sufficiently bespoke the intensity 
of the pleasure they derived from the occupation. Mingled 
with these groups, were three or four matchmaking mammas^ 
appearing to be wholly absorl)ed by the conversation in which 
they were taking part, but failing not, from time to time, to 
cast an anxious, sidelong glance upon their daughters, who. 
remembering the maternal injunction to make the best use of 
their youth, had already commenced incipient flirtations in the 
mislaying of scarves, putting on gloves, setting do>vn cups, and 
so forth ; slight matters apparently, but which may be turned 
to surprisingly good account by expert practitioners. 
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T^mngmg Hear the doors, and in remote comers, were various 
knots of silly young men, displaying various varieties of 
pappyism and stupidity ; amusing all sensible people near them 
with iheir folly and conceit ; and happily thinking themselves 
the oljectB of general admiration — a wise and merciful dispen- 
Mftum, which no good man will quarrel with. 

And lastly, seated on some of the hack benches, where they 
had already taken up their positions for the evening, were divers 
mimarried ladies past their grand climacteric, who, not dancing 
because there were no partners for them, and not playing cards 
lest they should be set down as irretrievably single, were in the 
favoorahle situation of being able to abuse eveiybody without 
refleGtang on themselves. In short, they could abuse everybody 
because eveiybody was there. It was a scene of gaiety, glitter, 
ud show ; of riddy dressed people, handsome mirrors, chalked 
lloon, girandoles, and wax candles; and in all parts of the 
wene, gliding from spot to spot in silent softness, bowing obse- 
quiously to this party, nodding familiarly to that, and smiling 
complacently on all, was the sprucely attired person of Angelo 
Cyras Bantam, Esquire, the Master of the Ceremonies. 

"Stop in the tea-room. Take your sixpenn'orth. They lay 
on hot water and call it tea. Drink it," said Mr. Dowler, in a 
loud voice, directing Mr. Pickwick, who advanced at the head 
of the little party, with Mrs. Dowler on his arm. Into the 
tenrroom Mr. Pickwick turned ; and catcliing sight of him, Mr. 
Bantam corkscrewed his way through the crowd, and welcomed 
him with ecstasy. 

" My dear sir, I am highly honoured. Ba — ath is favoured. 
Mrs. Dowler, you embellish the rooms. I congratulate you on 
jour feathers. Re — markable ! " 
" Anybody here ? " inquired Dowler suspiciously. 
" Anybody ! The Sltte of Ba — ath. Mr. Pickwick, do you 
«ee the lady in the gauze turban ? " 
" The fat old lady ? " inquired Mr. Pickwick innocently. 
" Hush, my dear sir — nobody 's fat or old in Ba— ath. 
That 's the Dowager Lady Snuphanuph." 
" Is it, indeed ? " said Mr. Pickwick. 

"No less a person, I assure you," said the Master of the 
Ceremonies. " Hush. Draw a little nearer, Mr. Pickwick. You 
>ee the splendidly dressed young man coming this way ? '' 

"The one with the long hair and the particularly small 
forehead ? " inquired Mr. Pickwick. 
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''The same. The richest young man in Ba — ath at this 
moment. Young Lord Mutanhed." 

" You don't say so ? " said Mr. Pickwick. 

" Yes. You '11 hear his voice in a moment, Mr. Pickwick. 
He'll speak to me. The other gentleman with him, in the 
red under-waistcoat and dark moustache, is the Honourable Mr. 
Crushton, his bosom friend. How do you do, my lord ? " 

" Veway hot, Bantam," said his lordship. 

" It is very warm, my lord," replied the M. C. 

" Confounded," assented the Honourable ^Ir. Crushton. 

" Have you seen his lordship's mail cart, Bantam ? " inquired 
the Honourable Mr. Crushton, after a short pause, during which 
young Lord Mutanhed had been endeavouring to stare 'Mr. Pick- 
wick out of countenance, and Mr. Crushton had been reflecting 
what subject his lordship could talk about best. 

" Dear me, no," replied the M. C. " A mail cart ! What an 
excellent idea ! Re — markable ! " 

" Gwacious heavens ! " said his lordship ; " I thought evewe- 
body had seen the new mail cart ; it 's the neatest, pwettiest, 
gwacefidlest thing that ever wan upon wheels — painted wed, 
with a cweam piebald." 

" With a real box for the letters, and all complete," said the 
Honourable Mr. Crushton. 

*^And a little seat in fwont, with an iwon wail, for the 
dwiver," added his lordship. " I dwove it over to Bwistol 
the other morning, in a cwimson coat, with two servants widing 
a quarter of a mile behind ; and confound me if the people 
did n't wush out of their cottages, and a west my pwogwess, to 
know if I was n't the post. Glowious, glowious ! " 

At this anecdote his lordship laughed very heartily, as did 
the listeners, of course ; then, drawing his arm through that of 
the obsequious Mr. Crushton, Lord Mutanhed walked away. 

** Delightful young man, his lordship," said the blaster of 
the Ceremonies, 

** So I should think,'- rejoined ^Ir. Pickwick drily. 

The dancing having commenced, the necessary introductions 
ha^'ing lieen made, and all preliminaries arranged, Angelo Ban- 
tam rejoined Mr. Pickwick, and led him into the cartl-room. 

Just at the very moment of their entrance the Dowager Lady 
Snuphanuph and two other ladies of an ancient and whist-like 
appearance were hovering over an imoccupied card-table ; and 
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to consider which was the right one. Lady Snnphanuph would 
throw herself hack in her chair, and smile with a mingled glance 
of impatience and pity to Mrs. Colonel Wngshy : at which Mrs. 
Colonel Wugshy would shrug up her shouldersy and cough, as 
much as to say she wondered whether he ever would b^^ 
Then, at the end of every hand, Miss Bolo would inquire, with 
a dismal coxmtenance and reproachful sigh, why Mr. Pickwick 
had not returned that diamond, or led the club, or roughed the 
spade, or finessed the heart, or 1^ through the honour, or brought 
out the ace, or played up to the king, or some such thing ; and 
in reply to all these grave charges, Mr. Pickwick would be 
wholly unable to plead any justification whatever ; having by 
this time forgotten all about the game. People came and looked 
on, too, which made Mr. Pickwick nervous. Besides all this, 
there was a great deal of distracting conversation near the 
table, between Angelo Bantam and the two Miss Matinters, who, 
being single and singular, paid great court to the Master of the 
Ceremonies, in the hope of getting a stray partner now and then. 
All these things, combined with the noises and interruptions of 
constant comings in and goings out, made Mr. Pickwick play 
rather badly ; the cards were against him, also ; and when they 
left ofif at ten minutes past eleven, Miss Bolo rose from the 
table considerably agitated, and went straight home, in a flood of 
tears, and a sedan-chair. 

Being joined by his friends, who one and all protested that 
they had scarcely ever spent a more pleasant evening, Mr. 
Pickwick accompanied them to the White Hart, and, having 
soothed his feelings with something hot, went to bed, and to 
sleep almost simultaneously. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI 

THE CHIEF FEATURES OF WHICH WILL BE FOUXD TO BE AK 
AUTHENTIC VERSION OF THE LEOEND OF PRINCE BLADUD, AND 
A MOST EXTRAORDINARY CALAMITY THAT BEFELL MR. WINKLE. 

As Mr. Pickwick contemplated a stay of at least two months 
in Bath, he deemed it advisable to take private lodgings for 
himself and friends for that period; and as a favourable 
opportunity offered for their securing, on moderate terms, the 
upper portion of a house in the Boyal Crescent, which was larger 
than they required, Mr. and Mrs. Dowler offered to relieve them 
of a bedroom and sitting-room. This proposition was at once 
accepted, and in three days' time they were all located in their 
new abode, when Mr. Pickwick began to drink the waters with 
the utmost assiduity. Mr. Pickwick took them systematically. 
He drank a quarter of a pint before breakfast, and then walked 
up a hill ; and another quarter of a pint after breakfast, and then 
walked down a hill ; and after every fresh quarter of a pint, 
Mr. Pickwick declared, in the most solemn and emphatic terms, 
that he felt a great deal better : whereat his friends were very 
much delighted, though they had not been previously aware that 
there was anything the matter with him. 

The great pump-room is a spacious saloon, ornamented with 
Corinthian pillars, and a music gallery, and aTompion clock, 
and a statue of Nash, and a golden inscription, to which all the 
water-drinkers should attend, for it appeals to them in the cause 
of a deserving charity. There is a large bar with a marble vase, 
out of which the pumper gets the water ; and there are a number 
of yellow-looking tumblers, out of which the company get it ; 
and it is a most edifying and satisfactory sight to behold the 
perseverance and gravity with which they swallow it. There 
are baths near at hand, in which a part of the company wash 
themselves ; and a band plays afterwards, to congratulate the 
remainder on their having done so. There is another pump- 
room, into which infirm ladies and gentlemen are wheeled, in 
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.c]i an astonishing variety of chairs and chaises, that any 

1 venturous individual who goes in with the regular number of 

oes is in imminent danger of coming out without them; and 

here is a thini, into which the quiet people go, for it is less 

noisy than either. There is an immensity of promenading, on 

cnitches and off. with sticks and without ; and a great deal of 

conversation, and liveliness, and pleasantry. 

Every mc»niing, the regular water-drinkers, Mr. Pickwick 
among the numlier, met each other in the pump-room, took their 
quarter of a pint, and walked constitutionally. At the afternoon's 
promenade, Loni Mutanheii, and the Honourable Mr. Crushton, 
the Dowager Laily Snuplianuph, Mrs. Colonel Wugsby, and all 
the great ^x^ople, and all the morning water-drinkers, met in 
grand assemblage. After this, they walked out or drove out, or 
were pushed out in bath cliairs, and met one another again. 
After this, the gentlemen went to the reading-rooms and met 
divisions of the mass. After this, they went home. If it were 
theatre night, perhaps they met at the theatre; if it were 
assembly night, they met at the rooms ; and if it were neither, 
they met the next day — a very pleasant routine, with perhaps 
a slight tinge of sameness. 

Mr. Pickwick was sitting up by himself, after a day spent in 
this mannor, making entries in his journal, liis friends having 
retiretl to Ivd, when he was roused by a gentle tap at the room 
door. 

•• Beg your panion. sir," said ^Irs. Craddi"K?k, the landlady, 
peeping in : "but (//// you want anytliing more, sir ? '* 

" Nothing more, ma'am," replied ^Mr. Pickwick. 

" !My young girl is gone to UhI, sir," said Mrs. Craddock, 
•• and ^Ir. Dowler is good enough to say that he '11 sit up for 
^Irs. Dowlor, as the party is n't expected to W over till late : 
so I was thinking that if you wanted notliing more, Mr. Pickwick, 
I would go to bed." 

•* ]>y all means, ma'am," rej>lied ^Ir. Pickwick. 

•• Wi>h vou v:«»<h1 uiirht, .*»ir," s\id ]Mrs. Craddi^k. 

•'(li'od iiii:lit. ma'am." ri'jniufMl Mr. Pickwick. 

Mrs. <'r;n.ldock closed the lioor, and Mr. Pickwick resumed 
his writing. 

In li:ilf an hour's time the entries were concluded. Mr. 
Piikwirk .;irt'fully r.il>K^ii tho la>t page on the blotting-paper. 
shut up the ]K>ok, wijitd his pen on the bottom of the inside of 
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^ coat tail, and opened the drawer of the inkstand to put it 
*^^ully away. There were a couple of sheets of writing-paper, 
pfetty closely written over, in the inkstand drawer, and they 
^ere folded so that the title, which was in a good round hand, 
^as fully disclosed to him. Seeing from this that it was no 
pnvate document, and as it seemed to relate to Bath, and was 
Very short, Mr. Pickwick unfolded it, lighted his bedroom 
candle that it might bum up well by the time he finished, and, 
dawing his chair nearer the fire, read as follows : — 

THE TRUE LEGEND OF PRINCE BLADUD 

^* Less than two hundred years agone, on one of the public 
laths in this city, there appeared an inscription in honour of its 
nighty founder, the renowned Prince Bladud. That inscription 
3 now erased. 

" For many hundred years before that time, there had been 
anded down from age to age an old legend that the illustrious 
*rince being afflicted with leprosy, on his return from reaping 

rich harvest of knowledge in ancient Athens, shunned the 
ourt of his royal father, and consorted moodily with husbandmen 
nd pigs. Among the herd (so said the legend) was a pig of 
rave and solemn countenance, with whom the Prince had a 
allow feeling — for he, too, was wise — a pig of thoughtful and 
Bserved demeanour ; an animal superior to his fellows, whose 
runt was terrible, and whose bite was sharp. The young Prince 
ighed deeply as he looked upon the countenance of the majestic 
wine ; he thought of his royal father, and his eyes were bedewed 
rith tears. 

" This sagacious pig was fond of bathing in rich moist mud. 
Tot in summer, as common pigs do, now, to cool themselves, 
nd did even in those distant ages (which is a proof that the 
ght of civilisation had already begun to dawn, though feebly), 
ut in the cold sharp days of winter. His coat was ever so 
leek, and his complexion so clear, that the Prince resolved to 
ssay the purifying qualities of the same water that his friend 
^sorted to. He made the trial. Beneath that black mud 
ubbled the hot springs of Bath. He washed, and was cured, 
[astening to his father^ s court, he paid his best respects, and, 
^turning quickly hither, founded this city, and its famous baths. 

" He sought the pig with all the ardour of their early 
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that he was very much obliged to his friend and brother for all 
his goodness and magnanimity, and that* his daughter was quite 
leady to be married, whenever Prince Bladud liked to come and 
fetch her. 

''This answer no sooner reached Britain than the whole 
nation were transported with joy. Nothing was heard, on all 
sides, but the soimds of feasting and revelry, — except the 
chinking of money as it was paid in by the people to the 
collector of the Royal Treasures, to defray the expenses of the 
happy ceremony. It was upon this occasion that King Lud, 
seated on the top of his throne in full council, rose, in the 
exuberance of his feelings, and commanded the lord chief justice 
to order in the richest wines and the court minstrels : an act of 
graciousness which has been, through the ignorance of tradition- 
ary historians, attributed to King Cole, in those celebrated lines 
in which his majesty is represented as 

Calling for his pipe, and calling for his pot, 
And calling for his fiddlers three. 

Which is an obvious injustice to the memory of King Lud, and 
^ dishonest exaltation of the virtues of King Cole. 

" But, in the midst of all this festivity and rejoicing, there 
^as one individual present, who tasted not when the sparkling 
wines were poured forth, and who danced not, when the 
minstrels played. This was no other than Prince Bladud 
himself, in honour of whose happiness a whole people were at 
that very moment straining alike their throats and purse- 
strings. The truth was, that the Prince, forgetting the im- 
doubted right of the minister for foreign affairs to fall in love 
on his behalf, had, contrary to every precedent of policy and 
diplomacy, already fallen in love on his own account, and 
privately contracted himself unto the fair daughter of a noble 
Athenian. 

" Here we have a striking example of one of the manifold 
advantages of civilisation and refinement. If the Prince had 
lived in later days, he might at once have married the object of 
his father's choice and then set himself seriously to work to 
relieve himself of the burden which rested heavily upon him. 
He might have endeavoured to break her heart by a systematic 
course of insult and neglect ; or, if the spirit of her sex and a 
proud consciousness of her many wrongs had upheld her under 
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this ill-treatinent, he might have sought to take her life, and so 
get rid of her effectually. But neither mode of relief suggested 
itself to Prince Bladud ; so he solicited a private audience and 
told his father. 

"It is an old prerogative of kings to govern everything but 
their passions. King Lud flew into a frightful rage, tossed his 
crown up to the ceiling, and caught it again — for in those days 
kings kept their crowns on their heads, and not in the Tower 
— stamped the ground, rapped his forehead, wondered why his 
own flesh and blood rebelled against him, and, finally, calling 
in his guards, ordered the Prince away to instant confinement 
in a lofty turret; a coiu'se of treatment which the kings of 
old very generally pursued towards their sons, when their 
matrimonial inclinations did not happen to point to the same 
quarter as their own. 

" When Prince Bladud had been shut up in the lofty turret 
for the greater part of a year, with no better prospect before his 
bodily eyes than a stone wall, or before his mental vision than 
prolonged imprisonment, he naturally began to ruminate on a 
plan of escape, which, after months of preparation, he managed 
to accomplish: considerately leaving his dinner knife in the 
heart of his gaoler, lest the poor fellow (who had a family) 
should be considered privy to his flight, and punished accordingly 
by the infuriated king. 

" The monarch was frantic at the loss of his son. He knew 
not on whom to vent his grief and wrath, until fortunately 
bethinking himself of the Lord Chamberlain who had brought 
him home, he struck off his pension and his head together. 

^* ^lean while, the young Prince, effectually disguised, wan- 
dered on foot through his father's dominions, cheered and 
supported in all his hardships by sweet thoughts of the Athenian 
maid, who was the innocent cause of his weary trials. One day 
he stopped to rest in a country village ; and seeing that there 
were gay dances going forward on the green, and gay faces 
passing to and fro, ventured to inquire of a reveller who stood 
near him, the reason for this rejoicing. 

'' * Know you not, stranger,' was the reply, * of the recent 
proclamation of our gracious king ? ' 

•* ^ Proclamation ! No. What proclamation ? ' rejoined the 
Prince ; for he had travelled along the bye and little-frequenteil 
ways, and knew nothing of what had passed upon the public 
roads, such as they were. 
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replied the peasant, ' the foreign lady that our 
d to wed is married to a foreign nohle of her own 
1 the king proclaims the fact, and a great public 
les ; for now, of course, Prince Bladud will come 
rry the lady his father chose, who they say is as 
the noonday sun. Your health, sir. God save the 

nee remained to hear no more. He fled from the 
mged into the thickest recesses of a neighbouring 
on, he wandered, night and day : beneath the blazing 
le cold, pale moon : through the dry heat of 
he damp cold of night : in the grey light of mom, 
glare of eve. So heedless was he of time or object 
ound for Athens, he wandered as far out of his way 

as no city where Bath stands, then. There was no 
unan habitation, or sign of man's resort, to bear the 
here was the same noble coimtry, the same broad 
ill and dale, the same beautiful channel stealing on, 
le same lofty mountains which, like the troubles of 
at a distance, and partially obscured by the bright 

morning, lose their ruggedness and asperity, and 

and softness. Moved by the gentle beauty of the 
Mnce sank upon the green turf, and bathed his 
in his tears. 

»id the unhappy Bladud, clasping his hands, and 
aising his eyes towards the sky, * would that my 
might end here ; would that these grateful tears 
I now mourn hope misplaced, and love despised, 
1 peace for ever ! ' 
h was heard. It was in the time of the heathen 

used occasionally to take people at their words, 
iptness, in some cases, extremely awkward. The 
led beneath the Prince's feet ; he sunk into the 
instantaneously it closed upon his head for ever, 
his hot tears welled up through the earth, and 
lave continued to gush forth ever since, 
lervable that, to this day, large numbers of elderly 
jntlemen who have been disappointed in procuring 
1 almost as many young ones who are anxious to 

repair, annually, to Bath to drink the waters, from 
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which they derive much strength and comfort. This is most 
complimentary to the virtue of Prince Bladud's tears, and 
strongly corroborative of the veracity of this legend." 

Mr. Pickwick yawned, several times, when he had arrived 
at the end of this little manuscript; carefully refolded and 
replaced it in the inkstand drawer ; and then, with a countenance 
expressive of the utmost weariness, lighted his chamber candle, 
and went up stairs to bed. 

He stopped at Mr. Bowler's door, according to custom, and 
knocked to say good night. 

" Ah ! " said Dowler, " going to bed ? I wish I was. Dismal 
night. Windy, isn't it ? " 

" Very," said Mr. Pickwick. " Grood night" 

" Good night." 

Mr. Pickwick went to his bed-chamber, and Mr. Dowler 
resumed his seat before the fire, in fulfilment of his rash 
promise to sit up till his wife came home. 

There are few things more worrying than sitting up for 
somebody, especially if that somebody be at a party. You cannot 
help thinking how quickly the time passes with them, which 
drags so heavily with you ; and the more you think of this, • 
the more your hopes of their speedy arrival decline. Clocks tick 
so loud, too, when you are sitting up alone, and you seem as if , 
you had an under-garment of cobwebs on. First, something 
tickles your right knee, and then the same sensation irritates 
your left. You have no sooner changed your position than it 
comes again in the arms ; and when you have fidgeted your 
limbs into all sorts of odd shapes, you have a sudden relapse in • 
the nose, which you rub as if to rub it off — as there is no 
doubt you would, if you could. Eyes, too, are mere personal . 
inconveniences ; and the wick of one candle gets an inch and a 
half long, while you are snufiing the other. These, and various 
other little nervous annoyances, render sitting up, for a length 
of time, after everybody else has gone to bed, anything but a 
cheerful amusement. 

This was just Mr. Bowler's opinion, as he sat before the fire, 
and felt honestly indignant with all the inhuman people at the 
party, who were keeping him up. He was not put into better 
humour either, by the reflection that he had taken it into his 
head, early in the evening, to think he had got an ache there, 
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and 8o stopped at home. At length, after several droppings 
asleep, and fallings forward towards the bars, and catchings 
backward soon enough to prevent being branded in the face, Mr. 
Dowler made up his mind that he would throw himself on the 
bed in the back-room and think — not sleep, of course. 

<< I 'm a heavy sleeper," said Mr. Dowler, as he flxmg himself 
on the bed. '' I must keep awake ; I suppose I shall hear a 
knock here. Yes. I thought so. I can hear the watchman. 
There he goes. Fainter now, though. A little fainter. He 's 
taming the comer. Ah 1 " When Mr. Dowler arrived at this 
point, he turned the comer at which he had been long hesitating, 
and fell fast asleep. 

Just as the clock stmck three, there was blown into the 
Crescent a sedan-chair, with Mrs. Dowler inside ; home by one 
short fat chairman, and one long thin one, who had had much 
ado, all the way, to keep their bodies perpendicular, to say 
nothing of the chair; but on that high ground, and in the 
Crescent, which the wind swept round and round as if it were 
going to tear the paving stones up, its fury was tremendous. 
They were very glad to set the chair down, and give a good 
round loud double-knock at the street door. 

They waited some time, but nobody came. 

" Servants is in the arms o' Porpus, I think," said the short 
chairman, warming his hands at the attendant linkboy^s torch. 

" I wish he 'd give 'em a squeeze and wake 'em," observed 
the long one. 

"Knock again, will you, if you please," cried Mrs. Dowler 
from the chair. " Knock two or three times, if you please." 

The short man was quite willing to get the job over, as soon 
as possible ; so he stood on the step, and gave four or five most 
startling double-knocks, of eight or ten knocks apiece : while 
the long man went into the road, and looked up at the windows 
for a light. 

Nobody came. It was all as silent and as dark as ever. 

" Dear me ! " said IMrs. Dowler. " You must knock again, 
if you please." 

" There ain't a bell, is there, ma'am ? " said the short chairman. 

" Yes, there is," interposed the linkboy ; " I 've been a 
tinging at it ever so long." 

" It 's only a handle," said Mrs. Dowler, " the wire 's 
broken." 
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" I wish the servants' heads wos," growled the long man. 

^' I must trouble you to knock again, if you please/' said 
Mrs. Dowler, with the utmost politeness. 

The short man did knock again several times, without 
producing the smallest effect. The tall man, growing very 
impatient, then relieved him, and kept on perpetually knocking 
double-knocks of two loud knocks each, like an insane postman. 

At length Mr. Winkle began to dream that he was at a club, 
and that the members being very refractory, the chairman was 
obliged to hammer the table a good deal to preserve order; 
then, he had a confused notion of an auction room where there 
were no bidders, and the auctioneer was buying everything in ; 
and ultimately he began to think it just within the bounds of 
possibility that somebody might be knocking at the street door. 
To make quite certain, however, he remained quiet in bed for 
ten minutes or so, and listened ; and when he had counted two 
or three and thirty knocks, he felt quite satisfied, and gave 
himself a great deal of credit for being so wakeful. 

" Eap rap — rap rap — rap rap — ra, ra, ra, ra, ra, rap ! " 
went the knocker. 

Mr. Winkle jumped out of bed, wondering very much what 
could possibly be the matter, and hastily putting on his stockings 
and slippers, folded his dressing gown round him, lighted a flat 
candle from the rush-light that was burning in the fireplace, 
and hurried down stairs. 

" Here 's somebody comin' at last, ma'am," said the short 
chairman. 

" I wish I wos behind him vith a bradawl," muttered the 
long one. 

" Who 's there ? " cried Mr. Winkle, undoing the chain. 

" Don't stop to ask questions, cast-iron head," replied the 
long man, with great disgust ; taking it for granted that the 
inquirer was a footman ; " but open the door." 

" Come, look sharp, timber eye-lids," added the other, encour- 
agingly. 

Mr. Winkle, being half asleep, obeyed the command mechan- 
ically, opened the door a little, and peeped out. The first 
thing he saw was the red glare of the link-boy's torch. Star- 
tled by the sudden fear that the house might be on fire, he 
hastily threw the door wide open, and, holding the candle above 
his head, stared eagerly before him, not quite certain whether 
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Craddock. I will ! " And breaking from the shrieking land- 
lady, and from Mr. Pickwick, the indignant husband seized a 
small supper-knife, and tore into the street. 

But Mr. Winkle did n't wait for him. He no sooner heard 
the horrible threat of the valorous Dowler than he bounced out 
of the sedan, quite as quickly as he had bounced in, and, throwing 
off his slippers into the road, took to his heels and tore round 
the Crescent, hotly pursued by Dowler and the watchman. He 
kept ahead ; the door was open as he came roxmd the second 
time ; he rushed in, slammed it in Bowler's face, mounted to 
his bedroom, locked the door, piled a wash-hand-stand, chest of 
drawers, and table against it, and packed up a few necessaries 
ready for flight with the first ray of morning. 

Dowler came up to the outside of the door ; avowed, through 
the key-hole, his stedfast determination of cutting Mr. Winkle's 
throat next day ; and after a great confusion of voices in the 
drawing-room, amidst which that of Mr. Pickwick was distinctly 
heard endeavouring to make peace, the inmates dispersed to their 
several bed-chambers, and all was quiet once more. 

It is not unlikely that the inquiry may be made, where Mr. 
Weller was all this time. We will state where he was, in the 
next chapter. 
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CHAPTER XXXVn 

BOKOUKABLT ACCOUNTS FOR MR. WELLER'S ABSENCE, BT DESCRIB- 
USQ A SOIREE TO WHICH HE WAS INVITED AND WENT: ALSO 
RELATES HOW HE WAS ENTRUSTED BT MR. PICKWICK WITH A 
FRITATB MISSION OF DELICACY AND IMPORTANCE. 

'' Mb. Wbllbb,'' said Mrs. Ciaddock, upon the moming of 
tliis yeiy eventful day, '^ here 's a letter for you.'' 

** Wezy odd, that/' said Sam ; '^ I 'm afeerd there must be 
aomethin' the matter, for I don't recollect any gen'lm'n in my 
ciieie of acquaintance as is capable o' writin' one." 

** Perhaps something uncommon has taken place," observed 
Mrs. Craddock. 

" It must be somethin' wery uncommon, indeed, as could 
perduce a letter out o' any friend o' mine," replied Sam, shaking 
his head dubiously ; *^ nothin' less than a nat'ral conwulsion, as 
the young gen'lm'n observed ven he wos took with fits. It can't 
be from the gov'ner," said Sam, looking at the direction. " He 
always prints, I know, 'cos he learnt writin' from the large 
bills in the bookin' offices. It 's a wery strange thing now, 
where this here letter can ha' come from." 

As Sam said this, he did what a great many people do when 
they are uncertain about the writer of a note, — looked at the 
seal, and then at the front, and then at the back, and then at 
the sides, and then at the superscription ; and as a last resource, 
thought perhaps he might as well look at the inside, and try to 
find out from that. 

" It 's wrote on gilt-edged paper," said Sam, as he unfolded 
it, " and sealed in bronze vax vith the top of a door-key. Now 
for it." And, with a very grave face, Mr. Weller slowly read 
as follows : — 

"A select company of the Bath footmen presents their 
compliments to Mr. Weller, and requests the pleasure of his 
company this evening, to a friendly swarry, consisting of a 
boiled leg of mutton with the usual trimmings. The swarry to 
be on table at half-past nine o'clock punctually." 
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This was inclosed in another note, which ran thus : — 

" Mr. John Smauker, the gentleman who had the pleasure of 
meeting Mr. Weller at the house of their mutual acquaintance, 
Mr. Bantam, a few days since, begs to inclose Mr. Weller the 
herewith invitation. If Mr. Weller will call on Mr. John 
Smauker at nine o'clock, Mr. John Smauker will have the 
pleasure of introducing Mr. Weller. 

(Signed) "John Smaukeb." 

The envelope was directed to blank Weller, Esq., at Mr. 
Pickwick's ; and in a parenthesis, in the left-hand comer, were 
the words " airy bell," as an instruction to the bearer. 

" Veil," said Sam, " this is comin' it rayther powerful, this 
is. I never heerd a biled leg o' mutton called a swarry afore. 
I wonder wot they 'd call a roast one." 

However, without waiting to debate the point, Sam at once 
betook himself into the presence of Mr. Pickwick, and requested 
leave of absence for that evening, which was readily granted. 
With this permission, and the street-door key, Sam Weller 
issued forth a little before the appointed time, and strolled 
leisurely towards Queen Square, which he no sooner gained 
than he had the satisfaction of l^eholding Mr. John Smauker 
leaning his powdered head against a lamp-post at a short 
distance off, smoking a cigar through an amber tube. 

" How do you do, Mr. Weller ? " said Mr. John Smauker, 
raising his hat gracefully with one hand, while he gently 
waved the other in a condescending manner. ** How do you 
do, sir ? " 

*' AMiy, reasonably conwalessent," replied Sam. " How do 
7/011 find yourself, my dear feller ? " 

** Only so so," said !Mr. Jolin Smauker. 

** Ah, you 've been a workin' too hard,'' observed Sam. ** I 
was fearful you would ; it won't do, you know ; you must not 
give way to tliat 'ere uncompromisin' spirit o' yourn." 

'* It 's not so much that, Mr. AVeller," replied ^Ir. John 
Smauker, ^* as Ivad wine ; I 'm afraid I 've l^een dissipating.'' 

*^0h! that's it, is it?" said Sam; ^^hat's a wery bad 
complaint, that." 

*' And yet the temptation, you see, Mr. Weller," observed 
Mr. John Smauker. 

" Ah, to be sure," said Sara. 
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"Plunged into the very vortex of society, you know, Mr. 
Weller," said Mr. John Smauker, with a sigh. 

" Dreadful, indeed ! " rejoined Sam. 

" But it 's always the way," said Mr. John Smauker ; " if 
your destiny leads you into public life, and public station, you 
must expect to be subjected to temptations which other people is 
free from, Mr. Weller." 

" Precisely what my uncle said ven he vent into the public 
line," remarked Sam, " and wery right the old gen'lm'n wos, 
for he drank his-self to death in something less than a quarter." 

Mr. John Smauker looked deeply indignant at any parallel 
being drawn between himself and the deceased gentleman in 
question ; but as Sam's face was in the most immovable state 
of calmness, he thought better of it, and looked affable again. 

"Perhaps we had better be walking," said Mr. Smauker, 
consulting a copper time-piece which dwelt at the bottom of a 
deep watch-pocket, and was raised to the surface by means of 
a black string, with a copper key at the other end. 

" P'raps we had," replied Sam, " or they '11 overdo the 
swarry, and that '11 spile it." 

" Have you drank the waters, Mr. Weller ? " inquired his 
companion, as they walked towards High Street. 

" Once," replied Sam. 

" What did you think of 'em, sir ? " 

" I thought they wos particklery unpleasant," replied Sam. 

" Ah," said Mr. John Smauker, " you disliked the killibeate 
taste, perhaps ? " 

" I don't know much about that 'ere," said Sam. " I 
thought they 'd a wery strong flavour o' warm flat-irons." 

"That is the killibeate, Mr. Weller," observed Mr. John 
Smauker contemptuously. 

" Well, if it is, it 's a wery inexpressive word, that's all," 
said Sam. " It may be, but I ain't much in the chimical line 
myself, so I can't say." And here, to the great horror of Mr. 
John Smauker, Sam Weller began to whistle. 

" r beg your pardon, Mr. Weller," said Mr. John Smauker, 
agonised at the exceedingly ungenteel sound. " Will you take 
my arm ? " 

" Thank'ee, you're wery good, but I won't deprive you of 
it,-' replied Sam. " I 've rayther a way o' puttin' my hands in 
my pockets, if it's all the same to you." As Sam said this. 
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he suited the action to the word^ and whistled far louder than 
before. 

" This way," said his new friend, apparently much relieved 
as they turned down a bye-street ; " we shall soon be there." 

" Shall we ? " said Sam, quite unmoved by the announcement 
of his close vicinity to the select footmen of Bath. 

" Yes," said Mr. John Smauker. " Don't be alarmed, Mr. 
Weller." 

" Oh, no," said Sam. 

" You '11 see some very handsome uniforms, Mr. Weller," 
continued Mr. John Smauker ; " and perhaps you '11 find some 
of the gentlemen rather high at first, you know, but they '11 
soon come round." 

" That 's wery kind on 'em," replied Sam. 

" And, you know," resumed Mr. John Smauker, with an air of 
sublime protection ; " you kilow, as you 're a stranger, perhaps 
they '11 be rather hard upon you at first." 

" They won't be wery cruel, though, will they ? " inquired 
Sam. 

" No, no," replied Mr. John Smauker, pulling forth the fox's 
head, and taking a gentlemanly pinch. " There are some funny 
dogs among us, and they will have their joke, you know ; but 
you mustn't mind 'em, you mustn't mind 'em." 

^* I '11 try and bear up agin such a reg'lar knock down o' 
talent," replied Sam. 

** That 's right," said Mr. John Smauker, putting up the 
fox's head, and elevating his own ; ** I '11 stand by you." 

By this time they had reached a small green-grocer's shop, 
which Mr. John Smauker entered, followed by Sam ; who, the 
moment he got behind him, relapsed into a series of the very 
broadest and most unmitigated grins, and manifested other 
demonstrations of being in a highly enviable state of inward 
merriment. 

Crossing the green-grocer's shop, and putting their hats on 
tlie stairs in the little passage behind it, they walked into a small 
parlour ; and here the full splendour of the scene burst'upon 
Mr. Wcllcr's view. 

A couple of tables were put together in the middle of the 
parlour, covered with three or four cloths of different ages and 
dates of wasliing, arranged to look as much like one as the 
circumstances of the case would allow. Upon these were laid 
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dives and forks for six or eight people. Some of the knife 
mdles were green, others red, and a few yellow ; and as all the 
»rks were hlack, the comhination of colours was exceedingly 
riking. Plates for a corresponding numher of guests were 
arming hehind the fender, and the guests themselves were 
arming before it; the chief and most important of whom 
speared to be a stoutish gentleman in a bright crimson coat 
ith long tails, vividly red breeches, and a cocked hat, who was 
AnHing with his back to the fire, and had apparently just 
itered, for, besides retaining his cocked hat on his head, he 
uried in his hand a high stick, such as gentlemen of his 
rofession usually elevate in a sloping position over the roofs of 
irriages. 

" Smaukei, my lad — your fin," said the gentleman with the 
x^ked hat. 

Mr. Smauker dovetailed the top joint of his right-hand little 
nger into that of the gentleman with the cocked hat, and said 
e was charmed to see him looking so well. 

" Well, they tell me I am looking pretty blooming," said the 
lan with the cocked hat, " and it ^s a wonder, too. I 've been 
)llowing our old woman about, two hours a day, for the last 
)rtnight ; and if a constant contemplation of the manner in 
hich she hooks-and-eyes that infernal lavender-coloured old 
3wn of hers behind is n^t enough to throw anybody into a low 
Ate of despondency for life, stop my quarter's salary." 

At this, the assembled selections laughed very heartily j and 
ae gentleman in a yellow waistcoat, with a coach trimming 
order, whispered a neighbour in green-foil smalls that Tuckle 
as in spirits to-night. 

" By the bye," said Mr. Tuckle, " Smauker, my boy, you — " 
he remainder of the sentence was forwarded into JVIr. John 
mauker's ear, by whisper. 

" Oh, dear me, I quite forgot," said Mr. John Smauker. 
Gentlemen, my friend Mr. Weller." 

" Sorry to keep the fire off you, Weller," said Mr. Tuckle, 
ith a familiar nod. ^* Hope you 're not cold, Weller." 

*^ Not by no means, Blazes," replied Sam. " It 'ud be a 
ery chilly subject as felt cold wen you stood opposit. You 'd 
ive coals if they put you behind the fender in the waitin' room 
b a public office, you would." 

As this retort appeared to convey rather a personal allusion 
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to Mr. Tuckle's crimBon livery, that gentleman looked migestic 
for a few seconds, but gradually edging away from the fire, 
broke into a forced smile, and said it was n't bad. 

"Wery much obliged for your good opinion, sir," replied 
Sam. "We shall get on by degrees, I de&-say. We 'U try a 
better one, by and by." 

At this point the conversation was interrupted by the arrival 
of a gentleman in orange-coloured plush, accompanied by another 
selection in purple cloth, with a great extent of stocking. The 
new-comers having been welcomed by the old ones, Mr. Tuckle 
put the question that supper be ordered in, which was carried 
unanimously. 

The green-grocer and his wife then arranged upon the table a 
boiled leg of mutton, hot, with caper sauce, turnips, and potatoes. 
Mr. Tuckle took the chair, and was supported at the other end 
of the board by the gentleman in orange plush. The green- 
grocer put on a pair of wash-leather gloves to hand the plates 
with, and stationed himself behind Mr. Tuckle's chair. 

" Harris," said Mr. Tuckle, in a commanding tone. 

" Sir," said the green-grocer. 

" Have you got your gloves on ? " 

" Yes, sir." 

" Then take the kiver off." 

" Yes, sir." 

The green-grocer did as he was told, with a show of great 
humility, and obsequiously handed Mr. Tuckle the carving knife ; 
in doing which, he accidentally gaped. 

" \Vhat do you mean by that, sir ? " said Mr. Tuckle, with 
great asperity. 

" I beg your pardon, sir," replied the crestfallen green-grocer, 
" I did n't mean to do it, sir ; I was up very late last night, 
sir." 

" I tell you what my opinion of you is, Harris," said ]VIr. 
Tuckle, with a most impressive air, " you 're a wulgar beast." 

" I hope, gentlemen," said Harris, " that you won't be severe 
with me, gentlemen. I 'm very much obliged to you, indeed, 
gentlemen, for your patronage, and also for your recommenda- 
tions, gentlemen, whenever additional assistance in waiting is 
requirod. I hope, gentlemen, I give satisfaction." 

^* No, you don't, sir," said Mr. Tuckle. " Very far from 
it, sir." 
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*^ We consider you an inattentive reskel," said the gentleman 
^ the orange plush. 

*^And a low thief," added the gentleman in the green-foil 
QQaUs. 

'^And an unreclaimahle blaygaird," added the gentleman in 
purple. 

The poor green-grocer bowed very humbly while these little 
epithets were bestowed upon him in the true spirit of the very 
smallest tyranny ; and when everybody had said something to 
show his superiority, Mr. Tuckle proceeded to carve the leg of 
mutton, and to help the company. 

This important business of the evening had hardly com- 
menced, when the door was thrown briskly open, and another 
^tleman in a light blue suit, and leaden buttons, made his 
ippearance. 

" Against the rules," said Mr. Tuckle. " Too late, too late." 

" No, no ; positively I could n't help it," said the gentleman 
ji blue. " I appeal to the company — an afifair of gallantry, 
low — an appintment at the theayter." 

" Oh, that, indeed ! " said the gentleman in the orange plush. 

" Yes ; raly now, honour bright," said the man in blue. 
'* I made a promise to fetch our youngest daughter at half-past 
ten, and she is such an uncauminly tine gal that I raly had n't 
the 'art to disappint her. No offence to the present company, 
sir, but a petticut, sir, — a petticut, sir, is irrevokeable." 

'* I begin to suspect there 's something in that quarter," said 
ruckle, as the new-comer took his seat next Sam. " I 've 
remarked, once or twice, that she leans very heavy on your 
shoulder when she gets in and out of the carriage." 

" Oh, raly, raly, Tuckle, you should n't," said the man in 
blue. " It 's not fair. I may have said to one or two friends 
that she was a very divine creechure, and had refused one or 
two offers without any hobvus cause, but — no, no, no, indeed, 
Tuckle — before strangers, too — it 's not right — you should n't. 
Delicacy, my dear friend, delicacy ! " And the man in blue, 
pulling up his neckerchief, and adjusting his coat cuflfs, nodded 
ind frowned as if there were more behind, which he could say 
if he liked, but was bound in honour to suppress. 

The man in blue being a light-haired, stiff-necked, free and 
jasy sort of footman, with a swaggering air and pert face, had 
attracted Mr. Weller's especial attention at first, but when he 
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began to come out in this way, Sam felt more than ever dispose 
to cultivate his acquaintance ; so he launched himself into U 
conversation at once, with characteristic independence. 

" Your health, sir," said Sam. " I like your conwersatic 
much. I think it 's wery pretty." 

At this the man in blue smiled, as if it were a complimei 
he was well used to ; but looked approvingly on Sam at tl 
same time, and said he hoped he should be better acquainU 
with him, for without any flattery at all he seemed to have t] 
makings of a very nice fellow about him — just the man aft 
his own heart. 

" You 're wery good, sir," said Sam. " What a lucky feU 
you are ! " 

" How do you mean ? " inquired the gentleman in blue. 

" That 'ere young lady," replied Sam. " She knows wot 
wot, she does. Ah, I see." Mr. Weller closed one eye, an 
shook his head from side to side, in a manner which was high] 
gratifying to the personal vanity of the gentleman in blue. 

" I *m afraid you 're a cunning fellow, Mr. Weller," said th 
individual. 

" No, no," said Sam. " I leave all that 'ere to you. It 
a great deal more in your way than mine, as the gen'lm'n c 
the right side of the garden vail said to the man on the wtod 
'im ven the mad bull wos a-comin' up the lane." 

" Well, well, Mr. Weller," said the gentleman in blue, " 
think she has remarked my air and manner, Mr. Weller." 

" I should think she could n't wery well be off o' that," sai 
Sam. 

*^ Have you any little thing of that kind in hand, sir ? 
inquired the favoured gentleman in blue, drawing a toothpic 
from his waistcoat pocket. 

** Not exactly," said Sam. ^* There 's no daughters at n: 
place, else o' course I should ha' made up to vun on 'em. J 
it is, I don't think I can do vitli anytliin' under a fema 
markis. I might take up with a young 'ooman o' large properl 
as hadn't a title, if she made wery fierce love to me — n< 
else." 

** Of course not, ^Ir. Weller," said the gentleman in blw 
" one can't bo troubled, you know ; and we know, ^Ir. Well* 
— we, who are men of the world — that a good uniform mu 
work its way with the women, sooner or later. In fact, that 
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y^ only thing, between you and me, that makes the service 
^orth entering into." 

"Just so," said Sam. "That's it, o' course." 

When this confidential dialogue had gone thus far, glasses 
Were placed round, and every gentleman ordered what he liked 
best, before the public-house shut up. The gentleman in blue, 
ind the man in orange, who were the chief exquisites of the 
oarty, ordered " cold srub and water," but with the others, gin 
ind water, sweet, appeared to be the favourite beverage. Sam 
^ed the green-grocer a " desp'rate willin," and ordered a large 
x>wl of punch — two circumstances which seemed to raise him 
rery much in the opinion of the selections. 

" Gentlemen," said the man in blue, with an air of the most 
consummate dandyism, " I '11 give you the ladies ; come." 

" Hear, hear ! " said Sam. " The young missises." 

Here there was a loud cry of " Order," and Mr. John Smauker, 
is the gentleman who had introduced Mr. Weller into that 
ompany, begged to inform him that the word he had just made 
ise of was unparliamentary. 

" Which word was that 'ere, sir ? " inquired Sam. 

" Missises, sir," replied Mr. John Smauker, with an alarming 
rown. " We don't recognise such distinctions here." 

" Oh, wery good," said Sam ; " then I '11 amend the obserwa- 
ion, and call 'em the dear creeturs, if Blazes vill allow me." 

Some doubt appeared to exist in the mind of the gentleman 
n the green-foil smalls, whether the chairman could be legally 
ippealed to as " Blazes," but, as the company seemed more 
lisposed to stand upon their own rights than his, the question 
woB not raised. The man with the cocked hat breathed short, 
ind looked long at Sam, but apparently thought it as well to 
ay nothing, in case he should get the worst of it. 

After a short silence, a gentleman in an embroidered coat 
•caching down to his heels, and a waistcoat of the same which 
cept one half of his legs warm, stirred his gin and water with 
^reat energy, and putting himself upon his feet, all at once, by 
i violent effort, said he was desirous of offering a few remarks 
A) the company ; whereupon the person in the cocked hat had 
10 doubt that the company would be very happy to hear any 
remarks that the man in the long coat might wish to offer. 

" I feel a great delicacy, gentlemen, in coming for'ard," said 
ihe man in the long coat, " having the misforchune to be a 
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coachman, and being only admitted as a honorary member of 
these agreeable swarrys, but I do feel myself bound, gentlemen 
— drove into a comer, if I may use the expression — to make 
known an afflicting circumstance which has come to my 
knowledge ; which has happened, I may say, within the soap 
of my every-day contemplation. Grentlemen, our friend Mr. 
Whiflfers (everybody looked at the individual in orange), our 
friend ^Ir. Whiffers has resigned." 

Universal astonishment fell upon the hearers. Each gentle- 
man looked in his neighbour's face, and then transferred his 
glance to the upstanding coachman. 

" You may well be sapparised, gentlemen," said the coachman. 
"I will not wenchure to state the reasons of this irrepairabel 
loss to the service, but I will beg Mr. Whiffers to state them 
himself, for the improvement and imitation of his admiring 
friends." 

The suggestion being loudly approved of, Mr. Whiffers 
explained. He said he certainly could have wished to have 
continued to hold the appointment he had just resigned. The 
uniform was extremely rich and expensive, the females of the 
family were most agreeable, and the duties of the situation were 
not, he was bound to say, too heavy : the principal service that 
was required of liim being that he should look out of the hall 
window as much as possible, in company with another gentleman, 
who had also resigned. He could have wished to have spared 
that company the painful and disgusting detail on which he was 
about to enter, but, as the explanation had been demanded of 
him, he had no alternative but to state, boldly and distinctly, 
that he had been required to eat cold meat. 

It is impossible to conceive the disgust which this avowal 
awakened in the bosoms of the hearers. Loud cries of 
^^ Shame ! '' mingled with groans and hisses, prevailed for a 
quarter of an hour. 

^Ir. Whiffers then added that he feared a portion of this 
outrage might be traced to his own forbearing and accommodating 
disposition. He had a distinct recollection of having once con- 
sented to eat siilt butter, and he had, moreover, on an occasion 
of sudden sickness in the house, so far forgotten himself as to 
carry a coal scuttle up to the second floor. He trusted he had 
not lowered himself in the good opinion of his friends by this 
frank confession of his faults ; and he hoped the promptness 
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^th which he had resented the last unmanly outrage on his 
feelings, to which he had referred, would reinstate him in their 
good opinion, if he had. 

Mr. Whiffers's address was responded to with a shout of 

admiration, and the health of the interesting martyr was drunk 

in a most enthusiastic manner ; for this the martyr returned 

thanks, and proposed their visiter, Mr. Weller — a gentleman 

whom he had not the pleasure of an intimate acquaintance with, 

but who was the friend of Mr. John Smauker, which was a 

sufficient letter of recommendation to any society of gentlemen 

whatever, or wherever. On this account he should have been 

disposed to have given Mr. Weller's health with all the honours, 

if his friends had been drinking wine ; but as they were taking 

spirits by way of a change, and as it might be inconvenient to 

empty a tumbler at every toast, he should propose that the 

honours be understood. 

At the conclusion of this speech, everybody took a sip in 
honour of Sam ; and Sam having ladled out, and drunk, two 
full glasses of punch in honour of himself, returned thanks in 
a neat speech. 

" Wery much obliged to you, old fellers," said Sam, ladling 
away at the punch in the most unembarrassed manner possible, 
" for this here compliment ; wich, comin' from sich a quarter, 
is wery overvelmin'. I 've heerd a good deal on you as a body, 
but I will say that I never thought you was sich uncommon 
nice men as I find you air. I only hope you '11 take care o' 
yourselves, and not compromise nothin' o' your dignity, which 
is a wery charmin' thing to see, when one 's out a walkin', and 
has always made me wery happy to look at, ever since I was a 
boy about half as high as the brass-headed stick o' my wery 
respectable friend. Blazes, there. As to the wictim of oppression 
in the suit o' brimstone, all I can say of him is that I hope he '11 
get jist as good a berth as he deserves ; in vich case it 's wery 
little cold swarry as ever he '11 be troubled vith agin.'* 

Here Sam sat down with a pleasant smile, and his speech 
having been vociferously applauded, the company broke up. 

" Wy, you don't mean to say you 're a goin', old feller ? " 
said Sam Weller to his friend Mr. John Smauker. 

" I must, indeed," said Mr. Smauker ; ^* I promised Bantam." 

" Oh, wery well," said Sam ; " that 's another thing. P'raps 
he '{/ resign if you disappinted him. You ain't a goin', Blazes ? " 
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'^ Yes, I am," said the man with the cocked hat 

'^ Wot, and leave three-quarters of a howl of punch hehind 
you ! " said Sam ; '^ nonsense, sit down agin.'' 

Mr. Tuckle was not proof against this invitation. He laid 
aside the cocked hat and stick which he had just taken up, and 
said he would have one glass, for good fellowship's sake. 

As the gentleman in hlue went home the same way as Mr. 
Tuckle, he was prevailed upon to stop, too. When the punch 
was about half gone, Sam ordered in some oysters from the 
green-grocer's shop; and the effect of both was so extremely 
exhilarating that Mr. Tuckle, dressed out with the cocked hat 
and stick, danced the frog hornpipe among the shells on the 
table ; while the gentleman in blue played an accompaniment 
upon an ingenious musical instrument formed of a hair comb 
and a curl-paper. At last, when the punch was all gone, and 
the night nearly so, they sallied forth to see each other home. 
Mr. Tuckle no sooner got into the open air than he was seized 
with a sudden desire to lie on the curb-stone ; Sam thought it 
would be a pity to contradict him, and so let him have his own 
way. As the cocked hat would have been spoilt if left there, 
Sam very considerately flattened it down on the head of the 
gentleman in blue, and, putting the big stick in his hand, propped 
him up against his own street-door, rang the bell, and walked 
quietly home. 

At a much earlier hour next morning than his usual time of 
rising, Mr. Pickwick walked down stairs completely dressed, and 
rang the bell. 

"Sam," said Mr. Pickwick, when Mr. Weller appeared in 
reply to the summons, " shut the door." 

Air. Weller did so. 

" There was an unfortunate occurrence here, last night, Sam," 
said Mr. Pickwick, "which gave Mr. Winkle some cause to 
apprehend violence from Mr. Dowler." 

" So I 've heerd from the old lady down stairs, sir," replied 
Sam. 

" And I 'm sorry to say, Sam," continued Mr. Pickwick, with 
a most perplexed countenance, " that in dread of this violence, 
Mr. Winkle has gone away." 

" Gone avay ! " said Sam. 

" Left the house early this morning, without the slightest 
previous communication with me," replied Mr. Pickwick, "and 
is gone, I know not where." 
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"He should ha' stopped and fought it out, sir," replied Sam 
contemptuously. '^ It would n't take much to settle that 'ere 
Dowler, sir." 

" Well, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick, " I may have my douhts 
of his great hravery and determination, also. But however that 
may be, Mr. Winkle is gone. He must be found, Sam — found 
and brought back to me." 

" And s'pose he won't come back, sir," said Sam. 

" He must be made, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick. 

" Who 's to do it, sir ? " inquired Sam, with a smile. 

" You," replied Mr. Pickwick. 

" Wery good, sir." 

With these words Mr. Weller left the room, and immediately 
ifterwards was heard to shut the street-door. In two hours' 
time he returned with as much coolness as if he had been 
lespatched on the most ordinary message possible, and brought 
the information that an individual, in every respect answering 
Mr. Winkle's description, had gone over to Bristol that morning 
by the branch coach from the Royal Hotel. 

" Sam," said Mr. Pickwick, grasping his hand, " you 're a 
capital fellow — an invaluable fellow. You must follow him, 
Sam." 

" Cert'nly, sir," replied Mr. Weller. 

"The instant you discover him, write to me immediately, 
Sam," said Mr. Pickwick. " If he attempts to run away from 
you, knock him down, or lock him up. You have my full 
authority, Sam." 

" I '11 be wery careful, sir," rejoined Sam. 

« You '11 tell him," said Mr. Pickwick, " that I am highly 
excited, highly displeased, and naturally indignant at the very 
extraordinary course he has thought proper to pursue." 

" I will, sir," replied Sam. 

" You '11 tell him," said Mr. Pickwick, " that if he does not 
come back to this very house with you, he will come back with 
me, for I will come and fetch him." 

*' I '11 mention that 'ere, sir," rejoined Sam. 

" You think you can find him, Sam ? " said Mr. Pickwick, 
looking earnestly in his face. 

" Oh, I '11 find him if he 's anyvere," rejoined Sam, with 
great confidence. 

" Very well," said Mr. Pickwick. " Then the sooner you go, 
the better." 
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"^th these infltmctions, Mr. Pickwick placed a sum of money 
in the hands of his faithful servitor^ and ordered him to start 
for Bristol immediately^ in pursuit of the fugitive. 

Sam put a few necessaries in a carpet-hag, and was ready 
for starting. He stopped when he had got to the end of the 
passage, and, walking quietly hack, thrust his head in at the 
parlour door. 

" Sir," whispered Sam. 

" Well, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick. 

'' I fully understands my instructions, do I, sir ? " inquired 
Sam. 

" I hope so," said Mr. Pickwick. 

''It's reg'larly understood ahout the knockin' down, is it, 
sir ? " inquired Sam. 

" Perfectly," replied Mr. Pickwick ; " thoroughly. Do what 
you think necessary. You have my orders." 

Sam gave a nod of intelligence, and, withdrawing his head 
from the door, set forth on his pilgrimage with a light heart 



CHAPTER XXXVIII 

HOW MR. WINKLE, WHEN HE STEPPED OUT OF THE FRYING-PAN, 
WALKED GENTLY AND COMFORTABLY INTO THE FIRE. 

The ill-starred gentleman who had been the unfortunate 
cause of the unusual noise and disturbance which alarmed the 
inhabitants of the Royal Crescent in manner and form already 
described, after passing a night of great confusion and anxiety, 
left the roof beneath which his friends still slumbered, bound 
he knew not whither. The excellent and considerate feelings 
which prompted Mr. Winkle to take this step can never be too 
highly appreciated, or too warmly extolled. "If," reasoned 
Mr. Winkle with himself, " if this Dowler attempts (as I have 
no doubt he will) to carry into execution his threat of personal 
violence against myself, it will be incumbent on me to call him 
out. He has a wife ; that wife is attached to, and dependent 
on him. Heavens ! if I should kill him in the blindness of 
my wrath, what would be my feelings ever afterwards ! " This 
painful consideration operated so powerfully on the feelings of 
the humane young man as to cause his knees to knock together, 
and his countenance to exhibit alarming manifestations of inward 
emotion. Impelled by such reflections, he grasped his carpet-bag, 
and, creeping stealthily down stairs, shut the detestable street- 
door with as little noise as possible, and walked off. Bending 
his steps towards the Royal Hotel, he found a coach on the point 
of starting for Bristol ; and thinking Bristol as good a place for 
his purpose as any other he could go to, he mounted on the 
box, and reached his place of destination in such time as the 
pair of horses, who went the whole stage and back again twice 
a day or more, could be reasonably supposed to arrive there. 

He took up his quarters at The Bush, and, designing to 

postpone any communication by letter with Mr. Pickwick until 

it was probable that Mr. Bowler's wrath might have in some 

degree evaporated, walked forth to view the city, which struck 

him as being a shade more dirty than any place he had ever 
voL.n. 
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seen. Having inspected the docks and shipping, and viewed 
the cathedral, he inquired his way to Clifton, and being directed 
thither, took the route which was pointed out to him. But as 
the pavements of Bristol are not the widest or cleanest upon 
earth, so its streets are not altogether the straightest or least 
intricate ; and Mr. Winkle, being greatly puzzled by their mani- 
fold windings and twistings, looked about him for a decent shop 
in which he could apply afresh for counsel and instruction. 

His eye fell upon a newly painted tenement which had been 
recently converted into something between a shop and a private 
house, and which a red lamp, projecting over the fan-light of 
the street-door, would have sufficiently announced eus the resi- 
dence of a medical practitioner, even if the word " Surgery " 
had not been inscribed in golden characters on a wainscot 
ground, above the window of what, in times bygone, had been 
the front parlour. Thinking this an eligible place wherein to 
make his inquiries, Mr. Winkle stepped into the little shop 
where the gilt-labelled drawers and bottles were ; and finding 
nobody there, knocked with a half-crown on the counter, to 
attract the attention of anybody who might happen to be in the 
back parlour, which he judged to be the innermost and peculiar 
sanctum of the establishment, from the repetition of the word 
surgery on the door — painted in white letters this time, by way 
of taking off the monotony. 

At the first knock, a soxmd, as of persons fencing with fire- 
irons, which had until now been very audible, suddenly ceased ; 
and at the second, a studious-looking young gentleman in green 
spectacles, with a very large book in his hand, glided quietly 
into the shop, and, stepping behind the counter, requested to 
know the visiter^s pleasure. 

" I am sorry to trouble you, sir," said Mr. Winkle, " but will 
you have the goodness to direct me to — " 

" Ha ! ha ! ha ! '' roared the studious young gentleman, 
throwing the large book up into the air, and catching it with 
great dexterity at the very moment when it threatened to smask 
to atoms all the bottles on the counter. " Here 's a start ! " 

There was, without doubt ; for Mr. Winkle was so very much 
astonished at the extraordinary behaviour of the medical gentle- 
man that he involuntarily retreated towards the door, and looked 
very much disturbed at his strange reception. 

*' What, don't you know me ? " said the medical gentleman. 
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Mr. 'Winkle munnured, in reply, that he had not that 
pleasure. 

''Why, then," said the medical gentleman, ''there are hopes 

for me yet ; I may attend half the old women in Bristol if I 've 

decent lu(^ Get out, you mouldy old villain, get out!" 

With this adjuration, which was addressed to the large hook, 

the medical gentleman kicked the volume with remarkable 

agility to the further end of the shop, and, pulling off his green 

spectacles, grinned the identical grin of Robert Sawyer, Esquire, 

formerly of Guy's Hospital in the Borough, with a private resi- 

lence in Lant Street. 

" You don't mean to say you were n't down upon me ! " said 
Kr. Bob Sawyer, shaking Mr. Winkle's hand with friendly 
irannth. 

" Upon my word, I was not," replied Mr. Winkle, returning 
^e pressure. 

" I wonder you did n't see the name," said Bob Sawyer, 
idling his friend's attention to the outer door, on which, in 
;he same white paint, were traced the words " Sawyer, late 
NTockemorf." 

" It never caught my eye," returned Mr. Winkle. 

" Lord, if I had known who you were, I should have rushed 
rat, and caught you in my arms," said Bob Sawyer ; " but upon 
my life, I thought you were the King's-taxes." 

" No ! " said Mr. Winkle. 

" I did, indeed," responded Bob Sawyer ; ," and I was just 
going to say that I wasn't at home, but if you'd leave a 
message I 'd be sure to give it to myself ; for he don't know 
me : no more does the Lighting and Paving. I think the 
Church-rates guesses who I am, and I know the Water-works 
loes, because I drew a tooth of his when I first came down 
bere. — But come in, come in ! " Chattering in this way, Mr. 
Bob Sawyer pushed Mr. Winkle into the back room, where, 
imusing himself by boring little circular caverns in the chimney- 
piece with a red-hot poker, sat no less a person than Mr. Benja- 
min Allen. 

" Well," said Mr. Winkle, " this is indeed a pleasure that I 
lid not expect. What a very nice place you have here ! " 

" Pretty well, pretty well," replied Bob Sawyer. " I passed, 
soon after that precious party, and my friends came down with 
the needful for this business ; so I put on a black suit of clothes. 
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and a pair of spectacles, and came here, to look as solemn as I 
could." 

" And a very snug little business you have, no doubt ? " said 
Mr. Winkle knowingly. 

" Very," replied Bob Sawyer. " So snug, that at the end of 
a few years you might put all the profits in a wine-glass, and 
cover 'em over with a gooseberry leaf." , 

" You cannot surely mean that ? " said Mr. Winkle. " The 
stock itself — " 

" Dunmiies, my dear boy," said Bob Sawyer ; " half the 
drawers have got nothing in 'em, and the other half don't 
open." 

" Nonsense ! " said Mr. Winkle. 

" Fact — honour ! " returned Bob Sawyer, stepping out into the 
shop, and demonstrating the veracity of the assertion by divers 
hard pulls at the little gilt knobs on the counterfeit drawers. 
" Hardly anything real in the shop but the leeches, and they 
are second-hand." 

" I should n't have thought it ! " exclaimed Mr. Winkle, 
much surprised. 

" I hope not," replied Bob Sawyer, " else where 's the use of 
appearances, eh ? But what will you take ? Do as we do ? — 
that 's right. Ben, my fine fellow, put your hand into the 
cupboard, and bring out the patent digester." 

Mr. Benjamin Allen smiled his readiness, and produced from 
the closet at his elbow a black bottle half full of brandy. 

" You don't take water, of course ? " said Bob Sawyer. 

^^ Thank you," replied Mr. Winkle. "It's raf/ier early : I 
should like to qualify it, if you have no objection." 

" None in the least, if you can reconcile it to your conscience,'^ 
replied Bob Sawyer ; tossing off", as he spoke, a glass of the 
liquor with great relish. " Ben, tlie pipkin ! " 

Mr. Benjamin Allen drew forth, from the same hiding-placa 
a small brass pipkin, which Bob Sawyer observed he prid 
himself upon particularly, because it looked so business-Hk 
The water in the professional pipkin having been made to boi 
in course of time, by various little shovels-ful of coal, whii 
Mr. Bob Sawyer took out of a practicable window-seat, labell* 
" Soda Water," Mr. Winkle adulterated liis brandy ; and 
conversation was becoming general, when it was interrupted 
the entrance into the shop of a boy, in a sober grey livery andi. 
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gold-laced hat, with a small covered basket under his arm, 
whom. Mr. Bob Sawyer immediately hailed with, "Tom, you 
vagabond, come here." 

The boy presented himself accordingly. 

" You 've been stopping to over all the posts in Bristol, you 
idle young scamp ! " said Mr. Bob Sawyer. 

"No, sir, I haven't," replied the boy. 

" You had better not ! " said Mr. Bob Sawyer, with a 
threatening aspect. " Who do you suppose will ever employ 
a professional man, when they see his boy playing at marbles in 
the gutter, or flying the garter in the horse-road ? Have you 
no feeling for your profession, you groveller ? Did you leave 
all the medicine ? " 

'^ Yes, sir." 

"The powders for the child, at the large house with the new 
family, and the pills to be taken four times a day at the ill- 
tempered old gentleman's with the gouty leg ? " 

" Yes, sir." 

"Then shut the door, and mind the shop." 

" Come," said Mr. Winkle, as the boy retired, " things are 
not quite so bad as you would have me believe, either. There 
is some medicine to be sent out." 

Mr. Bob Sawyer peeped into the shop to see that no stranger 
was within hearing, and, leaning forward to Mr. Winkle, said, 
in a low tone : — 

" He leaves it all at the wrong houses." 

Mr. Winkle looked perplexed, and Bob Sawyer and his friend 
laughed. 

" Don't you see ? " said Bob ; "he goes up to a house, rings 
the area bell, pokes a packet of medicine without a direction 
into the servant's hand, and walks off. Servant takes it into 
the dining-parlour ; master opens it, and reads the label, ^ draught 
to be taken at bedtime — pills as before — lotion as usual — 
the powder. From Sawyer's, late Nockemorf's. Physicians' 
prescriptions carefully prepared : ' and all the rest of it. Shows 
it to his wife — she reads the label ; it goes down to the ser- 
vants — fhef/ read the label. Next day the boy calls : * Very 
sorry — his mistake — immense business — great many parcels to 
deliver — Mr. Sawyer's compliments — late Nockemorf's.' The 
name gets known ; and that 's the thing, my boy, in the medical 
way ; bless your heart, old fellow, it 's better than all the 
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advertising in the world. We have got one four-ounce bottle 
that 's been to half the houses in Bristol, and has n't done yet." 

" Dear me, I see," observed Mr. Winkle ; " what an excellent 
plan ! " 

" Oh, Ben and I have hit upon a dozen such," replied Bob 
Sawyer, with great glee. " The lamplighter has eighteen pence 
a week to pull the night-bell for ten minutes, every time he 
comes round ; and my boy always rushes into church just before 
the psalms when the people have got nothing to do but look 
about 'em, and calls me out, with horror and dismay depicted 
on his countenance. ' Bless my soul,' everybody says, * some- 
body taken suddenly ill! Sawyer, late Nockemorf, sent for. 
What a business that young man has ! '" 

At the termination of this disclosure of some of the myste- 
ries of medicine, Mr. Bob Sawyer and his friend, Ben Allen, 
threw themselves back in their respective chairs, and laughed 
boisterously. WTien they had enjoyed the joke to their hearts' 
content, the discourse changed to topics in which Mr. Winkle 
was more immediately interested. 

We think we have hinted elsewhere that Mr. Benjamin 
Allen had a way of becoming sentimental after brandy. The 
case is not a peculiar one, as we ourself can testify ; having, on a 
few occasions, had to deal with patients who have been afflicted 
in a similar manner. At this precise period of his existence 
Mr. Benjamin Allen had perhaps a greater predisposition to 
maudlinism than he had ever known before ; the cause of 
which malady was briefly this. He had been staying nearly 
three weeks with Mr. Bob Sawyer ; Mr. Bob Sa\vyer was not 
remarkable for temperance, nor was Mr. Benjamin Allen for 
the ownership of a very strong head ; the consequence was that, 
during the whole space of time just mentioned, Mr. Benjamin 
Allen had been wavering between intoxication partial and intoxi- 
cation complete. 

*^ My dear friend," said Mr. Ben Allen, .taking advantage 
of Mr. Bob Sawyer's temporary absence behind the coimter, 
wliitlier he had retired to dispense some of the second-hand 
leeches, previously referred to, " my dear friend, I am very 
miserable." 

;Mr. Winkle professed his heartfelt regret to hear it, and 
begged to know whether he could do anything to alleviate the 
sorrows of the suflfering student. 
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" Nothing, my dear boy — nothing," said Ben. " You 
recollect Arabella, Winkle — my sister Arabella — a little girl, 
Winkle, with black eyes — when we were down at Wardle's ? 
I don't know whether you happened to notice her — a nice little 
girl, Winkle. Perhaps my features may recall her countenance 
to your recollection ? " 

Mr. Winkle required nothing to recall the charming Ara- 
bella to his mind ; and it is rather fortunate he did not, for 
the features of her brother Benjamin would unquestionably 
have proved but an indifiPerent refresher to his memory. He 
answered, with as much calmness as he could assume, that he 
perfectly remembered the young lady referred to, and sincerely 
trusted she was in good health. 

"Our friend Bob is a delightful fellow. Winkle," was the 
only reply of Mr. Ben Allen. 

"Very," said Mr. Winkle, not much relishing this close 
connection of the two names. 

"I designed 'em for each other; they were made for each 
other, sent into the world for each other, bom for each other. 
Winkle," said Mr. Ben Allen, setting down his glass with great 
emphasis. ** There 's a special destiny in the matter, my dear 
sir ; there 's only five years' difference between 'em, and both 
their birthdays are in August." 

Mr. Winkle was too anxious to hear what was to follow, to 
express much wonderment at this extraordinary comcidence, 
marvellous as it was ; so Mr. Ben Allen, after a tear or two, 
went on to say that, notwithstanding all his esteem and respect 
and veneration for his friend, Arabella had unaccountably and 
undutifully evinced the most determined antipathy to his person. 

" And I think," said Mr. Ben Allen, in conclusion, " I think 
there 's a prior attachment." 

" Have you any idea who the object of it may be ? " asked 
Mr. Winkle, with great trepidation. 

Mr. Ben Allen seized the poker ; flourished it, in a warlike 
manner, above his head ; inflicted a savage blow on an ima- 
ginary skull, and wound up by saying, in a very expressive 
manner, that he only wished he could guess — that was all. 

"I'd show him what I thought of him," said Mr. Ben 
Allen. And round went the poker again, more fiercely than 
before. 

All this was, of course, very soothing to the feelings of Mr. 
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Winkle, who remained silent for a few minutes ; but at length 
mustered up resolution to inquire whether Miss Allen was in 
Kent. 

'^ No, no," said Mr. Ben Allen, laying aside the poker, and 
looking very cunning ; " I did n't think Wardle*s exactly the 
place for a headstrong girl ; so, as I am her natural protector 
and guardian, our parents being dead, I have brought her down 
into this part of the country to spend a few months at an old 
aunt's, in a nice, dull, close place. I think that will cure her, 

n^y ^^y > ^^^ ^ i^ ^<^^ ^'^> ^ '^ **k® ^6r abroad for a little 
while, and see what that'll do." 

" Oh, the aunt's is in Bristol, is it ? " faltered Mr. Winkle, 

"No, no — not in Bristol," replied Mr. Ben Allen, jerking 
his thumb over his right shoulder; "over that way — down 
there. But, hush, here 's Bob. Not a word, my dear friend ; 
not a word." 

Short as this conversation was, it roused in Mr. Winkle the 
highest degree of excitement and anxiety. The suspected prior 
attachment rankled in his heart. Could he be the object of it ? 
Could it be for him that the fair Arabella had looked scornfully 
on the sprightly Bob Sawyer, or had he a successful rival ? 
He determined to see her, cost what it might ; but here an 
insurmountable objection presented itself, for whether the 
explanatory *' over that way," and " down there," of 3klr. Ben 
Allen meant three miles off, or thirty, or three hundred, he 
could in no wise guess. 

But he had no opportunity of pondering over his love just 
then, for Bob Sawyer's return was the immediate precursor 
of the arrival of a meat pie from the baker's, of which that 
gentleman insisted on his staying to partake. The cloth was 
laiil by an ocaisional charwoman, who officiated in the capacity 
of Mr. Bob Sawyer's housekeeper ; and a third knife and fork 
having l3een borrowed from the mother of the boy in the grey 
livery (for Mr. Sawyer's domestic arrangements were as yet 
conducted on a limited scale), they sat down to dinner; the 
beer Ixnng served up, as Mr. Sawyer remarked, " in its native 
pewter." 

After dinner, Mr. Bob Sawyer ordered in the largest mortar 
in the shop, and proceeded to brew a reeking jorum of rum- 
punch therein, stirring up and amalgamating the materials 
with a pestle in a very creditable and apothecary-like manner. 
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Er. Sawyer, being a bachelor, had only one tumbler in the 
onse, which was assigned to Mr. Winkle as a compliment to 
be visiter ; Mr. Ben Allen being accommodated with a funnel 
ith a cork in the narrow end, and Bob Sawyer contenting 
imaelf with one of those wide-lipped crystal vessels inscribed 
ith a variety of cabalistic characters ; in which chemists are 
rout to measure out their liquid drugs in compoimding pre- 
sriptions. These preliminaries adjusted, the punch was tasted, 
Dd pronounced excellent; and it having been arranged that 
Job Sawyer and Ben Allen should be considered at liberty to 
11 twice to Mr. Winkle's once, they started fair, with great 
A^flfaction and good-fellowship. 

There was no singing, because Mr. Bob Sawyer said it 
rouldn't look professional; but to make amends for this 
eprivation there was so much talking and laughing that it 
light have been heard, and very likely was, at the end of the 
treet; which conversation materially lightened the hours and 
cnproved the mind of Mr. Bob Sawyer's boy, who, instead of 
tevoting the evening to his ordinary occupation of writing his 
tame on the counter, and rubbing it out again, peeped through 
be glass door, and thus listened and looked on, at the same 
ime. 

The mirth of Mr. Bob Sawyer was rapidly ripening into the 
arious ; Mr. Ben Allen was fast relapsing into the sentimental ; 
nd the punch had well-nigh disappeared altogether ; when the 
oy, hastily running in, announced that a young woman had 
ast come over to say that Sawyer, late Nockemorf, was wanted 
irectly, a couple of streets oflF. This broke up the party. Mr. 
{ob Sawyer, understanding the message, after some twenty 
epetitions, tied a wet cloth round his head to sober himself, 
nd having partially succeeded, put on his green spectacles and 
isued forth. Resisting all entreaties to stay till he came back, 
nd finding it quite impossible to engage Mr. Ben Allen in any 
itelligible conversation on the subject nearest his heart, or indeed 
n any other, Mr. Winkle took his departure, and returned to 
lie Bush. 

The anxiety of his mind, and the numerous meditations which 
Irabella had awakened, prevented his share of the mortar 
f punch producing that effect upon him which it would have 
lad, under other circumstances. So, after taking a glass of 
oda-water and brandy at the bar, he turned into the coffee- 
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room, dispirited rather than elevated by the occurrences of the 
evening. 

Sitting in front of the fire, with his back towards him, was 
a tallish gentleman in a great coat, the only other occupant of 
the room. It was rather a cool evening for the season of the 
year, and the gentleman drew his chair aside to afford the new- 
comer a sight of the fire. What were Mr. "Winkle's feelings 
when, in so doing, he disclosed to view the face and figure of 
the vindictive and sanguinary Dowler ! 

Mr. Winkle's first impulse was to give a violent pull at the 
nearest bell-handle, but that unfortunately happened to be imme- 
diately behind Mr. Bowler's head. He had made one step 
towards it, before he checked himself. As he did so, Mr. 
Dowler very hastily drew back. 

" Mr. Winkle, sir. Be calm. Don't strike me. I won't bear 
it. A blow ! Never ! " said Mr. Dowler, looking meeker than 
Mr. Winkle had expected in a gentleman of his ferocity. 

" A blow, sir ? " stammered Mr. Winkle. 

" A blow, sir," replied Dowler. " Compose your feelings. 
Sit down. Hear me." 

" Sir," said Mr. Winkle, trembling from head to foot, " before 
I consent to sit down beside, or opposite you, without the presence 
of a waiter, I must be secured by some further imderstanding. 
You used a threat against me last night, sir — a dreadful threat, 
sir." Here Mr. Winkle turned very pale indeed, and stopped 
short. 

*^ I did," said Dowler, with a countenance almost as white as 
Mr. Winkle's. " Circumstances were suspicious. They have 
been explained. I respect your bravery. Your feeling is upright 
Conscious innocence. There 's my hand. Grasp it." 

'^ Really, sir," said Mr. Winkle, hesitating whether to give 
his hand or not, and almost fearing that it was demanded in 
order that he might be taken at an advantage, " really, sir, I — ■' 

'' I know what you mean," interposed Dowler. ** You feel 
aggrieved. Very natural. So should I. I was wrong. I beg 
your pardon. Be friendly. Forgive me." With this, Dowler 
fairly forced his hand upon Mr. Winkle, and shaking it with 
the utmost vehemence, declared he was a fellow of extreme 
spirit, and he had a higher opinion of him than ever. 

*' Now," said Dowler, " sit down. Relate it all. How did 
you fmd me ? When did you follow ? Be frank. Tell me." 




/.'.• 
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About half-past twelve o'clock, when Mr. Winkle had been 
revelling some twenty minutes in the full luxury of his first 
sleep, he was suddenly awakened by a loud knocking at his 
chamber-door, which, being repeated with increcLsed vehemence, 
caused him to start up in bed, and inquire who was there, and 
what the matter was. 

^* Please, sir, here 's a young man which says he must see you 
directly,'' responded the voice of the chamber-maid. 

" A young man ! " exclaimed Mr. Winkle. 

"No mistake about that 'ere, sir," replied another voice 
through the key-hole ; " and if that wery same interestin' young 
creetur ain't let in vithout delay, it 's wery possible as his legs 
vill enter afore his coxmtenance." The young man gave a gentle 
kick at one of the lower panels of the door, after he had given 
utterance to this hint, as if to add force and point to the 
remark. 

" Is that you, Sam ? " inquired Mr. Winkle, springing out of 
bed. 

" Quite impossible to identify any gen'lm'n vith any degree 
o' mental satisfaction vithout lookin' at him, sir," replied the 
voice dogmatically. 

!Mr. Winkle, not much doubting who the young man was, 
unlocked the door; which he had no sooner done than Mr. 
Samuel Weller entered with great precipitation, and, carefully 
relocking it on the inside, deliberately put the key in his 
waistcoat pocket ; and, after surveying Mr. Winkle from head 
to foot, said : — 

" You 're a wery humourous young gen'lm'n, you air, sir ! " 

" What do you mean by this conduct, Sam ? " inquired Mr. 
Winkle indignantly. " Get out, sir, this instant. WTiat do 
you mean, sir ? " 

" \Miat do / mean," retorted Sam ; " come, sir, this is rayther 
too rich, as the young lady said wen she remonstrated with the 
pastry-cook, arter he 'd sold her a pork pie as had got nothin' 
but fat inside. What do / mean ! Well, that ain't a bad 'im, 
that ain't." 

^* Unlock that door, and leave this room immediately, sir," 
said Mr. Winkle. 

" I shall leave this here room, sir, just precisely at the wery 
same moment as you leaves it," responded Sam, speaking in a 
forcible manner, and seating himself with perfect gravity. " If 
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I find it necessary to carry you away, pick-a-back, o' course I 
shall leave it the least bit o' time possible afore you ; but allow 
me to express a hope as you won't reduce me to ex-tremities : 
in saying wich I merely quote wot the nobleman said to the 
fractious pennywinkle ven he vould n't come out of his shell by 
means of a pin, and he consequently began to be afeerd that he 
should be obliged to crack him in the parlour door." At the 
end of this address, which was unusually lengthy for him, Mr. 
AVeller planted his hands on his knees, and looked full in Mr. 
Winkle's face, with an expression of countenance which showed 
that he had not the remotest intention of being trifled with. 

" You 're a amiably disposed young man, sir, I don't think," 
resumed Mr. Weller, in a tone of moral reproof, ^*to go 
inwolving our precious governor in all sorts o' fanteegs, wen 
he 's made up his mind to go through every think for principle. 
You 're far worse nor Dodson, sir ; and as for Fogg, I consider 
him a bom angel to you ! " Mr. Weller, having accompanied 
this last sentiment with an emphatic slap on each knee, folded 
his arms with a look of great disgust, and threw himself back 
in his chair, as if awaiting the criminal's defence. 

*^ My good fellow," said Mr. Winkle, extending his hand, 
his teeth chattering all the time he spoke, for he had been 
standing, during the whole of Mr. Weller's lecture, in his night- 
gear ; " my good fellow, I respect your attachment to my 
excellent friend, and I am very sorry, indeed, to have added to 
his causes for disquiet. There, Sam, there ! " 

" Well," said Sam, rather sulkily, but giving the profiTered 
hand a respectful shake at the same time ; '^ well, so you 
ought to be, and I am wery glad to find you air ; for, if I can 
help it, I won't have him put upon by nobody, and that 's all 
about it." 

" Certainly not, Sam," said Mr. Winkle. " There ! Now go 
to bed, Sam, and we '11 talk further about this, in the morning." 

" I 'm wery sorry," said Sam, " but I can't go to bed." 

" Not go to bed ! " repeated Mr. Winkle. 

" No," said Sam, shaking his head, " can't be done." 

** You don't mean to say you 're going back to-night, Sam," 
urged Mr. Winkle, greatly surprised. 

" Not unless you particklerly wish it," replied Sam ; " but 
I mustn't leave this here room. The governor's orders wos 
peremptory." 
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^' Nonsense, Sam," said Mr. Winkle, '' I must stop here two 
or three days ; and more than that, Sam, you must stop here 
too, to assist me in gaining an' interview with a young lady — 
Miss Allen, Sam ; you rememher her — whom I must and will 
see hefore I leave Bristol" 

But in reply to each of these positions, Sam shook his head 
with great firmness, and energetically replied, ''It can't he 
done." 

After a great deal of argument and representation on the part 
of Mr. Winkle, however, and a full disclosure of what had passed 
in the interview with Dowler, Sam h^;an to waver; and 
at length a compromise was effected, of which the following 
were the main and principal conditions : — 

That Sam should retire, and leave Mr. Winkle in the undis- 
turhed possession of his apartment, on condition that he had 
permission to lock the door on the outside, and carry off the 
key ; provided always, that in the event of an alarm of fire, 
or other dangerous contingency, the door should he instantly 
unlocked. That a letter should he written to Mr. Pickwick 
early next morning, and forwarded per Dowler, requesting his 
consent to Sam and Mr. Winkle's remaining at Bristol, for the 
purpose and with the object already assigned, and begging an 
answer by the next coach ; if favourable, the aforesaid parties to 
remain accordingly, and, if not, to return to Bath immediately 
on the receipt thereof. And, lastly, that Mr. Winkle should 
be understood as distinctly pledging himself not to resort to the 
window, fireplace, or other surreptitious mode of escape in the 
mean while. These stipulations having been concluded, Sam 
locked the door and departed. 

He had nearly got down stairs, when he stopped, and drew 
the key from his pocket. 

" I quit<5 forgot about the knockin' down," said Sam, half 
turning back. " The governor distinctly said it wos to be done ; 
amazin' stupid o' me, that 'ere ! Never mind," said Sam, 
brightening up, "it's easily done to-morrow, anyvays." 

Apparently much consoled by this reflection, Mr. Weller once 
more deposited the key in his pocket, and, descending the 
remainder of the stairs without any fresh visitations of con- 
science, was soon, in common with the other inmates of the 
house, buried in profoimd repose. 
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CHAPTER XXXrX 

ICR. SAMUEL WELLER, BEING ENTRUSTED WITH A MISSION OF 
LOVE, PROCEEDS TO EXECUTE IT: WITH WHAT SUCCESS WILL 
HEREINAFTER APPEAR. 

During the whole of next day, Sam kept Mr. Winkle 
steadily in sight, fully determined not to take his eyes off him 
for one instant, until he should receive express instructions from 
the fountain-head. However disagreeable Sam's very close 
watch and great vigilance were to Mr. Winkle, he thought it 
better to bear with them, than, by any act of violent opposition, 
to hazard being carried away by force, which Mr. Weller more 
than once strongly hinted was the line of conduct that a strict 
sense of duty prompted him to pursue. There is little reason 
to doubt that Sam would very speedily have quieted his scruples, 
by bearing Mr. Winkle back to Bath, bound hand and foot, 
had not Mr. Pickwick's prompt attention to the note, which 
Dowler had undertaken to deliver, forestalled any such pro- 
ceeding. In short, at eight o'clock in the evening, Mr. Pickwick 
himself walked into the coffee-room of the Bush tavern, and 
told Sam with a smile, to his very great relief, that he had done 
quite right, and it was unnecessary for him to mount guard any 
longer. 

" I thought it better to come myself," said Mr. Pickwick, 
addressing Mr. Winkle, as Sam disencumbered him of his great 
coat and travelling shawl, "to ascertain, before I gave my 
consent to Sam's employment in this matter, that you are quite 
in earnest and serious, with respect to this young lady." 

" Serious, from my heart — from my soul ! " returned Mr. 
Winkle, with great energy. 

" Remember," said Mr. Pickwick, with beaming eyes, " we 
met her at our excellent and hospitable friend's. Winkle. It 
would be an ill return to tamper, lightly, and without due 
consideration, with this young lady's affections. I '11 not allow 
that, sir — I '11 not allow it." 
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" I have no such intention, indeed/' exclaimed Mr. Winkle 
wannly. " I have considered the matter well, for a long time, 
and I feel that my happiness is bound up in her." 

" That 's wot we call tying it up in a small parcel, sir," 
interposed Mr. Weller, with an agreeable smile. 

Mr. Winkle looked somewhat stem at this interruption, and 
Mr. Pickwick angrily requested his attendant not to jest with 
one of the best feelings of our nature ; to which Sam replied, 
" That he would n't, if he was aware on it ; but there were so 
many on 'em, that he hardly know'd which was the best ones 
wen he heerd 'em mentioned." 

Mr. Winkle then recounted what had passed between himself 
and Mr. Ben Allen, relative to Arabella ; stated that bis object 
was to gain an interview with the young lady, and make a formal 
disclosure of his passion ; and declared his conviction, founded 
on certain dark hints and mutterings of the aforesaid Ben, that, 
wherever she was at present immured, it was somewhere near 
the Downs. And this was his whole stock of knowledge or 
suspicion on the subject. 

With this very slight clue to guide him, it was determined 
that Mr. Weller should start next moniing on an expedition of 
discovery ; it was also arranged that Mr. Pickwick and Mr. 
Winkle, who were less confident of their powers, should parade 
the town meanwhile, and accidentally drop in upon Mr. Bob 
Sawyer in the course of the day, in the hope of seeing or 
hearing something of the young lady's whereabout. 

Accordingly, next morning, Sam Weller issued forth upon 
his quest, in no way daunted by the very discouraging prospect 
before him ; and away he walked, up one street and down 
another — we were going to say, up one hill and down another, 
only it 's all uphill at Clifton — without meeting with anything 
or anybody that tended to throw the faintest light upon the 
matter in hand. Many were the colloquies into which Sam entered 
with grooms who were airing horses on roads, and nurse-maids 
who were airing children in lanes ; but nothing could Sam elicit 
from either the first mentioned or the last, which bore the 
slightest reference to the object of his artfully prosecuted 
inquiries. There were a great many young ladies in a great 
many houses, the greater part whereof were shrewdly suspected 
by the male and female domestics to be deeply attached to 
somebody, or perfectly ready to become so, if opportunity 
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dfiered. But as none among these young ladies was Miss 
Arabella Allen^ the information left Sam at exactly the old 
point of wisdom at which he had stood before. 

Sam struggled across the Downs against a good high wind, 
wondering whether it was always necessary to hold your hat on 
with both hands in that part of the coimtry, and came to a shady 
bye-place, about which were sprinkled several little villas of quiet 
and secluded appearance. Outside a stable-door at the bottom 
of a long back lane without a thoroughfare, a groom in imdress 
was idling about, apparently persuading himself that he was 
doing something with a spade and a wheelbarrow. We may 
remark, in this place, that we have scarcely ever seen a groom 
near a stable, in his lazy moments, who has not been, to a 
greater or less extent, the victim of this singular delusion. 

Sam thought he might as well talk to this groom as to any 
one else, especially as he was very tired with walking, and there 
was a good large stone just opposite the wheelbarrow ; so he 
strolled down the lane, and, seating himself on the stone, opened 
a conversation with the ease and freedom for which he was 
remarkable. 

" Momin', old friend," said Sam. 

" Artemoon, you mean," replied the groom, casting a surly 
look at Sam. 

" You 're wery right, old friend," said Sam ; "I do mean 
artemoon. How are you ? " 

"Why, I don't find myself much the better for seeing of 
you," replied the ill-tempered groom. 

"That's wery odd — that is," said Sam, "for you look so 
oncommon cheerful, and seem altogether so lively, that it does 
viin's heart good to see you." 

The surly groom looked surlier still at this, but not sufficiently 
so to produce any effect upon Sam, who immediately inquired, 
with a countenance of great anxiety, whether his master's name 
was not Walker. 

" No, it ain't," said the groom. 

" Nor Brown, I s'pose ? " said Sam. 

"No, it ain't." 

" Nor Vilson ? " 

" No ; nor that neither," said the groom. 

" Veil," replied Sam, " then I 'm mistaken, and he has n't 
got the honour o' my acquaintance, which I thought he had. 

VOL. II. 
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Don't wait here out o' compliment to me," said Sam, as the 
groom wheeled in the barrow, and prepared to shut the gate. 
" Ease afore ceremony, old boy ; I '11 excuse you." 

" I 'd knock your head off for half a crown," said the surly 
groom, bolting one half of the gate. 

" Could n't afford to have it done on those terms," rejoined 
Sam. " It 'ud be worth a life's board vages, at least, to you, 
and 'ud be cheap at that. Make my compliments in-doors. 
Tell 'em not to vait dinner for me, and say they need n't mind 
puttin' any by, for it '11 be cold afore I come in." 

In reply to this, the groom, waxing very wroth, muttered a 
desire to damage somebody's person ; but disappeared without 
carrying it into execution, slamming the door angrily after him, 
and wholly imheeding Sam's affectionate request that he would 
leave him a lock of his hair before he went. 

Sam continued to sit on the large stone, meditating upon what 
was best to be done, and revolving in his mind a plan for 
knocking at all the doors within five miles of Bristol : taking 
them at a hundred and fifty or two himdred a day, and endeav- 
ouring to find Miss Arabella by that expedient, when accident, 
all of a sudden, threw in his way what he might have sat there 
for a twelvemonth and yet not found without it. 

Into the lane where he sat there opened three or four garden- 
gates, belonging to as many houses, which, though detached from 
each other, were only separated by their gardens. As these 
were large and long, and well planted with trees, the houses 
were not only at some distance off, but the greater part of them 
were nearly concealed from view. Sam was sitting with his 
eyes fixed upon the dust-heap, outside the next gate to that by 
which the groom had disappeared, profoundly turning over in 
his mind the difficulties of his present undertaking, when the 
gate opened, and a female servant came out into the lane to shake 
some bedside carpets. 

Sam was so very Inisy with his own thoughts that it is probable 
he would have taken no more notice of the young woman than 
just raising his head and remarking that she had a very neat and 
pretty figure, if his feelings of gallantry had not been most 
strongly roused by observing that she had no one to help her, 
and that the carj)ets seemed too heavy for her single strength. 
Mr. Weller was a gentleman of great gallantry in his own way, 
and he no sooner remarked this circumstance than he hastily rose 
from the large stone, and advanced towards her. 
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" My dear," said Sam, sliding up with an air of great respect, 
"you'll spile that wery pretty figure out o' all proportion, if 
you shake them carpets by yourself. Let me help you." 

The young lady, who had been coyly affecting not to know 
that a gentleman was so near, turned round as Sam spoke — no 
doubt (indeed she said so, afterwards) to decline this offer from 
a perfect stranger — when, instead of speaking, she started back, 
and uttered a half-suppressed scream. Sam was scarcely less 
staggered, for in the countenance of the well-shaped female 
servant he beheld the very features of his Valentine, the pretty 
house-maid from Mr. Nupkins's. 

" Wy, Mary, my dear ! " said Sam. 

" Lauk, Mr. Weller," said Mary, " how you do frighten one ! " 

Sam made no verbal answer to this complaint, nor can we 
precisely say what reply he did make. We merely know that 
filter a short pause Mary said, " Lor do adun, Mr. Weller ! " 
and that his hat had fallen off a few moments before — from 
both of which tokens we should be disposed to infer that one 
kiss, or more, had passed between the parties. 

" Why, how did you come here ? " said Mary, when the 
conversation to which this interruption had been offered was 
resumed. 

" C course I came to look arter you, my darlin'," replied 
Mr. Weller, for once, permitting his passion to get the better 
of his veracity. 

" And how did you know I was here ? " inquired Mary. 
" Who could have told you that I took another service at Ips- 
wich, and that they afterwards moved all the way here ? Who 
could have told you that, Mr. Weller ? '* 

" Ah, to be sure," said Sam, with a cunning look, " that 's 
the pint. WTio could ha' told me ? " 

" It was n't Mr. Muzzle, was it ? " inquired Mary. 

" Oh, no," replied Sam, with a solemn shake of the head, " it 
wam't him." 

" It must have been the cook," said Mary. 

" 0' course it must," said Sam. 

" Well, I never heard the like of that ! " exclaimed Mary. 

** No more did I," said Sam. " But, Mary, my dear — " here 
Sam's manner grew extremely affectionate — " Mary, my dear, 
I 've got another affair in hand as is wery pressin'. There 's one 
o' my governor's friends — Mr. Winkle, you remember him." 



180 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF 

" Him in the green coat ? " said Mary. " Oh, yes, I remember 
him." 

" Well,'* said Sam, " he 's in a horrid state o' love ; reg'larly 
comfoozled and done over with it." 

" Lor ! " interposed Mary. 

" Yes," said Sam ; " but that 's nothin' if we could find out 
the young 'ooman ; " and here Sam, with many digressions upon 
the personal beauty of Mary, and the unspeakable tortures he 
had experienced since he last saw her, gave a faithful account 
of Mr. Winkle's present predicament. 

" Well ! " said Mary, " I never did ! " 

"C course not," said Sam, " and nobody never did, nor never 
vill neither ; and here am I a walkin' about like the wandering 
Jew — a sportin' character you have perhaps heerd on, Mary, 
my dear, as wos alvays doin' a match agin' time, and never 
vent to sleep — lookin' arter this here Miss Arabella Allen." 

" Miss who ? " said Mary, in great astonishment. 

" Miss Arabella Allen," said Sam. 

" Goodness gracious ! " said Mary, pointing to the garden-door, 
which the sulky groom had locked after him. " Why, it 's that 
very house ; she 's been living there these six weeks. Their 
upper house-maid, which is lady's maid too, told me all about it 
over the wash-house palin's before the family was out of bed, 
one mornin'." 

" Wot, the wery next door to you ? " said Sam. 

" The very next," replied Mary. 

Mr. Weller was so deeply overcome on receiving this intel- 
ligence that he found it absolutely necessary to cling to his fair 
informant for support ; and divers little love passages had passed 
between them before he was sufficiently collected to return to 
the subject. 

** Veil," said Sam, at length, " if tliis don't beat cock-fightin', 
nothin' never vill, as the Lord Mayor said ven the chief sec- 
retary o' state proposed his missis's health arter dinner. That 
wery next house ! Wy, I 've got a message to her as I 've been 
a try in' all day to deliver." 

** Ah," said Mary, " but you can't deliver it now, because she 
only walks in the garden in the evening, and then only for a 
very little time ; she never goes out without the old lady.'' 

Sam ruminated for a few moments, and finally hit upon the 
following plan of operations : that he should return just at 
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dusk — the time at which Arabella invariably took her walk — 
and, being admitted by Mary into the garden of the house to 
which she belonged, contrive to scramble up the wall beneath 
the overhanging boughs of a large pear-tree, which would effec- 
tually screen him from observation ; there deliver his message, 
and arrange, if possible, an interview on behalf of Mr. Winkle 
for the ensuing evening at the same hour. Having made this 
arrangement with great despatch, he assisted Mary in the long- 
deferred occupation of shaking the carpets. 

It is not half as innocent a thing as it looks, that shaking 
little pieces of carpet — at least, there may be no great harm 
in the shaking, but the folding is a very insidious process. So 
long as the shaking lasts, and the two parties are kept the 
carpet's length apart, it is as innocent an amusement as can 
well be devised ; but when the folding begins, and the distance 
between them gets gradually lessened from one-half its former 
length to a quarter, and then to an eighth, and then to a six- 
teenth, and then to a thirty-second, if the carpet be long enough, 
it becomes dangerous. We do not know, to a nicety, how many 
pieces of carpet were folded in this instance, but we can venture 
to state that, as many pieces as there were, so many times did 
Sam kiss the pretty house-maid. 

Mr. Weller regaled himself with moderation at the nearest 
tavern until it was nearly dusk, and then returned to the lane 
without the thoroughfare. Having been admitted into the 
garden by Mary, and, having received from that lady simdry 
admonitions concerning the safety of his limbs and neck, Sam 
mounted into the pear-tree to wait imtil Arabella should come 
in sight. 

He waited so long without this anxiously expected event 
occurring that he began to think it was not going to take 
place at all, when he heard light footsteps upon the gravel, and 
immediately afterwards beheld Arabella walking pensively down 
the garden. As soon as she came nearly below the tree, Sam 
began, by way of gently indicating his presence, to make sundry 
diabolical noises similar to those which would probably be nat- 
ural to a person of middle age who had been afflicted with a 
combination of inflammatory sore throat, croup, and whooping- 
cough from his earliest infancy. 

Upon this, the young lady cast a hurried glance towards the spot 
from whence the dreadful sounds proceeded ; and her previous 
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alarm being not at all diminished when she saw a man among 
the branches, she would most certainly have decamped, and 
alarmed the house, had not fear fortunately deprived her of the 
power of moving, and caused her to sink down on a garden-seat, 
which happened by good luck to be near at hand. 

'^ She 's a going off,'' soliloquised Sam, in great perplexity. 
*' Wot a thing it is, as these here young creeturs will go a faintin' 
avay just wen they ought n't to. Here, young 'ooman. Miss 
Sawbones, Mrs. Vinkle, don't ! " 

Whether it was the magic of Mr. Winkle's name, or the 
coolness of the open air, or some recollection of Mi. Wei- 
ler's voice, that revived Arabella, matters not She raised her 
head and languidly inquired, ^' Who 's that, and what do you 
want ? " 

'^ Hush ! " said Sam, swinging himself on to the wall, and 
crouching there in as small a compass as he could reduce himself 
to, " only me, miss, only me." 

'^ Mr. Pickwick's servant ! " said Arabella earnestly. 

" The wery same, miss," replied Sam. " Here 's Mr. Vinkle 
reg'larly sewed up vith desperation, miss." 

" Ah ! " said Arabella, drawing nearer the wall. 

" Ah, indeed,'' said Sam. " Ve thought ve should ha' been 
obliged to straight-veskit him last night ; he 's been a ra^-in' all 
day ; and he says if he can't see you afore to-morrow night 's 
over, he vishes he may be somethin'-impleasanted if he don't 
drownd his-self." 

"Oh, no, no, Mr. Weller ! " said Arabella, clasping her hands. 

*^ That 's wot he says, miss," replied Sam. " He 's a man of 
his word, and it 's my opinion he '11 do it, miss. He 's heerd all 
about vou from the Sawbones in barnacles." 

" From my brother ! " said Arabella, having some faint 
recognition of Sam's description. 

" I don't rightly know which is your brother, miss," replied 
Sam. "Is it the dirtiest vim o' the two ? " 

" Yes, yes, Mr. Weller," returned Arabella, " go on. Make 
haste, pray." 

" Well, miss," said Sam, " he 's heerd all about it from liim ; 
and it 's the gov'nor's opinion that if you don't see him wer}' 
quick, the Sawbones as we 've been a speakin' on 'ull get as 
much extra lead in his head as '11 damage the dewelopment o' 
the orgins if they ever put it in spirits artervards." 




THE PICKWICK CLUB 183 

" Oh, what can I do to prevent these dreadful quarrels ! " 
exclaimed Arahella. 

<^ It 's the suspicion of a priory 'tachment as is the cause of it 
all," replied Sam. " You 'd hetter see him, miss." 

" But how ? — where ? " cried Arabella. " I dare not leave 
the house alone. My brother is so unkind, so imreasonable ! 
I know how strange my talking thus to you must appear, Mr. 
Weller, but I am very, very unhappy — " and here poor Ara- 
hella wept so bitterly that Sam grew chivalrous. 

" It may seem wery strange talkin' to me about these here 
affairs, miss," said Sam, with great vehemence ; " but all I can 
say is that I 'm not only ready but villin' to do any thin* as '11 
make matters agreeable ; and if chuckin' either o' them Saw- 
boneses out o' winder 'ull do it, I 'm the man." As Sam Weller 
said this, he tucked up his wristbands, at the imminent hazard 
of falling off the wall in so doing, to intimate his readiness to 
set to work immediately. 

Flattering as these professions of good feeling were, Arabella 
resolutely declined (most unaccountably, as Sam thought) to 
avail herself of them. For some time she strenuously refused 
to grant Mr. Winkle the interview Sam had so pathetically 
requested ; but at length, when the conversation threatened to 
be interrupted by the unwelcome arrival of a third party, she 
hurriedly gave him to understand, with many professions of 
gratitude, that it was barely possible she might be in the garden 
an hour later, next evening. Sam understood this, perfectly 
well ; and Arabella, bestowing upon him one of her sweetest 
smiles, tripped gracefully away, leaving Mr. Weller in a state of 
very great admiration of her charms, both personal and mental. 

Having descended in safety from the wall, and not forgotten 
to devote a few moments to his own particular business in the 
same department, Mr. Weller then made the best of his way 
back to The Bush, where his prolonged absence had occasioned 
much speculation and some alarm. 

" We must be careful," said Mr. Pickwick, after listening 
attentively to Sam's tale, " not for our own sakes, but for that 
of the young lady. We must be very cautious." 

" FFe.'" said Mr. Winkle, with marked emphasis. 

Mr. Pickwick's momentary look of indignation at the tone 
of this remark subsided into his characteristic expression of 
benevolence, as he replied : — 
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" We, sir ! I shall accompany you." 

" You ! '' said Mr. Winkle. 

" I," replied Mr. Pickwick mildly. " In affording you this 
interview, the young lady has taken a natural, perhaps, but still 
a very imprudent step. If I am present at the meeting — a 
mutual friend, who is old enough to be the father of both 
parties — the voice of calumny can never be raised against her, 
hereafter." 

Mr. Pickwick's eyes lightened with honest exultation at his 
own foresight, as he spoke thus. Mr. Winkle was touched at 
this little trait of his delicate respect for the young prot6g4e of 
his friend, and took his hand with a feeling of regard, akin to 
veneration. 

" You shall go," said Mr. Winkle. 

" I will," said Mr. Pickwick. " Sam, have my great coat 
and shawl ready, and order a conveyance to be at the door 
to-morrow evening, rather earlier than is absolutely necessary, 
in order that we may be in good time." 

Mr. Weller touched his hat as an earnest of his obedience, 
and withdrew to make all needful preparations for the expedition. 

The coach was punctual to the time appointed ; and Mr. 
Weller, after duly installing Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Winkle 
inside, took his seat on the box by the driver. They alighted, 
as had been agreed on, about a quarter of a mile from the place 
of rendezvous, and, desiring the coachman to await their return, 
proceeded the remaining distance on foot. 

It was at this stage of the undertaking that Mr. Pickwick, 
with many smiles and various other indications of great self- 
satisfaction, produced from one of his coat-pockets a dark lantern, 
with which he had specially provided himself for the occasion, 
and the great mechanical beauty of which he proceeded to 
explain to Mr. Winkle, as they walked along, to the no small 
surprise of the few stragglers they met. 

*^ I should have been the better for something of this kind 
in my last garden expedition, at night, eh, Sam ? " said !Mr. 
Pickwick, looking good-humouredly round at his follower, who 
was trudging behind. 

ii Wery nice things, if they 're managed properly, sir," replied 
Mr. Weller ; " but when you don't want to be seen, I think 
they 're more useful arter the candle 's gone out than wen it 's 
alight." 
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Mr. Pickwick appeared struck by Sam's remark, for he put 
the lantern into his pocket again, and they walked on in silence. 

"Down here, sir," said Sam. " Let me lead the way. This 
is the lane, sir." 

Down the lane they went, and dark enough it was. Mr. 
Pickwick brought out the lantern, once or twice, as they groped 
their way along, and threw a very brilliant little tunnel of light 
before them, about a foot in diameter. It was very pretty to 
look at, but seemed to have the effect of rendering surrounding 
objects rather darker than before. 

At length they arrived at the large stone. Here Sam recom- 
mended his master and Mr. Winkle to seat themselves, while he 
reconnoitred, and ascertained whether Mary was yet in waiting. 

After an absence of five or ten minutes, Sam returned, to say 
that the gate was opened, and all quiet. Following him with 
stealthy tread, Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Winkle soon foimd them- 
selves in the garden. Here everybody said " Hush ! " a good 
many times ; and that being done, no one seemed to have any 
very distinct apprehension of what was to be done next. 

" Is Miss Allen in the garden yet, Mary ? " inquired Mr. 
Winkle, much agitated. 

" I don't know, sir," replied the pretty house-maid. " The 
best thing to be done, sir, will be for Mr. Weller to give you 
a hoist up into the tree, and perhaps Mr. Pickwick will have 
the goodness to see that nobody comes up the lane, while I 
watch at the other end of the garden. Goodness gracious, 
what 's that ? " 

" That 'ere blessed lantern 'ull be the death on us all," 
exclaimed Sam peevishly. " Take care wot you 're a doin' on, 
sir ; you 're a sendin' a blaze o' light right into the back parlour 
winder." 

" Dear me ! " said Mr. Pickwick, turning hastily aside, " I 
did n't mean to do that." 

" Now it 's in the next house, sir," remonstrated Sam. 

" Bless my heart ! " exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, turning round 
again. 

" Now it 's in the stable, and they '11 think the place is 
afire," said Sam. " Shut it up, sir, can't you ? " 

" It 's the most extraordinary lantern I ever met with, in all 
my life ! " exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, greatly bewildered by the 
effects he had so unintentionally produced. " I never saw such 
a powerful reflector." 
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*^ It '11 be vun too poweiful for us, if yoa keep Uaiin' a¥ 
in that maimer^ sir/' replied Sam, as Mr. Pickwick, after vario 
unsaccessful efforts, managed to close the slide. '^ There 'a i 
young lady's footsteps. Now, Mr. Vinkle, sir, up vith you." 

*^ Stop, stop ! " said Mr. Pickwick, ** I must speak to li 
first. Help me up, Sam." 

*^ (3ently, sir," said Sam, planting his head against the wa 
and making a platform of his back. ^' Step a top o* that 'e 
flower-pot, sir. Now, then, up vith you." 

** I 'm afraid I shall hurt you, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick* 

'^ Never mind me, sir," replied SauL " Lend him a han 
Mr. Vinkle, sir. Steady, sir, steady. That 's the time o* day ! 

As Sam spoke, Mr. Pickwick, by exertions almost si^ 
natural in a gentleman of his years and weight, contrived 
get upon Sam's back ; and Sam gently raising hhnself up, ai 
Mr. Pickwick holding on fast by the top of the wall, while U 
Winkle clasped him tight by the 1^, they contriyed by the 
means to bring his spectacles just above the level of the copin 

** My dear," said Mr. Pickwick, looking over the wall, ai 
catching sight of Arabella, on the other side. '^ Don't 1 
frightened, my dear, 't is only me." 

" Oh, pray go away, Mr. Pickwick," said Arabella. " T< 
them all to go away. I am so dreadfully frightened. Dec 
dear Mr. Pickwick, don't stop there. You 'U fall down ai 
kill yourself, I know you will." 

" Now, pray don't alarm yourself, my dear," said Mr. Pic 
wick soothingly. *' There is not the least cause for fear, I assu 
you. Stand firm, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick, looking down. 

"All right, sir," replied Mr. Weller. "Don't be long 
than you can conweniently help, sir. You 're rayther heavy.' 

" Only another moment, Sam," replied Mr. Pickwick. 

" I merely wished you to know, my dear, that I should n 
have allowed my young friend to see you in this clandestu 
way, if the situation in which you are placed had left him ai 
alternative ; and lest the impropriety of this step should cau 
you any uneasiness, my love, it may be a satisfaction to you 
know that I am present. That 's all, my dear." 

" Indeed, Mr. Pickwick, I am very much obliged to you i 
your kindness and consideration," replied Arabella, drying h 
tears with her handkerchief. She would probably have sa 
much more, had not Mr. Pickwick's head disappeared wi 
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great swiftness, in consequence of a false step on Sam's shoulder, 
which brought him suddenly to the ground. He was up again 
in an instant, however, and, bidding Mr. Winkle make haste 
and get the interview over, ran out into the lane to keep watch, 
with all the coun^ and ardour of a youth. Mr. Winkle 
himself, inspired by the occasion, was on the wall in a moment ; 
merely pausing to request Sam to be careful of his master. 

*' I '11 take care on him, sir," replied Sam. '^ Leave him 
to me." 

" Where is he ? What 's he doing, Sam ? " inquired Mr. 
\^nkle. 

^* Bless his old gaiters," rejoined Sam, looking out at the 
garden-door. '^ He 's a keepin' guard in the lane vith that 'ere 
dark lantern, like a amiable Guy Fawkes ! I never see such a 
fine creetur in my days. Blessed if I don't think his heart must 
ha' been bom five-and-twenty year arter his body, at least ! " 

Mr. Winkle stayed not to hear the encomium upon his 
friend. He had dropped from the wall; thrown himself at 
Arabella's feet ; and by this time was pleading the sincerity of 
his passion with an eloquence worthy even of Mr. Pickwick 
himself. 

While these things were going on in the open air, an elderly 
gentleman of scientific attainments was seated in his library, 
two or three houses off, writing a philosophical treatise, and 
ever and anon moistening his clay and his labours with a glass 
of claret from a venerable-looking bottle which stood by his 
side. In the agonies of composition, the elderly gentleman 
looked sometimes at the carpet, sometimes at the ceiling, and 
sometimes at the wall ; and when neither carpet, ceiling, nor 
wall afforded the requisite degree of inspiration, he looked out 
of the window. 

In one of these pauses of invention, the scientific gentleman 
was gazing abstractedly on the thick darkness outside, when he 
was very much surprised by observing a most brilliant light 
glide through the air, at a short distance above the ground, and 
almost instantaneously vanish. After a short time the phenom- 
enon was repeated, not once or twice, but several times : at last 
the scientific gentleman, laying down his pen, began to consider 
to what natural causes these appearances were to be assigned. 

They were not meteors ; they were too low. They were not 
glow-worms; they were too high. They were not will-o'-the- 
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wigps ; they were not fire-flies ; they were not fire-woiks. ^ 
could they be ? Some extraordinaiy and wonderful phenome 
of nature, which no philosopher had ever seen before ; somett 
which it had been reserved for him alone to discover, and wl 
he should immortalise his name by chronicling for the ben 
of posterity. Full of this idea, the scientific gentleman aei 
his pen again, and committed to paper sundry notes of tl 
unparalleled appearances, with the date, day, hour, minute, ; 
precise second at which they were visiUe : all of which wen 
form the data of a voluminous treatise of great research 
deep learning, which should astonish all the atmospherical si 
that ever drew breath in any part of the civilised globe. 

He threw himself back in his easy chair, wrapped in cont 
plations of his future greatness. The mysterious light appee 
more brilliantly than before; dancing, to all appearance, 
and down the lane, crossing ht)m side to side, and moving 
an orbit as eccentric as comets themselves. 

The scientific gentleman was a bachelor. He had no wifi 
call in and astonish, so he rang the bell for his servant. 

" Pruffle," said the scientific gentleman, '* there is sometl 
very extraordinary in the air to-night. Did you see that 
said the scientific gentleman, pointing out of the window 
the light again became visible. 

" Yes, I did, sir." 

" What do you think of it, Prufiie ? '' 

" Think of it, sir ? '' 

"Yes. You have been bred up in this country. W 
should you say was the cause of those lights now ? " 

The scientific gentleman smilingly anticipated Prufiie's re 
that he could assign no cause for them at all. Pruffle n 
itated. 

" I should say it was thieves, sir," said Pruffle, at length. 

" You 're a fool, and may go down stairs," said the scieni 
gentleman. 

" Thank you, sir," said Pruffle. And down he went. 

But the scientific gentleman could not rest under the idea of 
ingenious treatise he had projected being lost to the world, wl 
must inevitably be the case if the speculation of the ingeni 
Mr. Pruffle were not stifled in its birth. He put on his hat i 
walked quickly down the garden, determined to investigate 
matter to the very bottom. 
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Now, shortly before the scientific gentleman walked out into 
the garden, Mr. Pickwick had run down the lane as fast as he 
ooold, to convey a false alarm that somebody was coming that 
way, occasionally drawing back the slide of the dark lantern to 
keep himself from the ditch. The alarm was no sooner given 
khan Mr. Winkle scrambled back over the wall^ and Arabella 
ran into the house; the garden-gate was shut, and the three 
idventurers were making the best of their way down the lane, 
when they were startled by the scientific gentleman unlocking 
bis garden-gate. 

" Hold hard," whispered Sam, who was, of course, the first of 
the party. " Show a light for just vun second, sir." 

Mr. Pickwick did as he was desired, and Sam seeing a man's 
bead peeping out very cautiously, within half a yard of his own, 
^ve it a gentle tap with his clenched fist, which knocked it, 
with a hollow sound, against the gate. Having performed this 
feat with great suddenness and dexterity, Mr. Weller caught 
Mr. Pickwick up on his back, and followed Mr. Winkle down 
the lane, at a pace which, considering the burden he carried, 
was perfectly astonishing. 

" Have you got your vind back agin, sir ? " inquired Sam, 
when they had reached the end. 

" Quite — quite, now," replied Mr. Pickwick. 

" Then, come along, sir," said Sam, setting his master on his 
feet again. " Come betveen us, sir. Not half a mile to nm. 
Think you 're vinnin' a cup, sir. Now for it ! " 

Thus encouraged, Mr. Pickwick made the very best use of his 
Legs. It may be confidently stated that a pair of black gaiters 
never got over the ground in better style than did those of Mr. 
Pickwick on this memorable occasion. 

The coach was waiting, the horses were fresh, the roads were 
good, and the driver was willing. The whole party arrived in 
safety at The Bush before Mr. Pickwick had recovered his breath. 

" In with you, at once, sir," said Sam, as he helped his master 
out. " Don't stop a second in the street, arter that 'ere exercise. 
Beg your pardon, sir," continued Sam, touching his hat as Mr. 
Winkle descended. "Hope there wam't a priory 'tachment, 
sir?" 

Mr. Winkle grasped his humble friend by the hand, and whis- 
pered in his ear, " It 's all right, Sam ; quite right ; " upon 
which Mr. Weller struck three distinct blows upon his nose in 
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token of intelligenoe ; amiledi winked, and proceeded to pat tb 
steps upi with a countenance expressiye of lively satiafociion. 

As to the scientific gentleman, he demonstrated in a masteil^ 
treatise that these wonderful lights were the effect of electricity 
and clearly proved the same by detailing how a flash of &p 
danced before his eyes when he put his head out of the gate 
and how he received a shock which stunned him for a full quaite 
of an hour afterwards ; which demonstration delighted all tb 
scientific associations beyond measure, and caused him to h 
considered a light of science ever afterwards. 
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CHAPTER XL 

nmODUCBS MR. FICKWICK to a new, and not UNINTERE8TINO 
SCENE, IN THE GREAT DRAMA OF LIFE. 

The remainder of the period which Mr. Pickwick had assigned 
as the duration of the stay at Bath passed over without the 
occanence of anything material. Trinity Term commenced. 
On the expiration of its first week, Mr. Pickwick and his 
friends returned to London ; and the former gentleman, attended 
of course by Sam, straightway repaired to his old quarters at 
the George and Vulture. 

On the third morning after their arrival, just as all the clocks 
in the city were striking nine individually, and somewhere about 
nine hundred and ninety-nine collectively, Sam v/hs taking 
fte air in Greorge Yard, when a queer sort of fresh painted 
Vehicle drove up, out of which there jumped with great agility, 
throwing the reins to a stout man who sat beside him, a queer 
^rt of gentleman, who seemed made for the vehicle, and the 
Vehicle for him. 

The vehicle was not exactly a gig, neither was it a stanhope. 
It was not what is currently denominated a dog-cart, neither 
^as it a taxed-cart, nor a chaise-cart, nor a guillotined cabriolet ; 
and yet it had something of the character of each and every of 
these machines. It was painted a bright yellow, with the 
shafts and wheels picked out in black ; and the driver sat, in 
the orthodox sporting style, on cushions piled about two feet 
above the rail. The horse was a bay, a well-looking animal 
enough; but with something of a flash and dog-fighting air 
about him, nevertheless, which accorded admirably, both with 
the vehicle and his master. 

The master himself was a man of about forty, with black 
hair, and carefully combed whiskers, dressed in a particularly 
gorgeous manner, with plenty of articles of jewellery about 
him — all about three sizes larger than those which are usually 
worn by gentlemen — and a rough great coat to crown the whole. 
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Into one pocket of this great coat he thrust his left hand the 
moment he dismountedy while from the other he drew forth, 
with his right, a very hiight and glaring silk handkerchief, with 
which he whisked a speck or two of dust from his hoots, and 
then, crumpling it in his hand, swaggered up the court. 

It had not escaped Sam's attention that, when this persan 
dismounted, a shabby-looking man in a brown great coat shorn 
of divers buttons, who had been previously slinking about, on the 
opposite side of the way, crossed over, and remained staticmaiy 
dose by. Having something more than a suspicion of the object 
of the gentleman's visit, Sam preceded him to the Geoige and 
Vulture, and, turning sharp round, planted himself in the centre 
of the doorway. 

'^ Now, my fine fellow ! " said the man in the rough ooat, in 
an imperious tone, attempting, at the same time, to push his 
way past 

** Now, sir, wot's the matter ? " replied Sam, returning the 
push with compound interest 

''Gome, none of this, my man; this won't do with me," 
said the owner of the rough coat, raising his voice, and turning 
white. "Here, Smouch!" 

" Well, wot 's amiss here ? " growled the man in the brown 
coat, who had been gradually sneaking up the court during this 
short dialogue. 

" Only some insolence of this young man's," said the principal, 
giving S^m another push. 

" Come, none o' this gammon," growled Smouch, giving him 
another, and a harder one. 

This last push had the effect which it was intended by the 
experienced Mr. Smouch to produce ; for while Sam, anxious 
to return the compliment, was grinding that gentleman's body 
against the door-post, the principal crept past, and made his 
way to the bar, whither Sam, after bandying a few epithetical 
remarks with Mr. Smouch, followed at once. 

" Grood morning, my dear," said the principal, addressing the 
young lady in the bar, with Botany Bay ease and New South 
Wales gentility ; " which is Mr. Pickwick's room, my dear ? " 

" Show him up," said the bar-maid to a waiter, without 
deigning another look at the exquisite, in reply to his inquiry. 

The waiter led the way up stairs as he was desired, and the 
man in the rough coat followed, with Sam behind him ; who. 
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in his progress up the stair-case, indulged in sundry gestures 
indicative of supreme contempt and defiance, to the unspeakable 
gratification of the servants and other lookers-on. Mr. Smouch, 
who was troubled with a hoarse cough, remained below, and 
expectorated in the passage. 

Mr. Pickwick was fast asleep in bed when his early visiter, 
followed by Sam, entered the room. The noise they made in 
so doing awoke him. 

" Shaving water, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick, from within the 
curtains. 

" Shave you directly, Mr. Pickwick," said the visiter, drawing 
one of them back from the bed's head. " I 've got an execution 
against you, at the suit of Bardell. — Here 's the warrant. — 
Common Pleas. — Here 's my card. I suppose you '11 come 
over to my house." Giving Mr. Pickwick a friendly tap on the 
shoulder, the sheriff's officer — for such he was — threw his 
card on the counterpane, and pulled a gold toothpick from his 
waistcoat pocket. 

" Namby 's the name," said the sherifif 's deputy, as Mr. 
Pickwick took his spectacles from imder the pillow, and put 
them on, to read the card. "Namby, Bell Alley, Coleman 
Street." 

At this point Sam Weller, who had had his eyes fixed hitherto 
on Mr. Namby's shining beaver, interfered : — 

" Are you a Quaker ? " said Sam. 

" I '11 let you know who I am, before I 've done with you," 
replied the indignant officer. " I '11 teach you manners, my fine 
fellow, one of these fine mornings." 

" Thank'ee," said Sam. " I '11 do the same for you. Take 
your hat off"." With this, Mr. Weller, in the most dexterous 
manner, knocked Mr. Namby's hat to the other side of the 
room, with such violence that he had very nearly caused him to 
swallow the gold toothpick into the bargain. 

** Observe this, Mr. Pickwick," said the disconcerted officer, 
gasping for breath. " I 've been assaulted in the execution of 
my dooty by your servant in your chamber. I 'm in bodily fear. 
I call you to witness this." 

" Don't witness nothin', sir," interposed Sam. " Shut your 

eyes up tight, sir. I 'd pitch him out o' winder, only he could n't 

fall far enough, 'cause o' the leads outside." 

" Sam," said Mr. Pickwick in an angry voice, as his attendant 
VOL. n. 
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made various demonstrations of hostilities, '' if you say another 
word, or offer the slightest interference with this person, I 
discharge you that instant." 

" But, sir — " said Sam. 

" Hold your tongue," interposed Mr. Pickwick. " Take that 
hat up again." 

But this Sam flatly and positively refused to do ; and, after 
he had been severely reprimanded by his master, the officer, being 
in a hurry, condescended to pick it up himself ; venting a great 
variety of threats against Sam meanwhile, which that gentleman 
received with perfect composure, merely observing that, if Mr. 
Namby would have the goodness to put his hat on again, he 
would knock it into the latter end of next week. Mr. Namby, 
perhaps thinking that such a process might be productive of 
inconvenience to himself, declined to offer the temptation, and, 
soon after, called up Smouch. Having informed him that the 
capture was made, and that he was to wait for the prisoner until 
he should have finished dressing, Namby then swaggered out, 
and drove away. Smouch, requesting Mr. Pickwick, in a surly 
manner, " to be as alive as he could, for it was a busy time," 
drew up a chair by the door, and sat there until he had finisheil 
dressing. Sam was then despatched for a hackney-coach, and 
in it the triumvirate proceeded to Coleman Street. It was 
fortunate the distance was short ; for Mr. Smouch, besides pos- 
sessing no very enchanting conversational powers, was rendered 
a decidedly unpleasant companion in a limited space, by the 
physical weakness to which we have elsewhere adverted. 

The coach, having turned into a very narrow and dark street, 
stopped before a house mth iron bars to all the windows ; the 
door-posts of which were graced by the name and title of 
" Namby, Officer to the Sheriffs of London ; '^ the inner gate 
having been opened by a gentleman who might have passed for 
a neglected twin brother of Mr. Smouch, and who was endowed 
with a large key for the purpose, Mr. Pickwick was shown into 
the "coffee-room." 

Tliis coffee-room was a front parlour, the principal features of 
which were fresh sand and stale tobacco smoke. Mr. Pickwick 
bowed to the three persons who were seated in it when he 
entered ; and, having despatched Sam for Perker, withdrew into 
an obscure comer, and from thence looked with some curiosity 
upon his new companions. 
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One of these was a meie boy of nineteen or twenty, who, 
though it was jet barely ten o'clock, was drinking gin and 
water, and smoking a cigar, — amusements to which, judging 
from his inflamed countenance, he had devoted himself pretty 
constantly for the last year or two of his life. Opposite him, 
engaged in stirring the fire with the toe of his right boot, was 
a coarse, vulgar young man of about thirty, with a sallow face 
and harsh voice : evidently possessed of that knowledge of the 
world, and captivating freedom of manner, which is to be 
acquired in publio-house parlours, and at low billiard-tables. 
The third tenant of the apartment was a middle-aged man in a 
very old suit of black, who looked pale and haggard, and paced 
up and down the room incessantly ; stopping, now and then, to 
look with great anxiety out of the window as if he expected 
somebody, and then resuming his walk. 

<< You 'd better have the loan of my razor this morning, Mr. 
Ayresleigh," said the man who was stirring the fire, tipping the 
wink to his friend the boy. 

** Thank you, no, I shan't want it ; I expect I shall be out, 
in the course of an hour or so," replied the other in a hurried 
manner. Then, walking again up to the window, and once 
more returning disappointed, he sighed deeply, and left the 
room ; upon which the other two burst into a loud laugh. 

'^ Well, I never saw such a game as that," said the gentleman 
who had ofiered the razor, whose name appeared to be Price. 
" Never I " Mr. Price confirmed the assertion with an oath, and 
then laughed again, when of course the boy (who thought his 
companion one of the most dashing fellows alive) laughed also. 

" You 'd hardly think, would you, now," said Price, turning 
towards Mr. Pickwick, '' that that chap 's been here a week 
yesterday, and never once shaved himself yet, because he feels 
so certain he 's going out in half an hour's time that he thinks 
he may as well put it o£f till he gets home ? " 

** Poor man I " said Mr. Pickwick. " Are his chances of 
getting out of his difficulties really so great ? " 

'* Chances be d — d," replied Price ; " he has n't half the 
ghoet of one. I would n't give that for his chance of walking 
about the streets this time ten years." With this, Mr. Price 
snapped his fingers contemptuously, and rang the bell. 

" Give me a sheet of paper, Crookey," said Mr. Price to the 
attendant, who in dress and general appearance looked something 
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between a banknipt grazier and a droYer in a state of insolTency ; 
<< and a glass of brandy and water, Oookey, d' ye hear ? I 'm 
going to write to my fother, and I must have a stimulant, or I 
shan't be able to pitch it strong enough into the old boy.'' At 
this &oetious speech, the young boy, it is almost needless to 
say, was fairly convulsed. 

** That 's right," said Mr. Price. " Never say die. AU fun, 
ain't it?" 

** Prime ! " said the young gentleman. 

'^ You've some spirit about you, you have," said Price. 
^* You 've seen something of life." 

** I rather think I have ! " replied the boy. He had looked 
at it through the dirty panes of glass in a bar door. 

Mr. Pickwick feeling not a little disgusted with this dialogue, 
as well as with the air and manner of the two beings by whom 
it had been carried on, was about to inquire whether he could 
not be accommodated with a private sitting-room, when two or 
three strangers of genteel appearance entered, at sight of whom 
the boy threw his cigar into the fire, and, whispering to Mr. 
Price that they had come to "make it all right" for him, 
joined them at a table in the further end of the room. 

It would appear, however, that matters were not going to be 
made all right quite so speedily as the young gentleman anti- 
cipated ; for a very long conversation ensued, of which Mr. 
Pickwick could not avoid hearing certain angry fragments 
regarding dissolute conduct and repeated forgiveness. At last, 
there were very distinct allusions made by the oldest gentleman 
of the party to one Whitecross Street, at which the young 
gentleman, notwithstanding his primeness and his spirit, and his 
knowledge of life into the bargain, reclined his head upon the 
table, and howled dismally. 

Very much satisfied with this sudden bringing down of the 
youth's valour, and eflFectual lowering of his tone, Mr. Pickwick 
rang the bell, and was shown, at his own request, into a private 
room furnished with a carpet, table, chairs, sideboard, and sofa, 
and ornamented with a looking-glass, and various old prints. 
Here he had the advantage of hearing Mrs. Namby's performance 
on a square piano overhead, while the breakfast was getting 
ready ; and when it came, Mr. Perker arrived also. 

" Aha, my dear sir," said the little man, " nailed at last, eh ? 
Come, come, I 'm not sorry for it either, because now you '11 
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see the absoidity of this conduct. I 've noted down the amount 
of the taxed costs and damages for which the ca. sa. was issued| 
and we had hetter settle at once and lose no time. Namhy is 
come home hy this time, I dare say. What say you, my dear 
sir, shall I draw a cheque, or will you ? " The little man 
rubhed his hands with affected cheerfulness as he said this, but, 
glancing at Mr. Pickwick's countenance, could not forbear at 
the same time casting a desponding look towards Sam Weller. 

** Perker," said Mr. Pickwick, " let me hear no more of this, 
I beg. I see no advantage in staying here, so I shall go to 
prison to-night." 

'' You can't go to Whitecross Street, my dear sir," said 
Perker. ** Impossible ! There are sixty beds in a ward ; and 
the bolt 's on, sixteen hours out of the four-and-twenty." . 

** I would rather go to some other place of confinement if 
I can," said Mr. Pickwick. " If not, I must make the best I 
can of that." 

<< You can go to the Fleet, my dear sir, if you 're determined 
to go somewhere," said Perker. 

" That 'U do," said Mr. Pickwick. " I '11 go there, directly 
I 've finished my breakfast." 

" Stop, stop, my dear sir ; not the least occasion for being in 
such a violent hurry to get into a place that most other men 
are as eager to get out of," said the good-natured little attorney. 
" We must have a habeas corpus. There '11 be no judge at 
chambers till four o'clock this afternoon. You must wait till 
then." 

" Very good," said Mr. Pickwick, with immoved patience. 
" Then we will have a chop, here, at two. See about it, Sam, 
and tell them to be punctual." 

Mr. Pickwick remaining firm, despite all the remonstrances 
and arguments of Perker, the chops appeared and disappeared in 
due course ; he was then put into another hackney-coach, and 
carried off to Chancery Lane, after waiting half an hour or so 
for Mr. Namby, who had a select dinner party, and could, on 
no account, be disturbed before. 

There were two judges in attendance at Serjeant's Inn, — one 
King's Bench, and one Common Pleas, — and a great deal of 
business appeared to be transacting before them, if the niunber 
of lawyers' clerks who were hurrying in and out with bundles of 
papers afforded any test. When they reached the low archway 
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which f onns the entrance to the Inn, Perker was detained a few 
moments parleying with the coachman about the fare and the 
change ; and Mr. Pickwick, stepping to one side to be out of 
the way of the stream of people that were pouring in and out, 
looked about him with some curiosity. 

The people that attracted his attention most were three or 
four men of shabby-genteel appearance, who touched their hats 
to many of the attorneys who passed, and seemed to have some 
business there, the nature of which Mr. Pickwick could not 
divine. They were curious-looking fellows. One was a slim 
and rather lame man in rusty black, and a white neckerchief ; 
another was a stout burly person, dressed in the same apparel, 
with a great reddish-black cloth round his neck ; a third was a 
little weazen drunken-looking body with a pimply face. They 
were loitering about, with their hands behind them, and now 
and then, with an anxious countenance, whispered something in 
the ear of some of the gentlemen with papers, as they hurried 
by. Mr. Pickwick remembered to have very often observed 
them lounging under the archway when he had been walking 
past ; and his curiosity was quite excited to know to what branch 
of the profession these dingy-looking loungers could possibly 
belong. 

He was about to propound the question to Namby, who kept 
close beside him, sucking a large gold ring on his little finger, 
when Perker bustled up, and, observing that there was no time 
to lose, led the way into the Inn. As Mr. Pickwick followed, 
the lame man stepped up to him, and, civilly touching his hat, 
held out a written card, which Mr. Pickwick, not wishing to 
hurt the man's feelings by refusing, courteously accepted and 
deposited in his waistcoat pocket. 

" Now," said Perker, turning round before he entered one of 
the offices, to see that his companions were close behind him. 
" In here, my dear sir. Hallo, what do you want ? " 

This last question was addressed to the lame man, who, 
imobserved by Mr. Pickwick, made one of the party. In reply 
to it, the lame man touched his hat again, with all imaginable 
politeness, and motioned towards Mr. Pickwick. 

" No, no," said Perker, with a smile. " We don't want you, 
my dear friend, we don't want you." 

" I beg your pardon, sir," said the lame man. " The gentle- 
man took my card. I hope you will employ me, sir. The 
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g^ntbinaii nodded to me. I '11 be judged by the gentleman 
lumaali You nodded to me, sir ? " 

^Pooh, pooh, nonsense. You didn't nod to anybody, Pick- 
wick ? A mistake, a mistake," said Perker. 

<< The gentleman handed me his card," replied Mr. Pickwick, 
producing it from his waistcoat pocket. '^ I accepted it, as the 
gentleman seemed to wish it — in fact, I had some curiosity to 
look at it when I should be at leisure. I — " 

The little attorney burst into a loud laugh, and returning 
the card to the lame man, informing him it was all a mistake, 
whispered to Mr. Pickwick as the man turned away in dudgeon, 
that he was only a baiL 

^* A what ! " exclaimed Mr. Pickwick. 

<' A bail," replied Perker. 

"A bail?" 

** Yes, my dear sir — half a dozen of 'em here. Bail you to 
any amount, and only charge half a crown. Curious trade, is n't 
it ? " said Perker, regaling himself with a pinch of snuff. 

*^ What ! am I to understand that these men earn a livelihood 
by waiting about here, to perjure themselves before the judges 
of the land at the rate of half a crown a crime ! " exclaimed Mr. 
Pickwick, quite aghast at the disclosure. 

" Why, I don't exactly know about perjury, my dear sir," 
replied the little gentleman. '* Harsh word, my dear sir, very 
harsh word, indeed. It 's a legal fiction, my dear sir, nothing 
more." Saying which, the attorney shrugged his shoulders, 
smiled, took a second pinch of snuff, and led the way into the 
office of the judge's clerk. 

This was a room of specially dirty appearance, with a very 
low ceiling and old panelled walls ; and so badly lighted that, 
although it was broad day outside, great tallow candles were 
burning on the desks. At one end was a door leading to the 
judge's private apartment, round which were congregated a crowd 
of attorneys and managing clerks, who were called in, in the 
order in which their respective appointments stood upon the file. 
Every time this door was opened to let a party out, the next 
party made a violent rush to get in ; and, as in addition to the 
numerous dialogues which passed between the gentlemen who 
were waiting to see the judge, a variety of personal squabbles 
ensued between the greater part of those who had seen him, 
there was as much noise as could well be raised in an apartment 
of such confined dimensions. 
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Nor weie the conveisaiioiis of these gentlemeii the only aounds 
that hioke upon the ear. Standing on a hox behind a wooden 
bar at another end of the room was a derk in spectacles, who 
was '^ taking the affidavits/' large batches of which were, ttom 
time to time, carried into the private room by another clrak for 
the judge's signature. There was a large number of attorneys' 
clerks to be sworn, and it being a moral impossibility to swear 
them all at once, the struggles of these gentlemen to reach the 
derk in spectacles were like those of a crowd to get in at the 
pit door of a theatre when His Most Gradous Majesty honoors 
it with his presence. Another functionaiy, from time to time, 
exercised his lungs in calling over the names of those who had 
been s^om, for the purpose of restoring to them their affidavits 
after they had been signed by the judge, which gave rise to a 
few more scuffles ; and all these things going on at the same 
time occasioned as much bustle as the most active and exdtaUe 
person could desire to behold. There was yet another class of 
persons, — those who were waiting to attend summonses their 
employers had taken out, which it was optional to the attorney 
on the opposite side to attend or not, and whose business it 
was, from time to time, to cry out the opposite attorney's name, 
to make certain that he was not in attendance without their 
knowledge. 

For example : leaning against the wall, close beside the seat 
Mr. Pickwick had taken, was an office-lad of fourteen, with a 
tenor voice ; near him, a common-law clerk, with a bass one. 

A clerk hurried in with a bundle of papers, and stared about 
him. 

" Sniggle and Blink," cried the tenor. 

" Porkin and Snob," growled the bass. 

" Stumpy and Deacon," said the new-comer. 

Nobody answered ; the next man who came in was hailed by 
the whole three, and he in his turn shouted for another firm, 
and then somebody else roared in a loud voice for another, and 
80 forth. 

All this time the man in the spectacles was hard at work, 
swearing the clerks, the oath being invariably administered 
without any effort at punctuation, and usually in the following 
terms ; — 

" Take the book in your right hand this is your name and 
handwriting you swear that the contents of this your affidavit 
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are true so help you Grod a shilling you must get change I 
haven't got it." 

" Well, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick. " I suppose they are 
getting the habeas corpus ready." 

" Yes," said Sam, " and I vish they 'd bring out the have- 
his-carcase. It 's very unpleasant keepin' us vaitin' here. I 'd 
ha' got half a dozen have-his-carcases ready, packed up and all, 
by this time." 

What sort of cumbrous and immanageable machine Sam 
Weller imagined a writ of habeas corpus to be, does not appear ; 
for Perker, at that moment, walked up, and took Mr. Pickwick 
away. 

The usual forms having been gone through, the body of 
Samuel Pickwick was soon afterwards confided to the custody 
of the tipstaff, to be by him taken to the Warden of the Fleet 
Prison, and there detcdned until the amount of the damages and 
costs in the action of Bardell against Pickwick was fully paid 
and satisfied. 

" And that," said ^Ir. Pickwick, laughing, " will be a very 
long time. Sam, call another hackney-coach. Perker, my dear 
friend, good-bye." 

" I shall go with you, and see you safe there," said Perker. 
" Indeed," replied Mr. Pickwick, " I would rather go without 
any other attendant than Sam. As soon as I get settled, I will 
write and let you know, and I shall expect you immediately. 
Until then, good-bye." 

As Mr. Pickwick said this, he got into the coach which had 
by this time arrived, followed by the tipstaff. Sam having 
stationed himself on the box, it rolled away. 

" A most extraordinary man, that ! " said Perker, as he stopped 
to pull on his gloves. 

" What a bankrupt he 'd make, sir," observed Mr. Lowten, 
^ho was standing near. ^^ How he would bother the commis- 
'*^ioners ! He 'd set 'em at defiance if they talked of committing 
^im, sir." 

The attorney did not appear very much delighted with his 
^^etk's professional estimate of ^Ir. Pickwick's character, for he 
^^Iked away without deigning any reply. 

The hackney-coach jolted along Fleet Street, as hackney-coaches 
^^^Vially do. The horses " went better," the driver said, when 
^*^y had anything before them (they must have gone at a m 



202 POSTHUMOUS PAFEBS OF 

extiaoidinary pace when there was nothing), and so the yehide 
kept behind a cart ; when the cart stopped, it stopped ; and 
when the cart went on again, it did the same. Mr. Pickwick 
sat opposite the tipstaff ; and the tipstaff sat with his hat between 
his knees, whistling a tune, and looking out of the coach- 
window. 

Time performs wonders. By the powerful old gentleman's 
aid, even a hackney-coach gets over half a mile of gpround. 
They stopped at length, and Mr. Pickwick alighted at the gate 
of the Fleet. 

The tipstaff, looking over his shoulder to see that his charge 
was following close at his heels, preceded Mr. Pickwick into 
the prison ; turning to the left, after they had entered, they 
passed through an open door into a lobby, from which a heavy 
gate — opposite to that by which they had entered, and which 
was guaided by a stout turnkey with the key in his hand — led 
at once into the interior of the prison. 

Here they stopped, while the tipstaff delivered his papers ; 
and here Mi. Pickwick was apprised that he would remain, 
until he had undergone the ceremony, known to the initiated as 
" sitting for your portrait.'' 

" Sitting for my portrait ! " said Mr. Pickwick. 

" Having your likeness taken, sir," replied the stout turnkey. 
" We 're capital hands at likenesses here. Take 'em in no time, 
and always exacts Walk in, sir, and make yourself at home." 

Mr. Pickwick complied with the invitation, and sat himself 
down ; when Mr. Weller, who stationed himself at the back of 
the chair, whispered that the sitting was merely another term 
for undergoing an in8p>ection by the different turnkeys, in order 
that they might know prisoners from visiters, 

" Well, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick, " then I wish the artists 
would come. This is rather a public place." 

" They von't be long, sir, I des-say," replied Sam. " There 's 
a Dutch clock, sir." 

" So I see," observed Mr. Pickwick. 

" And a bird-cage, sir," said Sam. " Veels vithin veels, a 
prison in a prison, ain't it, sir ? " 

As !Mr. Weller made this philosophical remark, Mr. Pickwick 
was aware that his sitting had commenced. The stout turnkey, 
having been relieved from the lock, sat down, and looked at him 
carelessly, from time to time, while a long, thin man who had 
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CHAPTER XU 

WHAT BEFELL MR. PICKWICK WHEN HE OCT INTO THE FLEET : WHAT 
PRISONERS HE 8AW THERE: AND HOW HE PASSED THE NIGHT. 

Mb. Tom Bokeb, the gentleman who had aooompaoied Mr. 
Pickwick into the prison, tamed shaip round to the li^t wfaflnhs 
got to the hottom of the little flight of stepsy and led the way, 
through an iron gate which stood open, and up another dufft 
flight of steps, into a long, narrow galleiy, dirty and low, pa?ed 
with stone, and very dimly lighted hy a window at each leinole 
end. 

''This," said the gentleman, thrusting his hands into his 
pockets, and looking carelessly over his shoulder to Mr. Pickwick, 
<< this here is the hall flight" 

" Oh," replied Mr. Pickwick, looking down a dark and filthy 
stair-case, which appeared to lead to a range of damp and gloomy 
stone vaults, beneath the ground, ^' and those, I suppose, are 
the little cellars where the prisoners keep their small quantities 
of coals. Unpleasant places to have to go down to ; but very 
convenient, I dare say." 

" Yes, I should n't wonder if they was convenient," replied 
the gentleman, ^' seeing that a few people live there, pretty snug. 
That 's the Fair, that is." 

" My friend," said Mr. Pickwick, " you don't really mean to 
say that human beings live down in those wretched dungeons ? " 

'' Don't I ? " replied Mr. Roker, with indignant astonishment ; 
" why should n't I ? " 

" Live ! — live down there ! " exclaimed Mr. Pickwick. 

" Live down there ! yes, and die down there, too, weiy 
often ! " replied Mr. Roker; " and what of that ? Who 's got 
to say anything agin it ? Live down there ! — yes, and a weiy 
good place it is to live in, ain't it ? " 

As Roker turned somewhat fiercely upon Mr. Pickwick in 
saying this, and, moreover, muttered, in an excited fashion, 
certain unpleasant invocations concerning his own eyes, limbs^ 




THB PICKWICK CLUB 205 

and diculatizig fluidsy the latter gentleman deemed it advisable 
to ptusae the diBOonrBe no further. Mr. Boker then proceeded 
to mount another stair-case, as dirty as that which led to the 
place which had just been the subject of discussion, in which 
ascent he was closely followed by "Mx. Pickwick and Sam. 

'^ There/' said Mr. Boker, pausing for breath when they 
reached another galleiy of the same dimensions as the one below, 
^* this is the coffee-room flight ; the one above 's the third, and 
the one above that 's the top ; and the room where you 're a 
going to sleep to-night is the warden's room, and it 's this way 
— oome on." Having said all this in a breath, Mr. Boker 
mounted another flight of stairs, with Mr. Pickwick and Sam 
Weller following at his heels. 

These stair-cases received light from sundry windows placed 

at some little distance above the floor, and looking into a 

gravelled area bounded by a high brick wall, with iron ehevaux- 

de-fiise at the top. This area, it appeared from Mr. Boker's 

statement, was the racket-ground ; and it further appeared, on 

the testimony of the same gentleman, that there was a smaller 

area in that portion of the prison which was nearest Farringdon 

Street, denominated and called " the Painted Ground," from the 

fact of its walls having once displayed the semblances of various 

men-of-war in full sail, and other artistical effects, achieved, in 

bygone times, by some imprisoned draughtsman in his leisure 

bours. 

Having commimicated this piece of information, apparently 
more for the purpose of discharging his bosom of an important 
iact than with any specific view of enlightening Mr. Pickwick, 
^be guide, having at length reached another gallery, led the way 
into a small passage at the extreme end, opened a door, and 
^Usclosed an apartment of an appearance by no means inviting, 
^ntaining eight or nine iron bedsteads. 

** There," said Mr. Boker, holding the door op)en, and looking 
^'^nmphantly round at Mr. Pickwick, " there 's a room I " 

Mr. Pickwick's face, however, betokened such a very trifling 

PpTtion of satisfaction at the appearance of his lodging that Mr. 

^oker looked for a reciprocity of feeling into the countenance of 

^*^Jnuel Weller, who, until now, had ol»erved a dignified silence. 

" There 's a room, young man," observed Mr. Boker. 

'^ I see it," replied Sam, with a placid nod of the head. 

" Ton would n't think to find such a room as this in the 
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Fftrringdon Hotel, would you ? '' said Mr. Boker, with a com- 
placent smile. 

To this Mr. Weller replied with an easy and unstudied closing 
of one eye, which might be considered to mean, either that he 
would have thought it, or that he would not have thought it, 
or that he had never thought anything at all about it, as the 
observer's imagination suggested. Having executed this feat, 
and re-opened his eye, Mr. Weller proceeded to inquire which 
was the individual bedstead that Mr. Boker had so flatteringly 
described as an out-and-outer to sleep in. 

" That 's it,'' replied Mr. Boker, pointing to a very rusty 
one in a comer. *' It would make any one go to sleep, that 
bedstead would,' whether they wanted to or not." 

**I should think," said Sam, eyeing the piece of furniture 
in question with a look of excessive disgust, ** I should think 
poppies was nothin' to it." 

« Nothing at all," said Mr. Boker. 

*^ And I s'pose," said Sam, with a sidelong glance at his 
master, as if to see whether there were any symptoms of his 
determination being shaken by what passed, '' I s'pose the other 
gen'lm'n as sleeps here are gen'lm'n." 

" Nothing but it," said Mr. Boker. " One of 'em takes his 
twelve pints of ale a day, and never leaves oflF smoking, even at 
his meals." 

" He must be a first-rater," said Sam. 

" A 1," replied Mr. Boker. 

Nothing daimted even by this intelligence, Mr. Pickwick 
smilingly announced his determination to test the powers of 
the narcotic bedstead for that night; and Mr. Boker, after 
informing him that he could retire to rest at whatever hour he 
thought proper without any further notice or formality, walked 
off, leaving him standing vrith Sam in the gallery. 

It was getting dark ; that is to say, a few gas jets were kin- 
dled in this place which was never light, by way of compliment 
to the evening, which had set in outside. As it was rather 
warm, some of the tenants of the numerous little rooms which 
opened into the gallery, on either hand, had set their doors . 
ajar. Mr. Pickwick peeped into them as he passed along with ^ 
great curiosity and interest. Here four or five great hulking^ 
fellows, just visible through a cloud of tobacco smoke, were^a 
engaged in noisy and riotous conversation over half -emptied pot.'==r 
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of beer, or playing at all-fours with a very greasy pack of cards. 
In the a4Joining room, some solitary tenant might be seen, 
poring, by the light of a feeble tallow candle, over a bundle of 
soiled and tattered papers, yellow With dost and dropping to 
pieces from age ; writing for the hundredth time some lengthened 
fltatememt of his grievances, for the perusal of some great man 
whose eyes it would never reach, or whose heart it would never 
touch. In a third, a man, with his wife and a whole crowd of 
children, might be seen making up a scanty bed on the ground, 
or upon a few chairs, for the younger ones to pass the night in. 
And in a fourth, and a fifth, and a sixth, and a seventh, the 
noise, and the beer, and the tobacco smoke, and the cards, all 
came over again in greater force than before. 

In tiie galleries themselves, and more especially on the stair- 
cases, there lingered a great number of people, who came 
^ere, some because their rooms were empty and lonesome, 
others because their rooms were full and hot, and the greater 
part because they were restless and uncomfortable, and not 
possessed of the secret of exactly knowing what to do with 
themselves. There were many classes of people here, from the 
labouring man in his fustian jacket, to the broken-down spend- 
thrift in his shawl dressing-gown, most appropriately out at 
elbows ; but there was the same air about them all — a listless, 
gaol-bird, careless swagger ; a vagabondish who Vafraid sort of 
bearing, which is wholly indescribable in words ; but which any 
nian can understand in one moment, if he wish, by setting foot 
in the nearest debtors' prison, and looking at the very first group 
of people he sees there, with the same interest as Mr. Pickwick 
did. 

" It strikes me, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick, leaning over the 
iron rail at the stair-head, '^ it strikes me, Sam, that imprisonment 
for debt is scarcely any punishment at all." 

" Think not, sir ? " inquired Mr. Weller. 

"You see how these fellows drink, and smoke, and roar," 
Replied Mr. Pickwick. " It 's quite impossible that they can 
mind it much." 

" Ah, that 's just the wery thing, sir," rejoined Sam, " they 
don't mind it; it's a reg'lar holiday to them — all porter and 
^kettles. It 's t' other vuns as gets done over, vith this sort o' 
thing : them down-hearted fellers as can't svig avay at the beer, 
nor play skettles neither ; them as vould pay if they could, and 
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gets low by bein' boxed up. I '11 tell you wot it is, sir, them 
as is alvays a idlin' in public-houses, it don't damage at all, and 
them as is alvays a workin' wen they can, it damages too much. 

* It 's unekal,' as my father used to say wen his grog wam't 
made half-and-half — ' it 's unekal, and that 's the fault on itb' " 

'^ I think you 're right, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick, after a few 
moments' reflection, " quite right." 

" P'raps, now and then, there 's some honest people as likes 
it," observed Mr. Weller, in a ruminative tone ; " but I never 
heetd o' one as I can call to mind, 'oept the little dirty-faoed 
man in the brown coat ; and that was force of habit." 

« And who was he ? " inquired Mr. Pickwick. 

** Wy, that 's just the weiy point as nobody never knowed " 
replied Sam. 

« But what did he do ? " 

'' Wy, he did wot many men as has been much better knowed 
has done in their time, sir," replied Sam ; '^ he run a match agin 
the constable, and vun it." 

''In other words, I suppose," said Mr. Pickwick, ''he got 
into debt ? " 

" Just that, sir," replied Sam, " and in course o' time he come 
here in consekens. It wam't much — execution for nine pound 
nothin', multiplied by five for costs ; but hows' ever here he 
stopped for seventeen year. If he got any wrinkles in his face, 
they was stopped up vith the dirt, for both the dirty face and 
the brown coat wos just the same at the end o' that time as they 
wos at the beginnin'. He wos a wery peaceful inofifendin' little 
creetur, and wos alvays a bustlin' about for somebody, or playin' 
rackets and never vinnin' ; till at last the turnkeys they got quite 
fond on him, and he wos in the lodge ev'ry night, a chatterin' 
vith 'em, and tellin' stories, and all that 'ere. Vun night he 
wos in there as usual, along vith a wery old friend of his, as 
wos on the lock, ven he says, all of a sudden, ' I ain't seen the 
market outside. Bill,' he says (Fleet Market wos there at that 
time) — * I ain't seen the market outside, Bill,' he says, ' for 
seventeen year.' ' I know you ain't,' says the turnkey, smoking 
his pipe. ' I should like to see it for a minit. Bill,' he says. 

* Wery probable,' says the turnkey, smokin' his pipe wery fierce, 
and makin' believe he wam't up to wot the little man wanted. 
' Bill,' says the little man, more abrupt than afore, ' I 've got 
the fancy in my head. Let me see the public streets once more 
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afore I die; and if I ain't struck vith apoplexy, I'll be 
back in five minits by the clock.' ' And wot 'ud become o' me 
if you was struck vith apoplexy ? ' said the turnkey. * Wy/ 
says the little creetur, ' whoever found me 'ud bring me home, 
for I've got my card in my pocket, Bill/ he says, 'No. 20, 
Coffee-room Flight : ' and that wos true, sure enough, for wen 
be wanted to make the acquaintance of any new-comer, he used 
to poll out a little limp card vith them words on it and nothin' 
else; in consideration of vich he wos alvays called Number 
Tventy. The turnkey takes a fixed look at him, and at last he 
says in a solemn manner, ' Tventy,' he says, * I '11 trust you ; 
you won't get your old friend into trouble.' * No, my boy ; I 
hope I 've somethin' better behind here,' says the little man, and 
as he said it, he hit his little veskit wery hard, and then a tear 
started out o' each eye, which wos wery extraordinary, for it wos 
sappoeed as water never touched his face. He shook the turnkey 
by the hand ; out he vent — " 

'' And never came back again," said Mr. Pickwick. 

" Wrong for vunce, sir," replied Mr. Weller, " for back he 
come, two minits afore the time, a bilin' vith rage, sayin' how 
he 'd been nearly run over by a hackney-coach ; that he wam't 
used to it ; and he wos bio wed if he would n't write to the Lord 
Mayor. They got him pacified at last ; and for five years arter 
that he never even so much as peeped out o' the lodge-gate." 

"At the expiration of that time he died, I suppose," said 
Mr. Pickwick. 

" No, he did n't, sir," replied Sam. " He got a curiosity to 
go and taste the beer at a new public-house over the way, and 
it wos such a wery nice parlour that he took it into his head to 
go there every night, wich he did for a long time, alvays comin' 
back reg'lar about a quarter of an hour afore the gate shut, wich 
wos all very snug and comfortable. At last he began to get so 
precious jolly that he used to forget how the time vent, or care 
nothin' at all about it, and he vent on gettin' later and later, till 
vnn night his old friend wos just a shuttin' the gate — had 
turned the key in fact — wen he come up. * Hold hard, Bill,' 
he says. * Wot, ain't you come home yet, Tventy ? ' says the 
turnkey ; ' I thought you wos in long ago.' ' No, I wam't,' 
says the little man, vith a smile. ' Well, then, I '11 tell you 
wot it is, my friend,' says the turnkey, openin' the gate wery 
slow and sulky, * it 's my 'pinion as you 've got into bad com- 

VOL. II. 
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pany o' late, which I 'm wery sorry to see. Now^ I don't wish 
to do nothin' harsh/ he says, ' but if you can't confine yourself 
to steady circles, and find your vay bade at regular hours, as sore 
as you 're a standin' there, I '11 shut you out altogether ! ' The 
little man was seized vith a wiolent fit o' tremblin'^ and never 
vent outside the prison walls artervards." 

As Sam concluded, Mr. Pickwick slowly retraced his steps 
down stairs. After a few thoughtful turns in the IVdnted Ground, 
which, as it was now dark, was nearly deserted, he intimated to 
Mr. Weller that he thought it high time for him to withdraw 
for the night ; requesting him to seek a bed in some ai^aoeiit 
public-house, and return early in the morning to make arrange- 
ments for the removal of his master's wardrobe from the Oeoige 
and Vulture. This request Mr. Samuel Weller prepared to obey, 
vnth as good a grace as he could assume, but with a very ccxi- 
siderable show of reluctance nevertheless. He even went so fur 
as to essay sundry ineffectual hints regarding the expediency of 
stretching himself on the gravel for that night ; but finding Mr. 
Pickwick obstinately deaf to any such suggestions, finally 
withdrew. 

There is no disguising the fact that Mr. Pickwick felt yery 
low-spirited and uncomfortable — not for lack of society, for 
the prison was very full, and a bottle of wine would at once 
have purchased the utmost good-fellowship of a few choice spirits, 
without any more formal ceremony of introduction ; but he was 
alone in the coarse, vulgar crowd, and felt the depression of 
spirit and sinking of heart naturally consequent upon the reflec- 
tion that he was cooped and caged up, without a prospect of 
liberation. As to the idea of releasing himself by ministering 
to the sharpness of Dodson and Fogg, it never, for an instant, 
entered liis thoughts. 

In tliis frame of mind he turned again into the coffee-room 
gallery, and walked slowly to and fro. The place was intolerably 
dirty, and the smell of tobacco smoke perfectly suffocating. 
There was a perpetual slamming and banging of doors as the 
people went in and out ; and the noise of their voices and foot- 
steps echoed and re-echoed through the passages constantly. A 
young woman, mth a child in her arms, who seemed scarcely 
able to crawl, from emaciation and misery, was walking up and 
down the passage in conversation ^vith her husband, who had no 
other place to see her in. As they passed Mr. Pickwick, he 
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could hear the female sob ; and once she burst into such a passion 
of grief, that she was compelled to lean against the wall for 
support, while the man took the child in his arms, and tried to 
soothe her. 

Mr. Pickwick's heart was really too full to bear it, and he 
went up stairs to bed. 

Now, although the warden's room was a very uncomfortable 
one, being, in every point of decoration and convenience, several 
hundred degrees inferior to the common infirmary of a county 
gaol, it had at present the merit of being wholly deserted, save 
by Mr. Pickwick himself. So he sat down at the foot of his 
little iron bedstead, and began to wonder how much a year the 
warden made out of the dirty room. Having satisfied himself, 
by mathematical calculation, that the apartment was about equal 
in annual value to the freehold of a small street in the suburbs 
of London, he took to wondering what possible temptation could 
have induced a dingy-looking fly, that was crawling over his pan- 
taloons, to come into a close prison when he had the choice of 
so many airy situations — a course of meditation which led him 
to the irresistible conclusion that the insect was mad. After 
settling this point, he began to be conscious that he was getting 
sleepy ; whereupon he took his nightcap out of the pocket in 
which he had had the precaution to stow it in the morning, 
and, leisurely undressing himself, got into bed, and fell asleep. 

" Bravo ! Heel over toe — cut and shuffle — pay away at 
it, iSephyr ! I 'm smothered if the Opera House is u't your 
proper hemisphere. Keep it up. Hooray ! '' These expressions, 
delivered in a most boisterous tone, and accompanied with loud 
peals of laughter, roused Mr. Pickwick from one of those sound 
slumbers which, lasting in reality some half hour, seem to the 
sleeper to have been protracted for three weeks or a month. 

The voice had no sooner ceased than the room was shaken 
with such violence that the windows rattled in their frames, 
and the bedsteads trembled again. Mr. Pickwick started up, and 
remained for some minutes fixed in mute astonishment at the 
scene before him. 

On the floor of the room, a man in a broad-skirted green coat, 
with corduroy knee smalls and grey cotton stockings, was per- 
forming the most popular steps of a hornpipe, with a slang and 
burlesque caricature of grace and lightness, which, combined with 
the very appropriate character of his costume, was inexpressibly 
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absuid. Another man, evidently very dmnky who had prohabfy 
been tumbled into bed by his oompanionsy was sitting up between 
the sheets, warbling as much as he could recollect of a oomie 
song, with the most intensely sentimental feeling and exineasion ; 
while a third, seated on one of the bedsteads, was apfilaoding 
both performers with the air of a profound connoisaeur, and 
encouraging them by such ebulliticnis of feeling as had already 
roused Mr. Pickwick from his sleep. 

This last man was an admirable specimen of a class of gentiy 
which never can be seen in full perfection but in such places ; 
— they may be met with, in an imperfect state, occasionally, 
about stable-yards and puUic-houses ; but tiiey never attain thdr 
full bloom except in these hot-beds, which would almost seem 
to be considerately provided by ihe Legislature for the sole 
purpose of rearing them. 

He was a tall fellow, with an olive complexion, long daik 
hair, and very thick bushy whiskers meeting under his chin. 
He wore no neckerchief, as he had been playing rackets all 
day, and his open shirt collar displayed their full luxuriance. 
On his head he wore one of the common eighteen-penny French 
skull-caps, with a gaudy tassel dangling therefrom, veiy happily 
in keeping with a common fustian coat. His legs, which, being 
long, were afflicted with weakness, graced a pair of Oxford- 
mixture trousers, made to show the full symmetry- of those 
limbs. Being somewhat negligently braced, however, and, more- 
over, but imperfectly buttoned, they fell in a series of not the 
most graceful folds over a pair of shoes sufficiently down at 
heel to display a pair of very soiled white stockings. There 
was a rakish, vagabond smartness, and a kind of boastful rascality, 
about the whole man, that was worth a mine of gold. 

This figure was the first to perceive that Mr. Pickwick was 
looking on ; upon which he winked to the Zephyr, and entreated 
him, with mock gravity, not to wake the gentleman. 

" Why, bless the gentleman's honest heart and soul I " said 
the Zephyr, turning round and afifecting the extremity of 
surprise ; " the gentleman is awake. Hem, Shakespeare ! How 
do you do, sir ? How is Marj* and Sarah, sir ? and the dear 
old lady at home, sir — eh, sir ? Will you have the kindness 
to put my compliments into the first little parcel you 're sending 
that way, sir, and say that I would have sent 'em before, only I 
was afraid they might be broken in the wagon, sir ? " 
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" Not a bit," replied Mr. Mivins. And he was quite right ; 
for, so far from Mr. Smangle being any the worse for it, he was 
something the better, inasmuch as, to qualify himself for the 
place, he had attained gratuitous possession of certain articles 
of jewellery, which, long before that, had found their way to 
the pawnbroker's. 

" Well ; but come," said Mr. Smangle ; " this is dry work. 
Let 's rinse our mouths with a drop of burnt sherry ; the last 
3omer shall stand it, Mivins shall fetch it, and I '11 help to 
irink it. That 's a fair and gentlemanlike division of labour, 
my how — curse me ! " 

Unwilling to hazaixl another quarrel, Mr. Pickwick gladly 
assented to the proposition, and consigned the money to Mr. 
Mivins, who, as it was nearly eleven o'clock, lost no time in 
repairing to the cofifee-room on his errand. 

** I say," whispered Smangle, the moment his friend had left 
the room ; " what did you give him ? " 

" Half a sovereign," said Mr. Pickwick. 

" He 's a devilish pleasant gentlemanly dog," said Mr. Sman- 
gle ; — " infernal pleasant. I don't know anybody more so ; 
but — " Here Mr. Smangle stopped short, and shook his 
head dubiously. 

" You don't think there is any probability of his appropri- 
ating the money to his own use ? " said Mr. Pickwick. 

" Oh, no — mind, I don't say that; I expressly say that he 's 
a devilish gentlemanly fellow," said Mr. Smangle. " But I 
think, perhaps, if somebody went down, just to see that he 
did n't dip his beak into the jug by accident, or make some 
confounded mistake in losing the money as he came up stairs, 
it would be as well. Here, you sir, just run down stairs, and 
look after that gentleman, will you ? " 

This request was addressed to a little, timid-looking, nervous 
man, whose appearance bespoke great poverty, and who had 
been crouching on his bedstead all this while, apparently quite 
stupefied by the novelty of his situation. 

** You know where the cofifee-room is," said Smangle; "just 
run down, and tell that gentleman you 've come to help him up 
with the jug. Or — stop — I'll tell you what — I '11 tell you 
how we '11 do him," said Smangle, with a cunning look. 

" How ? " said Mr. Pickwick. 

" Send down word that he 's to spend the change in cigars. 
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Capital tbougbt. Birn and tell him that ; d' ye hear ? 
shan't be wasted," continued Smangle, turning to Mr. 
" / 'II smoke 'em." 

This manoBuvring was so exceedingly ingenious, and, 
performed with such immovable composure and coolness, 
Mr. Pickwick would have had no wish to disturb it, even if 'MM.m 
had had the power. In a short time Mr. Mivins retunnod, 
bearing the sherry, which Mr. Smangle dispensed in two litfcle 
cracked mugs, considerately remarking, with reference to him- 
self, that a gentleman must not be particular under such dieam- 
stances, and, for his part, he was not too proud to drink out of 
the jug ; in which, to show his sincerity, he forthwith pledged 
the company in a draught which half emptied it. 

An excellent understanding having been, by tiiese meanay 
promoted, Mr. Smangle proceeded to entertain his hearers with 
a relation of divers romantic adventures in which he had been 
from time to time engaged, involving various interesting aneo- 
dotes of a thorough-bred horse, and a magnificent Jewess, both 
of surpassing beauty and much coveted by the nobility and 
gentry of these kingdoms. 

Long before these elegant extracts from tiie biography of • 
gentleman were concluded, Mr. Mivins had betaken himself to 
bed, and set in snoring for the night, leaving the timid stranger 
and Mr. Pickwick to the full benefit of Mr. Smangle's experi* 
ences. 

iNor were the two last-named gentlemen as much edified a* 
they might have been, by the moving passages which were 
narrated. Mr. Pickwick had been in a state of slumber for 
some time, when he had a faint perception of the drunken xdb^ 
bursting out afresh with the comic song, and receiving from Mt- 
Smangle a gentle intimation, through the medium of the wate^' 
jug, that his audience were not musically disposed. He theO^ 
once again dropped off to sleep, with a confused consciousne^^ 
that Mr. Smangle was still engaged in relating a long story, tl^^ 
chief point of which appeared to be, that, on some occasion 
particularly stated and set forth, he had " done " a bill and ^ 
gentleman at the same time. 
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CHAPTER XLH 

lATIVIt, LIKE THE PRECEDING ONE, OF THE OLD PROVERB, 
ADVERSITY BRINGS A MAN ACQUAINTED WITH STRANGE 
rELLOWS: LIKEWISE CONTAINING MR. PICKWICK'S EXTRA- 
VARY AND STARTLING ANNOUNCEMENT TO MR. SAMUEL 
£R. 
• 

5N Mr. Pickwick opened his eyes next morning, the first 
ipon which they rested was Samuel Weller, seated upon 
L black portmanteau, intently regarding, apparently in 
ition of profound abstraction, the stately figure of the 
; Mr. Smangle ; while Mr. Smangle himself, who was 
partially dressed, was seated on his bedstead, occupied 
desperately hopeless attempt of staring !Mr. Weller out of 
lance. We say desperately hopeless, because Sam, with 
irehensive gaze, which took in Mr. Smangle's cap, feet, 
Ewe, legs, and whiskers, all at the same time, continued 
: steadily on, with every demonstration of lively satis- 
, but with no more regard to Mr. Smangle' s personal 
mts on the subject, than he would have displayed had he 
ispecting a wooden statue, or a straw-embowelled Guy 
I. 

ell, will you know me again ? " said Mr. Smangle, with 
u 

i svear to you anyveres, sir," replied Sam cheerfully, 
m't be impertinent to a gentleman, sir," said Mr. 
e. 

)t on no account," replied Sam. " If you '11 tell me wen 
es, I '11 be upon the wery best extra-super behaviour ! " 
Dservation, having a remote tendency to imply that Mr. 
le was no gentleman, kindled his ire. 
ivins ! " said Mr. Smangle, with a passionate air. 
hat 's the office ? " replied that gentleman from his couch, 
lio the devil is this fellow ? " 
rad," said Mr. Mivins, looking lazily out from under the 
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bed-clothes, " I ought Ui a^Ic you that. Has n't he any biuini 
here ? " 

" No," replied Mr. Smangle. 

" Then knock him down stairs, and t«ll him not to preeiu 
to get up till I come and kick hira," rejoined Mr. Mivina ; wi 
this prompt advice that excelluut gientlemaii again betook hims 
to slumber. 

The conversation exhibiting the«« unequivocal symptoms 
verging on the personal, Mt. Pickwick deemed it a fit point 
which to interpose. 

" Sam," said Mr. Pickwick. 

" Sir,'' rejoined that gentleman. 

" Has anything new occurred since last night ? " 

"Nf-thin' iwDicklrr, ^ir,'' r.>pli".1 Sun, -hn^^J^z nt 5 

confined atmoBpheie has been raTther favourable to the groi 
of veeda, of an alarmiu' and aangvinaiy natui ; but vith ti 
'ere exception, things ie quiet eooogh." 

" I ihall get up," said Mr. Pickwick ; " give tne aome di 
tiimgs." 

Whatever hoetile intentiona Mr. Smangle might have cut 
tained, his thoughts were speedily diverted by the unpacking 
the portmanteau ; the contents of which appeared to impi 
him at once with a most favourable opinion, not only of 1 
Pickwick, but of Sam also, who, he took an early opportun 
of declaring, in a tone of voice loud enough for that ecceni 
personage to overhear, was a regular, thorough-bred original, a 
consequently the very man after bis own heart. Aa to 1 
Pickwick, the affection he conceived for him knew no limits. 

"Now, is there anything I can do for you, my dear sir 
said Smangle. 

" Nothing that I am aware of , I am obliged to you," rapl 
Mr. Pickwick. 

" No linen that you want sent to the washerwoman'a ? 
know a delightful waaherwoman outside, that cornea for : 
things twice a week; and, by Jove ! — how devilish lucky) 
this is the very day she calls. Shall I put any of those lit 
things up with mine ? Don't say anything about the tnnil 
Confound and curse it ! if one gentleman under a cloud u i 
to put himself a little out of the way to assist another geutlen 
in the same condition, what 'a human nature ? " 
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Thus spake Mr. Smangle, edging himself meanwhile as near 
as possible to the portmanteau, and beaming forth looks of the 
most fervent and disinterested friendship. 

" There 's nothing you want to give out for the man to brush, 
my dear creature, is there ? '' resumed Smangle. 

" Nothin' whatever, my tine feller,*' rejoined Sam, taking the 
reply into his own mouth. " P'raps if vun of us wos to brush, 
without troubling the man, it 'ud be more agreeable for all 
parties, as the schoolmaster said wen the young gentleman 
objected to being flogged by the butler." 

" And there 's nothing that I can send in my little box to 
the washerwoman's, is there ? " said Smangle, turning from Sam 
to Mr. Pickwick, with an air of some discomfiture. 

" Nothin' whatever, sir," retorted Sam ; " I 'm afeerd the 
little box must be chock full o' your own as it is." 

This speech was accompanied with such a very expressive 
look at that particular portion of Mr. Smangle's attire, by the 
appearance of which the skill of laimdresses in getting up gentle- 
men's linen is generally tested, that he was fain to turn upon 
his heel, and, for the present at any rate, to give up all design 
on Mr. Pickwick's purse and wardrobe. He accordingly retired 
in dudgeon to the racket ground, where he made a light and 
wholesome breakfast on a couple of the cigars which had been 
purchased on the previous night. 

Mr. Mivins, who was no smoker, and whose account for small 
articles of chandlery had also reached down to the bottom of the 
slate, and been " carried over " to the other side, remained in 
bed, and, in his own words, " took it out in sleep." 

After breakfasting in a small closet attached to the cofifee- 
room, which bore the imposing title of the Snuggery, the tempo- 
rary inmate of which, in consideration of a small additional charge, 
had the unspeakable advantage of overhearing all the conver- 
sation in the coffee-room aforesaid, and after despatching Mr. 
Weller on some necessary errands, Mr. Pickwick repaired to the 
lodge to consult Mr. Roker concerning his future accommodation. 

" Accommodation, eh ? " said that gentleman, consulting a 
large book. " Plenty of that, Mr. Pickvick. Your chummage 
ticket will be on twenty-seven in the third." 

" Oh," said Mr. Pickwick. " My what, did you say ? " 

" Your chummage ticket," replied Mr. Roker ; " you 're up 
to that ? " 
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'^ Not quite," replied Mr. Piokwicki with a smile. 

<<Why/' said Mr. Boker, '^it's as plain as Salishnj 
You 'U have a chummage ticket upon twenty-seven in the tliiid 
and them as is in the room will be your chums.'' 

** Are there many of them ? " inquired Mr. Piokwiok dubi 
ously. 

'* Three," replied Mr. Boker. 

Mr. Pickwick coughed. 

** One of 'em 's a parson," said Mr. Boker, filling up a litth 
piece of paper as he spoke ; *^ another 's a butcher." 

« Eh ? " exclaimed Mr. Pickwick. 

*^ A butcher," repeated Mr. Boker, giving the nib of lus pa 
a tap on the desk to cure it of a disinclination to mark. ** VfhA 
a thorough-paced goer he used to be sure-ly t You remembei 
Tom Martin, Neddy ? " said Boker, appealing to another nuD 
in the lodge, who was paring the mud off his shoes with i 
five-and-twenty bladed pocket-knife. 

*' I should think so," replied the party addressed, with i 
strong emphasis on ihe personal pronoun. 

'' Bless my dear eyes ! " said Mr. Boker, ftlmlriTig his held 
slowly from side to side, and gazing abstractedly out of the 
grated window before him, as if he were fondly recalling 8onM 
peaceful scene of his early youth ; '^ it seems but yesterday thai 
he whopped the coal-heaver down Fox-under-the-Hill by Um 
wharf there. I think I can see him now, a coming up th) 
Strand between the two street-keepers, a little sobered by tb 
bruising, with a patch o' winegar and brown paper over hi 
right eyelid, and that 'ere lovely bulldog, as pinned the littl 
boy afterwards, a following at his heels. What a rum thin 
Time is, ain't it, Neddy ? " 

The gentleman to whom these observations were addressee 
who appeared of a taciturn and thoughtful cast, merely echoe 
the inquiry ; Mr. Boker, shaking off the poetical and gloom 
train of thought into which he had been betrayed, descended t 
the common business of life, and resumed his pen. 

" Do you know what the third gentleman is ? " inquired M 
Pickwick, not very much gratified by this description of h 
future associates. 

" What is that Simpson, Neddy ? " said Mr. Boker, tumii] 
to his companion. 

" What Simpson ? " said Neddy. 
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" Why him in twenty-seven in the third, that this gentleman 's 
going to be chummed on/' 

" Oh, him ! " replied Neddy ; " he 's nothing exactly. He 
was a horse chaunter ; he 's a leg now." 

" Ah, so I thought,*' rejoined Mr. Roker, closing the book, 
and placing the small piece of paper in Mr. Pickwick's hands. 
" That 's the ticket, sir." 

Very much perplexed by this summary disposition of his 
person, Mr. Pickwick walked back into the prison, revolving in 
his mind what he had better do. Convinced, however, that 
before he took any other steps it would be advisable to see, and 
hold personal converse with, the three gentlemen with whom it 
was proposed to quarter him, he made the best of his way to 
the third flight. 

After groping about in the gallery for some time, attempting 
in the dim light to decipher the numbers on the different doors, 
he at length appealed to a potboy, who happened to be pursuing 
his morning occupation of gleaning for pewter. 

" Which is twenty-seven, my good fellow ? " said Mr. Pick- 
wick. 

" Five doors further on," replied the potboy. " There 's the 
likeness of a man being hung, and smoking a pipe the while, 
chalked outside the door." 

Guided by this direction, Mr. Pickwick proceeded slowly 
along the gallery, imtil he encountered the '^ portrait of a gen- 
tleman," above described, upon whose countenance he tapped, 
with the knuckle of his fore-finger — gently at first, and then 
more audibly. After repeating this process several times without 
effect, he ventured to open the door and peep in. 

There was only one man in the room, and he was leaning out 
of window as far as he could without overbalancing himself, 
endeavouring, with great perseverance, to spit upon the crown 
of the hat of a personal friend on the parade below. As neither 
speaking, coughing, sneezing, knocking, nor any other ordinary 
mode of attracting attention, made this person aware of the 
presence of a visiter, Mr. Pickwick, after some delay, stepped 
up to the window, and pulled him gently by the coat tail. The 
individual brought in his head and shoulders with great 
swiftness, and, surveying Mr. Pickwick from head to foot, 
demanded in a surly tone what the — something beginning with 
a capital H — he wanted. 
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Mr. Martin expressed the same opinion, in rather stronger 
terms; Mr. Simpson, after having let a variety of expletive 
adjectives loose upon society without any substantive to accom- 
pany them, tucked up his sleeves, and began to wash the greens 
for dinner. 

While this was going on, Mr. Pickwick had been eyeing the 
room, which was filthily dirty, and smelt intolerably close. There 
was no vestige of either carpet, curtain, or blind. There was 
not even a closet in it. Unquestionably there were but few 
things to put away, if there had been one ; but however few in 
number, or small in individual amount^ still remnants of loaves, 
and pieces of cheese, and damp towels, and scraps of meat, and 
articles of wearing apparel, and mutilated crockery, and bellows 
without nozzles, and toasting-forks without prongs, do present 
somewhat of an uncomfortable appearance when they are scattered 
about the floor of a small apartment, which is the common sitting 
and sleeping room of three idle men. 

'^ I suppose this can be managed somehow," said the butcher, 
after a pretty long silence. " What will you take to go out ? " 

" I beg your pardon," replied Mr. Pickwick. " What did 
you say ? I hardly understand you." 

" What will you take to be paid out ? " said the butcher. " The 
regular chummage is two-and-six. Will you take three bob ? " 

" — And a bender," suggested the clerical gentleman. 

" Well, I don't mind that ; it 's only twopence apiece more," 
said Mr. Martin. " What do you say, now ? We '11 pay you 
out for three-and-sixpence a week. Come ! " 

" And stand a gallon of beer down," chimed in Mr. Simpson. 
" There ! " 

" And drink it on the spot," said the chaplain. " Now I " 

" I really am so wholly ignorant of the rules of this place," 
returned Mr. Pickwick, " that I do not yet comprehend you. 
Can I live anywhere else ? I thought I could not." 

At this inquiry Mr. Martin looked, with a countenance of 
excessive surprise, at his two friends, and then each gentleman 
pointed with his right thumb over his left shoulder. This 
action, imperfectly described in words by the very feeble term 
of " over the left," when performed by any number of ladies or 
gentlemen who are accustomed to act in unison, has a very 
graceful and airy effect ; its expression is one of light and playful 
sarcasm. 
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" Can you ! " repeated Mr. JIartin, with a smile of pity. 

" ■\Vull." if I kneiF as little of life as that, I 'd eat my hat and 
swall T the bitklc ivlole " wid the cleri al geatlpman 
s 10 lid I allied tic sporting oac solemnlj 

Alter thia mtrod clori preface the three chums luformed 
Mr Iickiick ui \ Ireath tbut money waa in the Fleet jutl 
uhat luonei va ait ft tlat t ^ uuld nat^nth procunr hioi 
all I t iii^tl 11^ I < di ed ni that i ppo^ng he had t and 
had I |e t n t *ieiiJ it if 1 e niily slgnihed his wish tu 

Id e t 1 self ht iij,lt Uke puuLStioD of une 

f r I II 1 to b jt in half in hour a time 

\\ aepdrated % r\ m ch to their mutual 

t^ k ck one more retracing his steps to the 

1 mpiiiouaalj nn tgtothe coffee room 

tl er e si Ulingi wl ich the cleneal geutlenma 

prud nee and f res ght borro^ted of htm 

' s-aid 'Mr R ker Mth a cl u kle when Mr 

■ IJc t with 1 1 he had retuned Did 
1 \ li 

r |i i 1 r f U n r 1 1 ukrife givwled 

'■ I kiiun-.'ii ym, 'd want a room for yourself, hlesE you ! " 
wild Mr. HokCT, "Let me seu, Viiu'llwaut some f umitur. 
Vou 'li lure that of itie, I Jupposi- '! That "> the reg'lar thing.'" 

•■ Wilb LTKil l.l.M-i:lv." i:-],\n:\ Mr, Pii'kwi^k. 

■■TbiTv'- :i ".u'itnl room up in the coffee-room flight, that 
iiel.mE;^ \>' -.t iluiunTv prisoner," said Mr. Eoker. '■ It'll stand 
V'U 111 ;l iiouiiil I "I'l'k. T ,-upposi> vou don't mind that ? " 

-Xnl at ;dl,- -^aid Mr. Pit'kwick." 

■■.)ii-i -lip ihen* with me," «aiii Roker, taking up his hat 
'villi l:ii',ii ahii.'i'iiv ; " ibe matter's settled in five minutes. 
L..1-.1 : -vJiv did nt you .say at first that you was willing to come 
!i™-n :i:ind.->nv ;'" 

TUi- :ii.iii.'i- w;i^ s.iim arninjji-d. as tjie turnkey had foretold. 
Tli.> .!i.iii..Ty pn-oru-r b;id been llierc long enough to have lost 
fiiiii'l-. f.'iluii'-. iKPiih'. ;ilid lia|)piiiess, and to have acquired the 
ii;;ht -f havin- i r.".m to iiitiit^elf. As he biWnired. however. 
und'T tlii.' iiiii'iiviiiii'iicc of often ivanting a morsel of bread, 
iic ■M^-iilv li.~iiii"d '.<• Mr. Pickwick's proposal to rent the 
,ip:iiliiiMiI ; Liiiil rf-adily covenanted and agreed to yield him Op 
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the sole and undisturbed possession thereof, in consideration of 
the weekly payment of twenty shillings ; from which fund he 
furtheimore contracted to pay out any person or persons that 
might be chummed upon it. 

As they struck the bargain, Mr. Pickwick surveyed him with 
a painful interest. He was a tall, gaunt, cadaverous man, in 
an old great coat and slippers, with sunken cheeks, and a rest- 
leas, eager eye. His lips were bloodless, and his bones sharp 
and thin. God help hhn ! the iron teeth of connnement and 
privation had been slowly filing him down for twenty years. 

" And where will you live meanwhile, sir ? '' said Mr. Pick- 
wick, as he laid the amount of the first week's rent, in advance, 
on the tottering table. 

The man gathered up the money with a trembling hand, and 
replied that he did n't know yet ; he must go and see where he 
could move his bed to. 

" I am afraid, sir," said Mr. Pickwick, laying his hand gently 
and compassionately on his arm ; "I am afraid you will have 
to live in some noisy, crowded place. Now, pray, consider this 
room your own when you want quiet, or when any of your 
friends come to see you." 

" Friends ! " interposed the man, in a voice which rattled in 
his throat. " If I lay dead at the bottom of the deepest mine 
in the world, tight screwed down and soldered in my coffin, 
rotting in the dark and filthy ditch that drags its slime along 
beneath the foundations of this prison, I could not be more 
forgotten or unheeded than I am here. I am a dead man — 
dead to society, without the pity they bestow on those whose 
souls have passed to judgment. Friends to see me ! My Grod ! 
I have sunk, from the prime of life into old age, in this place, 
and there is not one to raise his hand above my bed, when I lie 
dead upon it, and say, ' It is a blessing he is gone ! ' " 

The excitement, which had cast an unwonted light over the 
man's face, while he spoke, subsided as he concluded ; and, 
pressing his withered hands together in a hasty and disordered 
manner, he shuffled from the room. 

" Rides rather rusty," said Mr. Roker, with a smile. " Ah, 
they 're like the elephants ; they feel it now and then, and it 
makes 'em wild ! " 

Having made this deeply sympathising remark, Mr. Roker 
entered upon his arrangements with such expedition that in a 

VOL. II. 
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short time the room was fumiflhed with a caipet, bIz ctmn, a 
tahle, a 8o£a bedstead^ a tea-kettle, and various small artieLBS, on 
hire, at the very reasonahle rate of seven-and-twenty ■hillinga 
and sizpenoe per week. 

'^ Now, is tiiere anything more we can do for you ? " ii 
Mr. Boker, looking round with great satis&ction, and 
chinking the first week's hire in his closed fist 

" Why, ye^,'' said Mr. Pickwick, who had been musing deeply 
for some time. ^* Are there any people here who nm on eiimi^ 
and so forth?" 

" Outside, do you mean ? " inquired Mr. Boker. 

'^ Yes ; I mean who are able to go outside. Not priscmen." 

'^ Yes, there is," said Boker. " There 's an unfortunate devil, 
who has got a friend on the poor side, that 's glad to do anything 
of that sort. He 's been running odd jobs, and that, for tiie last 
two months. Shall I send him ? " 

^* If you please," rejoined Mr. Pickwick. '' Stay ; — no. The 
poor side, you say ? I should like to see it ; — I '11 go to him 
myself." 

The poor side of a debtors' prison is, as its name imports, 
that in which the most miserable and abject class of debtors are 
confined. A prisoner having declared upon the poor side, pays 
neither rent nor chummage. His fees, upon entering and leaving 
the gaol, are reduced in amount, and he becomes entitled to a 
share of some small quantities of food, to provide which a few 
charitable persons have, from time to time, left trifling legacies 
in their wills. Most of our readers will remember that, until 
within a very few years past, there was a kind of iron cage in 
the wall of the Fleet Prison, within which was posted some man 
of hungry looks, who, from time to time, rattled a money-box, 
and exclaimed, in a mournful voice, " Pray, remember the poor 
debtors ; pray, remember the poor debtors." The receipts of 
this box, when there were any, were divided among the poor 
prisoners ; and the men on the poor side relieved each other in 
this degrading office. 

Although this custom has been abolished, and the cage is 
now boarded up, the miserable and destitute condition of these 
unhappy persons remains the same. We no longer suffer them 
to appeal at the prison gates to the charity and compassion of 
the passers by ; but we still leave unblotted in the leaves of our 
statute-book, for the reverence and admiration of succeeding ages, 
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the just and wholesome law which declares that the sturdy felon 
shall he fed and clothed, and that the penniless dehtor shall he 
left to die of starvation and nakedness. This is no fiction. Not 
a week passes over our heads, hut, in every one of our prisons 
for deht, some of these men must inevitahly expire in the slow 
agonies of want, if they were not relieved hy their fellow- 
prisoners. 

Turning these things in his mind, as he mounted the narrow 
stair-case at the foot of which Eoker had left him, Mr. Pickwick 
gradually worked himself to the hoiling-over point; and so 
excited was he with his reflections on this subject, that he had 
burst into the room to which he had been directed, before he 
had any distinct recollection, either of the place in which he was, 
or of the object of his visit. 

The general aspect of the room recalled him to himself at 
once ; but he had no sooner cast his eyes on the figure of a man 
who was brooding over the dusty fire than, letting his hat fall 
on the floor, he stood perfectly fixed and immovable with 
astonishment. 

Yes ; in tattered garments, and without a coat ; his common 
calico shirt, yellow and in rags ; his hair hanging over his face ; 
his features changed with suffering, and pinched with famine — 
there sat Mr. Alfred Jingle, his head resting on his hand, his 
eyes fixed upon the fire, and his whole appearance denoting misery 
and dejection ! 

Near him, leaning listlessly against the wall, stood a strong- 
built QQuntryman, flicking, with a worn-out hunting-whip, the 
top-boot that adorned his right foot ; his left being (for he 
dressed by easy stages) thrust into an old slipper. Horses, dogs, 
and drink had brought him there, pell-mell. There was a rusty 
spur on the solitary boot, which he occasionally jerked into the 
empty air, at the same time giving the boot a smart blow, and 
muttering some of the sounds by which a sportsman encourages 
his horse. He was riding, in imagination, some desperate steeple- 
chase at that moment. Poor wretch ! he never rode a match on 
the swiftest animal in his costly stud, with half the speed at 
which he had torn along the course that ended in the Fleet. 

On the opposite side of the room an old man was seated on 
a small wooden box, with his eyes riveted on the floor, and his 
face settled into an expression of the deepest and most hopeless 
despair. A yoimg girl — his little grand-daughter — was hanging 
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about him, endeavouiingy with a thooaand childiith deTieeBy te 
engage his attention ; but the old man neither saw nor heud 
her. The Toioe that had been music to him, and the eyes that 
had been lig^t, fell coldly on his senses. His limbs weie shaken 
with disease, aad the palsy had fastened on his mind. 

There were two or three other men in the room, congregated 
in a little knot, and noisily talking among themselves. Then 
was a lean and haggard woman, too, — a prisoner's wife, — who 
was watering, with great solicitude, the wretched stump of a 
dried-up, withered plant, which, it was plain to see, oouM ne^er 
send forth a green leaf again ; — too true an emblem, perfa^s, 
of the office she had come there to discharge. 

Such were the objects which presented themselves to Mr. 
Pickwick's view as he looked round him in amaiement. The 
noise of some one stumbling hastily into the room roused him. 
Turning his eyes towards the door, they encountered the new- 
comer ; and in him, through his rags, and dirt, and misery, he 
recognised the familiar features of Mr. Job Trotter. 

'^ Mr. Pickwick ! " exclaimed Job aloud. 

'' Eh ? " said Jingle, starting from his seat <<Mr. ! 

So it is — queer place — strange thing — serves me right — 
very." And with this, Mr. Jingle thrust his hands into the 
place where his trousers' pocket used to be, and, dropping his 
chin upon his breast, sunk back into his chair. 

Mr. Pickwick was affected; the two men looked so very 
miserable. The sharp involiintary glance Jingle had cast at a 
small piece of raw loin of mutton, which Job had brought in 
with him, said more of their reduced state than two hours* expla^ 
nation could have done. He looked mildly at Jingle, and said : 

'^ I should like to speak to you in private. Will you step 
out for an instant ? " 

'^ Certainly,"' said Jingle, rising hastily. '^ Can't step far 

— no danger of over-walking yourself here — Spike park — 
grounds pretty — romantic, but not extensive — open for public 
inspection — family always in town — housekeeper desperately 
careful — very." 

" You have forgotten your coat," said ^Ir. Pickwick, as they 
walked out to the stair-case, and closed the door after them. 
" Eh ? " said Jingle. " Spout — dear relation — \mcle Tom 

— could n't help it — must eat, you know. Wants of nature 
—and all that." 
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\ 1 Mr. Pickwict, trying to look stem, 

\ i Id ^ d inning down hia waistcoat. '■ Take thai, 

lAe vh f I the rlnary acceptation of such language, 

1 11 lave be n a Ho As (he worlii runs, it ought Ui 

ha p hi n =oiml hearty cuff; for Wr. Pickwick had heen 

1 jn ! d cr el ani Tinned by the destitiite outcast who was 

1 11 h 1 p( r Jlust wo t*ll the truth ? It was 

tl h ^f n Mr P k ck'a waistcoat pocket, which chinked 

t V t, en ato lol liand ; and the giving of which, 

el o ther i a ted a sparkle to the eye, and a swelling 

t tl P hctt t f r celient olil friend, as he hurried away. 

S n 1 a 1 ret e I v! ei ^Ir. Pickwick reached his own romn, 
a I as 5 tfct fe tl p arrangements that had been made for his 
iif I ^tl i k If f,nn satisfaction which was very pleasant 
til look upon. Havnig n decided objection to his master's IieiuK 
dipri' at nil, Mr. Weller apiicared to consider it a high raorsl 
duty not to Hppciir ton niucli iili>ased with anything that was 
done, .-yid, sufige.-.h'il, or proposed. 

- Wi'll, Sam." ^,W\ Mr. Pickivick. 
■■ Well, sir." vplicil .Mr. ■W.^llcr. 
-I'li'lly contfort:ib]c now. eh, Snm '.' " 

■■ I'rutty veil, sir," responded Sam, looking round him in i 
disparaging ntaniier. 

" Have you .s'en Mr. Tupman and our other friends ? " 

- Vi.'s. ] !i'irf seen 'em, air, and they 're a comin' to-morrow, 
;iiid WHS werv miicli surprised to hear they warn't to come to-day,'' 
,v,JW Sim.: 

■■ \ i>ii have brought ihe things I wanted ? " 

Ml'. U'llli^r in rnplv ]tointed tu various packages which he 
li.i.l .niMiiL'i'il. a^ ueiilly -.v- he rnuhi, in a comer of the room. 

■■ \"i'rv wi'll. Siim,'" siiid Mr. Pickwick, nfter a little hesitation ; 
■■ liriliH, ro what 1 am soin:; la ,iiv. Sam.'' 

■■ ( Vl1■|li^•. sit.^- ivjoiiied Mr. Weller, '■ fire avay, sir." 

■ 1 li,ivi' ii-il from ih' Hrsl. Sum," said Mr. Pickwick, with 
\.\iuh ^■■|,-],iiiiiy. ■■ihiii ihi" is not the place to bring a young 

■■_N..r ,n .-i.| -11 nlirr. .-^ir." ofeerved Mr. Weller. 

■■ Vm ■(-!■ ijiiiii' ri,L,'iit.,'>,uii,"' si id Mr. Pickwick; "but old men 
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they serve. It is better for those young men, in every point 
of view, that they should not remain here. Do you imderstand 
me, Sam ? " 

" Vy, no, sir, I do not,'' replied Mr. Weller doggedly. 

" Try, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick. 

** Veil, sir," rejoined Sam, after a short pause, " I think I see 
your drift ; and if I do see your drift, it 's my 'pinion that you 're 
comin' it a great deal too strong, as the mail-coachman said to 
the snow-storm ven it overtook him." 

" I see you comprehend me, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick. " Inde- 
pendently of my wish that you should not be idling about a 
place like this, for years to come, I feel that for a debtor in the 
Fleet to be attended by his man servant is a monstrous absurdity. 
— Sam," said Mr. Pickwick, " for a time, you must leave me." 

^* Oh, for a time, eh, sir ? " rejoined Mr. Weller, rather 
sarcastically. 

" Yes, for the time that I remain here," said Mr. Pickwick. 
" Your wages I shall continue to pay. Any one of my three 
friends will be happy to take you, were it only out of respect 
to me. And if I ever do leave this place, Sam," added Mr. 
Pickwick, with assumed cheerfulness — "if I do, I pledge you 
my word that you shall return to me instantly." 

" Now, I '11 tell you wot it is, sir," said Mr. Weller, in a grave 
and solenm voice ; *' this here sort o' thing won't do at all, so 
don't let's hear no more about it." 

" I am serious, and resolved, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick. 

" You air, air you, sir ? " inquired Mr. Weller firmly. " Wery 
good, sir. Then so am I." 

Thus speaking, Mr. Weller fixed his hat on his head with 
great precision, and abruptly left the room. 

" Sam ! " cried Mr. Pickwick, calling after him, " Sam ! 
Here ! " 

But the long gallery ceased to re-echo the sound of footsteps. 
Sam Weller was gone. 
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GHAFTEB XUn 
sROwnro how mr. bamubl wsllbr got nrio i hwwwvl 



In a lofty room, badly lighted and wona ventilated, Bitaito 
in Portogal Street, Lincoln's Inn-fieldB| thaia dt, naady tiM iH^ 
year round, one, two, thiee, or four gentlemen in wigi, aa tht 
case may be, with little writingHleaka before thiem, oonatmeled 
after the fiishion of those used by the jndgea of the kad, 
barring the French polish. There is a box of baniaterB ca ibaat 
right hand ; there is an indoeure of insolvent debtors aa ^bta 
left; and there is an inclined plane of most eepedally duty 
faces in their front. These gentlemen are the OomnuaaiQinn 
of the Insolvent Court, and the place in which they ait is tht 
Insolvent Court itsell 

It is, and has been, time out of mind, the remarkable &ts 
of this Court to be, somehow or other, held and understood, Ij 
the general consent of all the destitute shabby-genteel people in 
London, as their common resort, and place of daily refuge. It 
is always fulL The steams of beer and spirits perpetually 
ascend to the ceiling, and, being condensed by the heat, roll down 
the walls like rain ; there are more old suits of clothes in it at 
one time than will be offered for sale in all Houndsditch in a 
twelvemonth ; more unwashed skins and grizzly beards than all 
the pumps and shaving-shops between Tyburn and Whitechapel 
could render decent, between sunrise and sunset 

It must not be supposed that any of these people have the 
least shadow of business in, or the remotest connexion with, 
the place they so indefatigably attend. If they had, it would 
be no matter of surprise, and the singularity of the thing would 
cease at once. Some of them sleep during the greater part of 
the sitting ; others carry small portable dinners wrapped in 
pocket-handkerchiefs or sticking out of their worn-out pockets, 
and munch and listen with equal relish ; but no one among 
them was ever known to have the slightest personal interest in 
any case that was ever brought forward. \Miatever they do, 
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there they sit from the first moment to the last. When it is 
heavy, rainy weather, they all come in, wet through ; and at 
such times the vapours of the Court are like those of a fungus- 
pit. 

A casual visiter might suppose this place to be a Temple 
dedicated to the Grenius of Seediness. There is not a messenger 
or process-server attached to it, who wears a coat that was made 
for him ; not a tolerably fresh or wholesome-looking man in 
the whole establishment, except a little white-headed, apple-faced 
tipstaff, and even he, like an ill-conditioned cherry preserved in 
brandy, seems to have artificially dried and withered up, into 
a state of preservation, to which he can lay no natural ^l^^im, 
The very barristers' wigs are ill-powdered, and their curls lack 
crispness. 

But the attorneys, who sit at a large, bare table below the 
Commissioners, are, after all, the greatest curiosities. The pro- 
fessional establishment of the more opulent of these gentlemen 
consists of a blue bag and a boy, generally a youth of the Jewish 
persuasion. They have no fixed offices, their legal business 
being transacted in the parlours of public-houses, or the yards 
of prisons, whither they repair in crowds, and canvass for 
customers after the manner of omnibus cads. They are of a 
greasy and mildewed appearance ; and if they can be said to 
have any vices at all, perhaps drinking and cheating are the 
most conspicuous among them. Their residences are usually on 
the outskirts of " the Rules," chiefly lying within a circle of 
one mile from the obelisk in St. George's Fields. Their looks 
are not prepossessing, and their manners are peculiar. 

Mr. Solomon Pell, one of this learned body, was a fat, flabby, 
pale man, in a surtout which looked green one minute, and 
brown the next, with a velvet collar of the same chameleon tints. 
Hia forehead was narrow, his face wide, his head large, and his 
noee all on one side, as if Nature, indignant with the propensities 
she observed in him in his birth, had given it an angry tweak 
which it had never recovered. Being short-necked and asthmatic, 
however, he respired principally through this feature ; so, per- 
haps, what it wanted in ornament, it made up in usefulness. 

" I 'm sure to bring him through it," said Mr. Pell. 

" Are you, though ? " replied the person to whom the assur- 
ance was pledged. 

" Certain sure," replied Pell ; " but if he 'd gone to any 
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irregular practitioner, mind 700, I wouldn't haTB annrand 
for the consequencea" 

<< Ah 1 " said the other, with open mouth. 

^^N0| that I wouldn't/' said Mr. Pell; and he pnned ff 
his lips, frowned, and shook his head mysteriously. 

Now, the place where this discourse occurred was the puUio* 
house just opposite to the Insolvent Court; and ihe penon 
with whom it was held was no other than the elder Mr. WeUvi 
who had come there to comfort and console a friend, whon 
petition to be discharged under the act was to be that di^ 
heard, and whose attorney he was at that moment oonsultiiigi 

** And vere is Greorge ? " inquired the old gentleman. 

Mr. Pell jerked his head in the direction of a back parlom^ 
whither Mr. Waller, at once repairing, was immediately greeted 
in the warmest and most flattering manner by some half-donn 
of his professional brethren, in token of their gratificatioii at 
his arrival. The insolvent gentleman, who had contracted t 
speculative but imprudent passion for horsing long stages, whidi 
had led to his present embarrassments, looked extremely wdl, 
and was soothing the excitement of his feelings with shrimps 
and porter. 

The salutation between Mr. Waller and his friends was stricUj 
confinad to the freemasonry of the craft, consisting of a jerking 
round of the right wrist and a tossing of the little finger into 
the air at the same time. We once knew two famous coach- 
men (they are dead now, poor fellows) who were twins, and 
between whom an unaffected and devoted attachment existed. 
They passed each other on the Dover road every day for twenty- 
four years, never exchanging any other greeting than this ; and 
yet, when one died, the other pined away, and soon afterwards 
followed him ! 

" Veil, Greorge,'' said Mr. Weller, senior, taking ofiF his upper 
coat, and seating himself with his accustomed gravity. " How 
is it ? All right behind, and full inside ? " 

''All right, old feller,'' replied the embarrassed gentleman. 

" Is the grey mare made over to anybody ? " inquired Mr. 
Weller anxiously. 

George nodded in the affirmative. 

" Veil, that 's all right,'' said Mr. Weller. " Coach taken care 
on, also ? " 

^' Con-signed in a safe quarter," replied George, wringing the 
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heads off half a dozen shrimps^ and swallowing them without 
any more ado. 

" Wery good, wery good," said Mr. Weller. " Alvays see to 
the drag yen you go down hill. Is the vay-bill all dear and 
Btraightfor'erd ? " 

^^ The schedule, sir," said Pell, guessing at Mr. Weller's mean- 
ing, '^ the schedule is as plain and satisfactory as pen and ink 
can make it." 

Mr. Weller nodded in a manner which bespoke his inward 
approval of these arrangements, and then, turning to Mr. Pell, 
said, pointing to his friend Greorge : — 
" Ven do you take his cloths off? " 

" Why," replied Mr. Pell, " he stands third on the opposed 
list, and I should think it would be his turn in about half an 
boor. I told my clerk to come over and tell us when there was 
t chance." 

Mr. Weller surveyed the attorney from head to foot with 
great admiration, and said, emphatically : — 
" And what '11 you take, sir ? " 

" Why, really," replied Mr. Pell, " you 're very — Upon 
my word and honour, I am not in the habit of — It 's so 
very early in the morning that, actually, I am almost — Well, 
you may bring me three penn'orth of rum, my dear." 

The officiating damsel, who had anticipated the order before 
'^ Was given, set the glass of spirits before Pell, and retired. 

^* Gentlemen," said Mr. Pell, looking round upon the com- 
pany, " success to your friend ! I don't like to boast, gentlemen 
"~^ it 's not my way ; but I can't help saying that, if your friend 
^^ n't been fortunate enough to fall into hands that — but I 
^^H't say what I was going to say. Gentlemen, my service 
^ you." Having emptied the glass in a twinkling, Mr. Pell 
sruacked his lips, and looked complacently round on the assem- 
"*^ coachmen, who evidently regarded him as a species of 
divinity. 

*^ Let me see," said the legal authority, ^' what was I a saying, 
S^titlemen ? " 

"I think you was remarkin' as you would n't have no objeo- 
*'^on to another o' the same, sir," said Mr. Weller, with grave 
^^cetiousness. 

" Ha, ha ! " laughed Mr. Pell. " Not bad, not bad. A pro- 
fessional man, too ! At this time of the morning it would be 
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lather too good a — Well, I don't knowi my dear — 70a 
do that again, if you please. Hem I '' 

This last sound was a solemn and dignified oon^ in iridok 
Mr. PeU, observing an indecent tendency to mirth m mamd 
his auditors, considered it due to himself to indulge. 

^^ The late Lord Chancellor, gentlemen, was very fond of me," 
said Mr. Pell. 

" And wery creditable in him, too," interposed Mr. WdbL 

" Hear, hear," assented Mr. Pell's client. << Why ahouUiiH 
he be?" 

" Ah — why, indeed ! " said a veiy red-faoed man, who hsi 
said nothing yet, and who looked extremely unlikely to nj 
anything more. '' Why should n't he ? " 

A murmur of assent ran through the company. 

" I remember, gentlemen," said Mr. Pell, ^< dining with him 
on one occasion ; — there was only us two, but eveiythiDg n 
splendid as if twenty people had bc^en expected — the great aetl 
on a dumb-waiter at his right hand, and a man in a bag-wig lod 
suit of armour guarding the mace with a drawn sword and silk 
stockings — which is perpetually done, gentlemen, night tod 1 
day ; when he said, ^ Pell,' he said, * no false delicacy, PelL 
You're a man of talent; you can get anybody through the 
Insolvent Court, Pell ; and your country should be proud of 
you.' Those were his very words. — *My Lord,' I said, 'you 
flatter me.' — * Pell,' he said, * if I do, I 'm damned.' " 

" Did he say that ? " inquired Mr. Weller. 

" He did," repUed PeU. 

" Veil, then," said Mr. Weller, " I say Parliament ought to 
ha' took it up ; and if he 'd been a poor man, they would ha' 
done it." 

" But, my dear friend," argued Mr. Pell, " it was in confi- 
dence." 

" In what ? " said Mr. WeUer. 

" In confidence." 

" Oh ! wery good," replied Mr. Weller, after a little reflec — ■ 
tion. " If he damned his-self in confidence, o' course that was^ 
another thing." 

"Of course it was," said Mr. Pell. The distinction'^ 
obvious, you will perceive." 

" Alters the case entirely," said Mr. Weller. " Go on, sir.'^ 

" No J I will not go on, sir," said Mr. Pell, in a low andtf 
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serious tone. ''You have reminded me, sir, that this con- 
versation was private — private and confidential, gentlemen, 
(zentlemen, I am a professional man. It may he that I am a 
good deal looked up to, in my profession — it may he that I am 
not. Most people know. I say nothing. Ohservations have 
already heen made, in this room, injurious to the reputation 
of my nohle friend. You will excuse me, gentlemen ; I was 
imprudent. I feel that I have no right to mention this matter 
without his concurrence. Thank you, sir ; thank you." Thus 
delivering himself, Mr. Pell thrust his hands into his pockets, 
and, frowning grimly around, rattled three halfpence with terrible 
determination. 

This virtuous resolution had scarcely been formed, when the 
boy and the blue bag, who were inseparable companions, rushed 
violently into the room, and said (at least the boy did, for the 
blue bag took no part in the announcement) that the case was 
coming on directly. The intelligence was no sooner received 
than the whole party hurried across the street, and began to 
fight their way into Court — a preparatory ceremony, which has 
been calculated to occupy, in ordinary cases, from twenty-five 
minutes to thirty. 

Mr. Weller, being stout, cast himself at once into the crowd, 
with the desperate hope of ultimately turning up in some place 
which would suit him. His success was not quite equal to his 
expectations ; for having neglected to take his hat oif, it was 
knocked over his eyes by some unseen person, upon whose toes 
he had alighted with considerable force. Apparently, this 
individual regretted his impetuosity immediately afterwards; 
for, muttering an indistinct exclamation of surprise, he dragged 
the old man out into the hall, and, after a violent struggle, 
released his head and face. 

" Samivel I " exclaimed Mr. Weller, when he was thus 
enabled to behold his rescuer. 

Sam nodded. 

" You 're a dutiful and affectionate little boy, you are, ain't 
you ? " said Mr. Weller, " to come a bonnetin' your father in 
his old age ? " 

" How should I know who you wos ? " responded the son. 
*' Do you s'pose I wos to tell you by the weight o' your foot ? " 

" Veil, that 's wery true, Sammy," replied Mr. Weller, mollified 
at once ; " but what are you a doin' on here ? Your gov'nor 
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can't do no good here, Sammy. They won't pass that wadkk; 
they won't pass it, Sammy." And Mr. Waller Aock hia head 
with l^gal solemnity. 

'' Wot a perwerse old file it is!" exclaimed Sam; ^alvityi 
a goin' on about werdicks and alleybis, and thai. Who ail 
anything about the werdick ? " 

Mr. Weller made no reply, but once more shook his held 
most learnedly. 

*' Leave off rattlin' that 'eie nob o' youm, if you don't wai^ 
it to come off the springs altogether," said Sam impatientlj, 
<<and behave reasonable. I vent all the vay down to tib 
Markis o' Granby, arter you, last night." 

''Did you see the Marchioness o* Granby, Sammy?" 
inquired Mr. Weller, with a sigh. 

« Yes, I did," repUed Sam. 

'' How wos the dear creetur a lookin' ? " 

'' Wery queer," said Sam. " I think she 's a iigurin' hendf 
gradivally vith too much o' that 'ere pine-apple rum, and other 
strong medicines o' the same natur." 

" You don't mean that, Sammy ? " said the senior earnestly. 

" I do, indeed," replied the junior. Mr. Weller seized his 
son's hand, clasped it, and let it fall. There was an expression 
on his countenance in doing so — not of dismay or apprehensioDi 
but partaking more of the sweet and gentle character of hope. 
A gleam of resignation, and even of cheerfulness, passed over 
his face, too, as he slowly said, " I ain't quite certain, Sammy ; 
I would n't like to say I wos altogether positive, in case of any 
subsekent disappintment, but I rayther think, my boy — I 
rayther think — that the shepherd 's got the liver complaint ! " 

" Does he look bad ? " inquired Sam. 

" He 's uncommon pale," replied his father, " 'cept about the 
nose, wich is redder than ever. His appetite is wery so-eo, 
but he imbibes wunderful." 

Some thoughts of the rum appeared to obtrude themselves on 
Mr. Wellers mind, as he said this, for he looked gloomy and 
thoughtful ; but he very shortly recovered, as was testified by a 
perfect alphabet of winks, in which he was only wont to indulge 
when particularly pleased. 

" Veil, now," said Sam, " about my affair. Just open them 
ears o' youm, and don't say nothin' till I 've done." With 
this brief preface, Sam related, as succinctly as he could, the 
last memorable conversation he had had with Mr. Pickwick. 
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" Stop there by himself, poor creetur ! '* exclaimed the elder 
Mr. Weller, " without nobody to take his part 1 It can't be 
done, Samivel, it can't be done." 

" O' course it can't," asserted Sam ; " I know'd that, afore I 
came." 

" Wy, they '11 eat him up alive, Sammy," exclaimed Mr. 
Weller. 

Sam nodded his concurrence in the opinion. 

" He goes in rayther raw, Sammy," said Mr. Weller metar 
phorically, " and he '11 come out, done so ex-ceedin' brown, 
that his most formiliar friends won't know him. Boast pigeon 's 
nothin' to it, Sammy." 

Again Sam Weller nodded. 

" It ought n't to be, Samivel," said Mr. Weller gravely. 

" It must n't be," said Sam. 

" Cert'nly not," said Mr. Weller. 

** Veil, now," said Sam, " you 've been a prophesyin' avay, 
wery fine, like a red-faced Nixon, as the sixpenny books gives 
picters on." 

" Who wos he, Sammy ? " inquired Mr. Weller. 

** Never mind who he wos," retorted Sam ; "he wam't a 
coachman ; that's enough for you." 

" I know'd a 'ostler o' that name," said Mr. Weller, musing. 

"It wam't him," said Sam. "This here gen'lm'n was a 
prophet." 

" Wot 's a prophet ? " inquired Mr. Weller, looking sternly 
on his son. 

" Wy, a man as tells what 's a goin' to happen," replied Sam. 

" I wish I 'd know'd him, Sammy," said Mr. Weller. 
" P'raps he might ha' throw'd a small light on that 'ere liver 
complaint as we wos a speakin' on, just now. Hows'ever, if 
he 's dead, and ain't left the bis'ness to nobody, there 's an end 
on it. Go on, Sammy," said Mr. Weller, with a sigh. 

" Well," said Sam, " you 've been a prophesyin' avay, about 
wot '11 happen to the gov'nor if he 's left alone. Don't you see 
any vay o' takin' care on him ? " 

" No, I don't, Sammy," said Mr. Weller, with a reflective 
visage. 

" No vay at all ? " inquired Sam. 

" No vay," said Mr. Weller, " unless " — and a gleam of 
intelligence lighted up his countenance aa he sunk his voice to 
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a whisper, and applied his mouth to the ear of his cibjpring^ 
'^unless it is getting him out in a tom-up hedstead, imbeknoim 
to the turnkeys, Sammy, or dressin' him up like a old 'oobiib 
vith a green wail." 

Sam Weller received both of these suggestions with untx- 
pected contempt, and again propounded his question. 

^* No," said the old gentleman ; '^ if he von't let you stop 
there, I see no vay at alL It 's no thoroughfare, Sammy — no 
thoroughfare." 

" Well, then, I '11 teU you wot it is," said Sam, << I 'U tiodUa 
you for the loan of five-and-tventy pound." 

« Wot good 'uU that do ? " inquired Mr. Weller. 

" Neyer mind," said Sam. *^ P'raps you may ask for it^ in 
minits artervards ; p'raps I may say I von't pay, and cut op 
rough. You von't think o' arrestin' your own son for the 
money, and sendin' him off to the Fleet, will you, you unnsf nl 
wagabone ? " 

At this reply of Sam's, the fother and son exchanged a 
complete code of telegraphic nods and gestures, after which, the 
elder Mr. Weller sat himself down on a stone step, and lau^iel 
till he was purple. 

** Wot a old image it is ! " exclaimed Sam, indignant at 
this loss of time. " What are you a settin' down there for, 
con-wertin' your face into a street-door knocker, wen there 's so 
much to be done. Vera 's the money ? ". 

"In the boot, Sammy, in the boot," replied Mr. Weller, 
composing his features. " Hold my hat, Sammy." 

Having divested himself of this incmnbrance, Mr. Weller 
gave his body a sudden wrench to one side, and, by a dexterous 
twist, contrived to get his right hand into a most capacious 
pocket, from whence, after a great deal of panting and exertion, 
he extricated a pocket-book of the large octavo size, fastened by 
a huge leathern strap. From this ledger he drew forth a couple 
of whip-lashes, three or four buckles, a little sample-bag of com, 
and finally a small roll of very dirty bank-notes ; from which he 
selected the required amount, which he handed over to Sam. 

"And now, Sammy," said the old gentleman, when the 
whip-lashes, and the buckles, and the sample, had been all put 
back, and the book once more deposited at the bottom of the 
same pocket — " now, Sammy, I know a gen'lni'n here, as '11 
do the rest of the bis'ness for us, in no time — a limb o' the 
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law, Sammy, as has got brains like the frogs, dispersed all over 
his body, and reachin' to the wery tips o' his fingers ; a friend 
o' the Lord Chancellorship's, Sammy, who 'd only have to tell 
him what he wanted, and he M lock you up for life, if that wos 
all." 

" I say," said Sam, " none o' that." 

** None o' wot ? " inquired Mr. Weller. 

" Wy, none o' them unconstitootional ways o' doing it," 
retorted Sam. "The have-his-carcase, next to the perpetual 
motion, is vun of the blessedest things as wos ever made ; I 've 
read that 'ere in the newspapers, wery of 'en." 

" Well, wot 's that got to do vith it ? " inquired Mr. Weller. 

" Just this here," said Sam, " that I '11 patronise the inwen- 
tion, and go in, that vay. No visperin's to the Chancellorship 
— I don't like the notion. It may n't be altogether safe, vith 
reference to the gettin' out agin." 

Deferring to his son's feeling upon this point, Mr. Weller at 
once sought the erudite Solomon Pell, and acquainted him with 
his desire to issue a writ, instantly, for the sum of twenty-five 
pounds, and costs of process, to be executed without delay upon 
the body of one Samuel Weller ; the charges thereby incurred 
to be paid in advance to Solomon Pell. 

The attorney was in high glee ; for the embarrassed coach- 
horser was ordered to be discharged forthwith. He highly 
approved of Sam's attachment to his master ; declared that it 
strongly reminded him of his own feelings of devotion to his 
friend, the Chancellor ; and at once led the elder Mr. Weller 
down to the Temple, to swear the affidavit of debt, which the 
boy, with the assistance of the blue l>ag, had drawn up on the 
spot. 

Meanwhile, Sam, having been formally introduced to the 
whitewashed gentleman and his friends, as the offspring of 
Mr. Weller, of the Belle Sauvage, was treated with marked 
distinction, and invited to regale himself with them in honour 
of the occasion — an invitation which he was by no means 
backward in accepting. 

The mirth of gentlemen of this class is of a grave and quiet 
character, usually ; but the present instance was one of peculiar 
festivity, and they relaxed in proportion. After some rather 
tumultuous toasting of the Chief Commissioner and Mr. Solomon 
Pell, who had that day displayed such transcendent abilities, a 

VOL. II. 
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inottle-&ced gentlemaxi in a blue shawl piopoeed that aomebo^ 
should sing a soi^;. The obvious suggestion was thai the 
mottle-faoed gentleman, being anxious for a soi^;, should siog it 
himself ; but this the mottle-&oed gentleman sturdily^ and some- 
what offensiyely, declined to do, upon which, as is not uniunil 
in such cases, a rather angry colloquy ensued. 

'^ Gentlemen," said the coach-horser, '^ rather than disfcmbfhe 
harmony of this delightful occasion, perhaps Mr. Samuel WeDer 
will oblige the company." 

'^ Ealy, gentlemen," said Sam, " I 'm not weiy much in tiie 
habit o' singin' without the instrument ; but anytiiin' foraqviA 
life, as the man said wen he took the dtivation at the li^i^ 
house." 

With this prelude, Mr. Samuel Weller burst at once into 
following wild and beautiful legend, which, under the im] 
that it is not generally known, we take the liberty of quot ing * 
We would beg to call particular attention to the monoeyUaUs 
the end of the second and fourth lines, which not only 
the singer to take breath at those points, but greatly assists 
metre : — 

ROMANCE 



Bold Turpin vunce, on Hounslow Heath, 

His bold mare Bess bestrod — er ; 

Ven there he see'd the Bishop's coach 

A-coming along the road— er. 

So he gallops close to the 'orse's legs, 

And he claps his head vithin; 

And the Bishop says, " Sure as eggs is eggs, 

This here 's the bold Turpin ! " 

CHORUS 

And the Bishop says, " Sure as eggs is eggs, 
This here »s the bold Turpin ! " 

n 

Says Turpin, " You shall eat your words, 

With a sarce of leaden b«l— let ; " 

So he puts a pistol to his mouth. 

And he fires it down his gul— let. 

The coachman, he not likin* the job, 

Set oflf at a full gal— lop. 

But Dick put a couple of balls in his nob. 

And pen^-ailed on him to stop. 
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CHORUS {aarcastieatty) 

But Dick put a couple of balls in his nob, 
And perwailed on him to stop^ 

^* I maintain that that 'ere song 's personal to the cloth/' said 
the mottle-faced gentleman, interrupting it at this point '' I 
demand the name o' that coachman." 

" Nohody knowed," replied Sam. " He had n't got his card 
in his pocket." 

" I object to the introduction o' politics," said the mottle-faced 
gentleman. " I submit that, in the present company, that 'ere 
song 's political ; and, wot 's much the same, that it ain't true. 
I say that that coachman did not run away ; but that he died 
game — game as pheasants ; and I won't hear nothin' said to 
the contrairey." 

As the mottle-faced gentleman spoke with great energy and 
determination, and as the opinions of the company seemed divided 
on the subject, it threatened to give rise to fresh altercation^ 
when Mr. Weller and Mr. Pell most opportunely arrived. 

" All right, Sammy," said Mr. Weller. 

" The officer will be here at four o'clock," said Mr. Pell. " I 
suppose you won't run away meanwhile — eh ? Ha ! ha ! " 

" P'raps my cruel pa '11 relent afore then," replied Sam, with 
a broad grin. 

" Not I," said the elder Mr. Weller. 

« Do," said Sam. 

" Not on no account," replied the inexorable creditor. 

" I '11 give bills for the amount, at sixpence a month," said 
Sam. 

" I won't take 'em," said Mr. Weller. 

" Ha, ha, ha ! very good, very good," said Mr. Solomon Pell, 
who was making out his little bill of costs ; " a very amusing 
incident, indeed ! Benjamin, copy that ; " and Mr. Pell smiled 
again, as he called Mr. Weller's attention to the amoimt. 

"Thank you, thank you,'* said the professional gentleman, 
taking up another of the greasy notes as Mr. Weller took it from 
the pocket-book. " Three ten and one ten is five. Much 
obliged to you, Mr. Weller. Your son is a most deserving yoimg 
man, very much so, indeed, sir. It 's a very pleasant trait in a 
young man's character — very much so," added Mr. Pell, smiling 
smoothly round, as he buttoned up the money. 
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'■ Wot a pamp it i.s ! "" said the el.Ier Str. Well«r, «ilh i 
chiiokl'.'. ■■ A reg'lar proiiigy sou ! '' 

" I'roiligal — pi'oiligal sun, 4r," euggested ilt. Fell milJl.T. 

" Never raiiiil. sir." i-aid Mr. Wfllor, wit.h iliftnitj-. " I kiwr 
wot's o'eiuck. sir. Weii I lion't, I "U ask j-otii sir."' 

By tli(' timo tbi> 'ifliccT Drnvrd, Sniii )iail nuuli! IiimspU ai 
oxtivinply [Jviiniliir, tlint tlif I'lmgn-gatBi! geullemwi di-tennimd 
t» »■-■ liim Lii prison in a Ixniy. So, off tlu\y sel ; tilt pkiniiS 
iLiLiI ili;ri'iiiliiil uiilkiiii^ urm-iu>Hrin ; Hk oKwi in (runt; luul 
<-i);lil .-lii\il I'l.iiclimi-ii Itniigiijji iiij tlip rear. At Serjeaivt's Ina 
(;rii!'f..-),niL„- lliL' \''l]iJ.- jKiHj' hallwl tfl refrosh; ami. llie If^al 
anviii_'ii]i"Mt- liciuj: I'liQijik-ti'd. llm jiroiu-siHion movi-il on again. 

Si littli. i'..ii.iii..iiiiii wn? I icffthinnerf in I-'leet Slreel, by lb» 

IjliM-.iriiiv <,r iIm' I i-lii ijHitlt'jiii'ii in tlm finnk, who iwrwwwl 
ill ".ill, 111- I .ilip.'^i.t; it. MMs nl-<i touni] necessary to lp«ve 

till* liinlll,-r.ir.r.,| ^iiilliiini, lnliiTiil, In liylit a tirket-portw: il 
iK.iri;; iirniTip'ii iluit lii- hi. n.!- >]inul.l cull fi.r liiui aa llieycaiw 
Uirk. Nnlliiiy 1ml Ihi— lilllr uMiiii'i.t- ..c-t-urn-cl ou tlie iTir, 
WL..N llicy iv,i.'lu-<l III,. ;;.ii,. ..i 111,, l-i,.,-!. the n.val.-iide, lakiuB 
III-' tiiiH- fimii Ih" jiliiiiilill". ff,\f tlir.-.. Ircmi-ncloiia clieere for llie 
.Ii-ri-iiiliiiit : iihl. ufli-r lirn iiif! .■.liiik.ri li.iink all minii, left liim. 

SiLiii. li:,viiii; I1..1.11 fi>ni.;illy <l.-HviT.-il intn tliv wntO'-'n's cusloJj. 
lollir iriirji-M ri-iimi<hiin'iit'(if !!i.k<T. iinil til thi'cviilfntiOTiotiiui 
nf.'v.ri 111.. iiLli^u'iiiiiti.' N'i'.Mv. iiTi-^*.-l HI i.>i»-i- lnt.1 tlw jiriKin. 
w;ill...l Ii.i.mIit 1,1 lii,, iiui-t..i\ I ici. mill kiiucked at the door. 

■■ ( '"Mn- in." Miid Mr, I'iikmck. 

.S i|>!ii':<r<'d. ]iiil|nl iilTliinhnt. niul Hiiiiied, 

■All. Slim, iiiv t!i""l hid." m>\ T>U. I'ickwii-k. cvidenlli' 
i.iijili^d lo,...r lii,; liunihl.' ffi.nid n->iin: '■ 1 ]ij»! 11.. intfiitiw 
■ I :ii;niii- ,..!,]■ l-i'liji-s yi-fti-nliiv, mv fLiilldnl IV.l|..w. l.v iviwt 
! ..li.l, I'iii di.wn ymir hut, S-,ni, '^nd l.t mi> -xphmi no 
:i':iiiinL'. I lilllf nmr.- jil liHiifLli." 

■■ '^.i.'' .,-.-i,lh do. -iv-y iiniiiiwi S;im. 

■■'■■ri.il!;' -,.i.i Mr. i'irkin.rk ; "ImiI whv not now?" 

■■ IM ii'iliir^.l n..u. .ir." n-i.iin.sl S;,ni. 

•■ Wl.r --ii^iiri.-l Mr. IVkni.'k, 

■■ ■' ..II- - " -iihl Si,m, l„.«ii,iiiu^:, 

■■ t;. . 1.1- ..I *ilnl ■■" in.|nii'.'.l ."\Ir. Tickuirk. alarmed at UiJ 
i'i.ili'U. I 111 mni'i'. ■■ S|ifiil; .ml. Sum," 

■ ■<-.iii-...' r,.|,„ii...l S;.ni, -Vim. I'vi- t,'.it :i UtU.- UAt'-- 
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" What business ? " inquired 'Mi. Pickwick, surprised at 
Sam's confused manner. 

" Nothin' partickler," replied Sam. 

" Oh, if it 's nothing particular," said Mr. Pickwick, with a 
smile, " you can speak with me first." 

" I think I 'd better see arter it at once," said Sam, still 
hesitating. 

Mr. Pickwick looked amazed, but said nothing. 

" The fact is — " said Sam, stopping short. 

" Well ! " said Mr. Pickwick. " Speak out, Sam." 

" Why, the fact is," said Sam, with a desperate effort, 
" p'raps I 'd better see arter my bed afore I do any thin' else." 

" Your bed / " exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, in astonishment. 

" Yes, my bed, sir," replied Sam. " I 'm a pris'ner. I was 
arrested, this here wery artemoon, for debt." 

" You arrested for debt ! " exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, sinking 
into a chair. 

" Yes, for debt, sir," replied Sam ; " and the man as put me 
in, 'ull never let me out, till you go yourself." 

" Bless my heart and soul ! " ejaculated Mr. Pickwick. 
" What do you mean ? " 

" Wot I say, sir," rejoined Sam. ** If it 's forty year to 
come, I shall be a pris'ner, and I 'm wery glad on it ; and if it 
had been Newgate, it would ha' been just the same. Now, the 
murder 's out, and, damme, there 's an end on it ! " 

With these words, which he repeated with great emphasis 
and violence, Sam Weller dashed his hat upon the ground, in a 
most unusual state of excitement ; and then, folding his arms, 
looked firmly and fixedly in his master's face. 
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CHAPTER XLIV 

THKATS Of- DIVERS I.ITTtF MATTERS WHICH OCCCRR: 
KLKKT, A\(i OP Jin. WIXKLK'S MYSTERIOUS BEHAV] 
Miona liuvr the POuH CII.VMCGRY PRlbO.NER 
REI.KASl: AT I.A6T. 

J[n. PincivirK fi'lt ii great deal too miicli touched by the 
wiiriiilli :'i Siuii's iiltadinwnt to U- able to exhilnt any manife^- 
t;ili-'ij ••( M-^rt or ilieiilc.iwd'e at llw in'ocipitate course he had 
aiUnili'il, ill VfilniLtaiily I'lHi^igniiiB himself to a delitore' prison. 

fnv :in iihii'litiili- ]ifrii"l. Ttii' niily [loint on which ho [wtBeverBd 
ill ili'Di.iiiiHrij: jiiy rs[il:iti;iliiiti iva.-. the name of Sam's dotdining 
Livlilur, Ixil lliis Jlr. WclU'f.is perse vcriiigly withheld. 

" it iiin'l ii' lui nsi', sir," Enid Sum, Mgiiiii and ugain. "He'« 
;i m:i-lii'fiiu:i. lNiil-ilisi>ii.*icil, rurldly-iuiudtd, spilt-lul, wiudiolivf 
iTovtiir. ivnh i\ !l^^i lii-ail as thcTfi ain't uo poft'uin' : as thr 
wiriuinirv I'l.'i'jjyimm n.-murked of the old geii'lm'u vith tii» 
dri>|)M. ii'ii liL' oiini llml iiiiuii the whole hi; tlioiight he'd 
v.ivUi.i' ir:,\r lij- |.i.>j»'rtv1oliip vifi'tli;inhiiihliii:hapi-lTithit." 
■ l;,it .nn-ui, r, S.,u,r Mt. I'i.'kiviuk rfmouslratod. ■' thr sum 
;- -.' .-iii.ill ill, It ii ,-;iii viTv .Msily lie jiiiid ; and Imving made up 
■uv iiiiiiil t]i,it v.ui .iiiail >i„ii with me. vou should recollect how 
iiriih 111.. I.- ■i-.-f'il v. HI would Ii.- if 
u.lL-..- 
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vexation, Mr. Weller thought it prudent to change the theme 
of the discourse. 

" I takes my determination on principle, sir," remarked Sam, 
^^ and you takes yours on the same ground ; wich puts me in 
mind o' the man as killed his-self on principle : wich o' course 
you 've heerd on, sir." Mr. Weller paused when he arrived at 
this point, and cast a comical look at his master out of the comers 
of his eyes. 

" There is no ' of course ' in the case, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick, 
gradually breaking into a smile, in spite of the uneasiness which 
Sam's obstinacy had given him. ^' The fame of the gentleman 
in question never reached my ears." 

" No, sir ! " exclaimed Mr. Weller. " You astonish me, sir ; 
he wos a clerk in a gov'ment office, sir." 

" Was he ? " said Mr. Pickwick. 

" Yes, he wos, sir," rejoined Mr. Weller ; " and a wery pleasant 
gen'lm'n, too — one o' the percise and tidy sort, as puts their 
feet in little India-rubber fire-buckets wen it 's wet weather, and 
never has no other bosom friends but hare-skins ; he saved up 
his money on principle, wore a clean shirt ev'ry day on principle ; 
never spoke to none of his relations on principle, 'fear they 
should want to borrow money of him ; and was altogether, in 
fact, an uncommon agreeable character. He had his hair cut on 
principle vunce a fortnight, and contracted for his clothes on the 
economic principle — three suits a year, and send back the old 
'uns. Being a wery reg'lar gen'lm'n he dined ev'ry day at the 
same place, were it Was one and nine to cut off the joint ; and 
a wery good one and nine's worth he used to cut, as the landlord 
often said, with the tears a tricklin' down his face : let alone 
the way he used to poke the fire in the vinter time, wich was 
a dead loss of fourpence ha'penny a day, to say nothin' at all o' 
the aggrawation o' seein' him do it. So uncommon grand vith 
it, too ! * Post arter the next gen'lm'n,' he sings out ev'ry day 
ven he comes in. ' See arter the Times, Thomas ; let me look 
at the Momin' Herald, wen it 's out o' hand ; don't forget to 
bespeak the Chronicle ; and just bring the 'Tizer, vill you ; ' and 
then he 'd set vith his eyes fixed on the clock, and rush out just 
a quarter of a minit afore the time, to waylay the boy as wos a 
comin' in with the evenin' paper, wich he 'd read with sich intense 
interest and persewerance, as worked the other customers up 
to the wery confines o' desperation and insanity, specially one 
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" What did he do that for ? '' inquired Mr. Pickwick abruptly ; 
for he was considerably startled by this tragical termination of 
the narrative. 

" Wot did he do it for, sir ! " reiterated Sam. " Wy, in 
support of Ms great principle that crumpets wos wholesome, and 
to rfiow that he woujd n*t be put out of his way for nobody ! " 

With such like shif tings and changings of the discourse did 
Mr. Weller meet his master's questioning on the night of his 
taking up his residence in the Fleet. Finding all gentle remon- 
strance useless, Mr. Pickwick at length yielded a reluctant con- 
sent to Ms taking lodgings, by the week, of a bald-headed cobbler, 
who rented a small slip-room in one of the upper galleries. 
To this humble apartment Mr. Weller moved a mattress and 
bedding, which he hired of Mr. Roker ; and, by the time he lay 
down upon it at night, was as much at home as if he had been 
bred in the prison, and his whole family had vegetated therein 
for three generations. 

" Do you alvays smoke arter you goes to bed, old cock ? " 
inquired Mr. Weller of Ms landlord, when they had both retired 
for the night. 

" Yes, I does, young bantam," replied the cobbler. 

" Will you allow me to in-quire wy you make up your bed 
under that 'ere deal table ? " said Sam. 

" 'Cause I was always used to a four-poster afore I came here, 
and I find the legs of the table answer just as well/' replied the 
cobbler. 

" You 're a character, sir," said Sam. 

" I have n't got anything of the kind belonging to me," 
rejoined the cobbler, shaking his head ; " and if you want to 
meet with a good one, I 'm afraid you '11 find some difficulty in 
suiting yourself at this register office." 

The above short dialogue took place as Mr. Weller lay 
extended on his mattress at one end of the room, and the 
cobbler on Ms, at the other ; the apartment being illumined by 
the light of a rush candle, and the cobbler's pipe, wMch was 
glowing, below the table, like a red-hot coal. The conversation, 
brief as it was, predisposed Mr. Weller strongly in his landlord's 
favour; and raising himself on Ms elbow, he took a more 
lengthened survey of his appearance than he had yet had either 
time or inclination to make. 

He was a sallow man — all cobblers are ; and had a strong 
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fariflfely beard — all cobblers have; his &oe mm a qoMTigood- 
tempeiedy crooked-featured piece of woikmaodiip^ oisuaamki 
with a couple of eyee that must have worn a rerj jofjom 
expression at one time, for they sparkled yet. The bmui wm 
sixty by years, and Heaven knows how old by impiiflcuuiMnly m 
that his having any look approaching to mirth or oonftenftmMft 
was singular enough. He was a little man, and, beiQg half 
doubled up as he lay in bed, looked about as long as he aofjUk 
to have been without his legs. He had a great red pipe in Ui 
mouthy and was smoking, and staring at the rush-li^^ in a Mufti 
of enviable placidity. 

" Have you been here long ? " inquired Sam, breaking the 
silence which had lasted for some time. 

^'Twelve year," replied the cobbler, biting the end of liii 
pipe as he spoke. 

^* Contempt ? " inquired Sam. 

The cobbler nodded. 

" Well, then," said Sam, with some sternness, *^ wot do yea 
persewere in bein' obstinit for ; vasting your predous life away, 
in this here magnified pound ? Wy don't you give in, and tdl 
the Chancellorship that you 're wery sorry for makin' his court 
contemptible, and you won't do so no more ? " 

The cobbler put his pipe in the comer of his mouth, while 
he smiled, and then brought it back to its old place again, but 
said nothing. 

** Wy don't you ? " said Sam, urging his question strenuously. 

" Ah," said the cobbler, " you don't quite understand these 
matters. What do you suppose ruined me, now ? " 

" Wy," said Sam, trimming the rush-light, " I s'pose the 
beginnin' wos, that you got into debt, eh ? " 

"Never owed a farden," said the cobbler ; "try again." 

"Well, perhaps," said Sam, "you bought houses, wich is 
delicate English for goin' mad ; or took to buildin', wich is a 
medical term for bein' incurable." 

The cobbler shook his head, and said, " Try again." 

" You did n't go to law, I hope ? " said Sam suspiciously. 

" Never in my life," replied the cobbler. " The fact is, I 
was ruined by having money left me." 

" Come, come," said Sam, " that von't do. I wish some rich 
enemy 'ud try to vork vij/ destruction in that 'ere vay. 1 'd let 
him." 
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"Oh, I dare say you don't believe it," said the cobbler, 
quietly smoking his pipe. '' I would n't if I was you ; but it 's 
brae for all that." 

** How wos it ? " inquired Sam, half induced to believe the 
fact already, by the look the cobbler gave him. 

" Just this," replied the cobbler ; " an old gentleman that I 
worked for, down in the country, and a humble relation of whose 
I married — she 's dead, God bless her, and thank Him for it ! 
— was seized with a fit and went off." 

" Where ? " inquired Sam, who was growing sleepy after the 
numerous events of the day. 

" How should I know where he went ? " said the cobbler, 
speaking through his nose in an intense enjoyment of his pipe. 
" He went off dead." 

« Oh, that, indeed," said Sam. " Well ? " 

" Well," said the cobbler, " he left five thousand pound 
behind him." 

" And wery gen-teel in him so to do," said Sam. 

" One of which," continued the cobbler, " he left to me, 
'cause I 'd married his relation, you see." 

" Wery good," murmured Sam. 

"And being surrounded by a great number of nieces and 
nevys, as was always a quarrelling and fighting among themselves 
for the property, he makes me his executor, and leaves the rest 
to me, in trust, to divide it among 'em as the will prowided." 

" Wot do you mean by leaving it on trust ? " inquired Sam, 
waking up a little. " If it ain't ready money, were 's the use 
on it ? " 

" It 's a law term, that 's all," said the cobbler. 

" I don't think that," said Sam, shaking his head. " There's 
wery little trust at that shop. Hows'ever, go on." 

" Well," said the cobbler, " when I was going to take out a 
probate of the will, the nieces and nevys, who was desperately 
disappointed at not getting all the money, enters a caveat against 
it." 

" WTiat 's that ? " inquired Sam. 

" A legal instrument, which is as much as to say, it 's no go," 
replied the cobbler. 

" I see," said Sam, " a sort of brother-in-law o' the have-his- 
carcase. Well." 

" But," continued the cobbler, " finding that they could n't 
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agree among themflelves, and oonaec j oould n^ gei «p i 

case against the will, they witl new tue ^.eat, Ljd I paid all 
the l^[acie& I 'd hardly d< it, when one nevy hriqgi a 
action to set the will aside, i case oomes on, some imaA^ 
afterwards, afore a deaf old ( Leman, in a back Koon mrn^ 
where down by Paul's Churchyard ; and arter four ooimaelB kil 
taken a day apiece to buther him regularly, he ta^ea a d^f « 
two to consider, and read the evidence in six vollumH, and tikn 
gives his judgment that how the testator was not quite r^bft ii 
his head, and I must pay all the money back again, and aU As 
costs. I appealed ; the case come on before three or four tbij 
sleepy gentlemen, who had heard it all before in the other eoo^ 
whc^ they 're lawyers without work ; the only diflferenee bof 
that, there, they 're called doctors, and in the other place delegrt>% 
if you understand that ; and they very dutifully confirmed Ihs 
decision of the old genUeman below. After thi^ we went into 
chancery, where we are still, and where I shall always be. Mj 
lawyers have had all my thousand pound long ago ; and what 
between the estate, as they call it, and the costs, I 'm hero for 
ten thousand, and shall stop here till I die, wMmding shoes. 
Some gentlemen have talked of bringing it afore Parliamoit, 
and I dare say would have done it, only they had n't time to 
come to me, and I had n*t power to go to them, and they got 
tired of my long letters, and dropped the business. And this 
is God's truth, without one word of suppression or exaggeration, 
as fifty people, both in this place and out of it, very well know/' 

The cobbler paused to ascertain what effect his story bad 
produced on Sam; but finding that he had dropped asleep, 
knocked the ashes out of his pipe, sighed, put it down, drew 
the bed-clothes over his head, and went to sleep, too. 

Mr. Pickwick was sitting at breakfast, alone, next momiogf 
Sam being busily engaged in the cobbler s room, polishing his 
master's shoes and brushing the black gaiters, when there came a 
knock at the door, which, before Mr. Pickwick could cry " Come 
in,** was followed by the appearance of a head of hair aod a 
cotton-velvet cap, both of which articles of dress he had no 
difiliculty in recognising as the personal property of Mr. Smangl^- 

" How are you ? '* said that worthy, accompanying the inquiry 
with a score or two of nods ; '* I say — do you expect anybody 
this morning? Three men — devilish gentlemanly fellows — 
have been asking after you down stairs, and knocking at every 
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door on the hall flight ; for which they 've been most infernally 
blown up by the collegians, that had the trouble of opening 'em." 

" Dear me ! how very foolish of them," said Mr. Pickwick, 
rising. " Yes ; I have no doubt they are some friends whom I 
rather expected to see, yesterday." 

" Friends of yours ! " exclaimed Smangle, seizing Mr. Pickwick 
by the hand. " Say no more. Curse me, they 're friends of 
mine from this minute, and friends of Mivins's, too. Infernal 
pleasant, gentlemanly dog, Mivins, is n't he ? " said Smangle, 
with great feeling. 

"I know so little of the gentleman," said Mr. Pickwick, 
hesitating, *' that I — " 

** I know you do," interposed Smangle, clasping Mr. Pickwick 
by the shoulder. " You shall know him better. You '11 be 
delighted with him. That man, sir," said Smangle, with a 
solemn countenance, ''has comic powers that would do honour 
to Drury Lane Theatre." 

" Has he, indeed ? " said Mr. Pickwick. 

" Ah, by Jove, he has ! " replied Smangle. " Hear him 
come the four cats in the wheelbarrow — four distinct cats, sir, 
I pledge you my honour. Now, you know, that 's infernal clever ! 
Damme, you can't help liking a man, when you see these traits 
about him. He 's only one fault — that little failing I mentioned 
to you, you know." 

As Mr. Smangle shook his head in a confidential and sym- 
pathising manner at this juncture, Mr. Pickwick felt that he 
was exp)ected to say something, so he said '' Ah ! " and looked 
restlessly at the door. 

" Ah ! " echoed Mr. Smangle, with a long-drawn sigh. " He 's 
delightful company, that man is, sir — I don't know better 
company anywhere ; but he has that one drawback. If the 
ghost of his grandfather, sir, was to rise before him this minute, 
he 'd ask him for the loan of his acceptance on an eighteen-penny 
stamp." 

" Dear me ! " exclaimed Mr. Pickwick. 

" Yes," added Mr. Smangle ; *' and if he 'd the power of 
raising him again, he would, in two months and three days from 
this time, to renew the bill ! " 

" These are very remarkable traits," said Mr. Pickwick, " but 
I 'm afraid that while we are talking here, my friends may be 
in a state of great perplexity at not finding me." 
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'^ I '11 show 'em the way/' said Sinaii( , for the dooL 

^* Good day. I won't disturb you while tL^j 're iwie, yoa know. 
By the bye — " 

As Smangle pronounced the last three words, he e/topjpti wai- 
denly, re-cloaed the door, which he had opened, and, walkBn 
softly back to Mr. Pickwick, stepped close up to him on tiptoe, 
and said in a very soft whisper : — 

'' You couldn't make it convenient to lend me half a erova 
till the latter end of next week, could you ? " 

Mr. Pickwick could scarcely forbear smiling, but, ™*"*g^ to 
preserve his gravity, he drew forth the coin, and placed it in 
Mr. Smangle's palm ; upon which, that gentleman, with mui^ 
nods and winks, implying profound mystery, disappeared in queot 
of the three strangers, with whom he presently retumed ; and 
having coughed thrice, and nodded as many times, as an a8Biu>- 
ance to Mr. Pickwick that he should not forget to pay, he shook 
hands all round, in an engaging manner, and at lengUi took 
himself off. 

" My dear friends," said Mr. Pickwick, shaking hands alte^ 
nately with Mr. Tupman, Mr. Winkle, and Mr. Snodgrass, who 
were the three visiters in question, '^ I am delighted to see you." 

The triumvirate were much affected. Mr. Tupman shook bis 
head deploringly ; Mr. Snodgrass drew forth his handkerchief, 
with undisguised emotion ; and IVIr. Winkle retired to the window, 
and sniffed aloud. 

*' Momin', gen'Im'n," said Sam, entering at the moment with 
the shoes and gaiters ; " avay with melincholy, as the little boy 
said yen his school-missis died. Velcome to the College, gen'lm-n." 

"This foolish fellow," said Mr. Pickwick, tapping Sam on 
the head as he knelt down to button up bis master's gaiters — 
"this foolish fellow has got himself arrested, in order to be 



near me." 



" What ! " exclaimed the three friends. 

"Yes, gen'lm'n," said Sam, "I'm a — stand steady, sir, ii 
you please — I 'm a pris'ner, gen'lm'n ; con-fined, as the lady 
said." 

"A pris'ner!" exclaimed Mr. Winkle^ with imaccountable 
vehemence. 

" Hallo, sir I " responded Sam, looking up, " wot 's the matted* 
sir?" 

" I had hoped, Sam, that — nothing, nothing," said M*"- 
Winkle precipitately. 
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There was something so very abrupt and unsettled in Mr. 
Winkle's manner, that Mr. Pickwick involuntarily looked at his 
two friends for an explanation. 

** We don't know," said Mr. Tupman, answering this mute 
appeal aloud. *^ He has been much excited for two days past, 
and his whole demeanour very unlike what it usually is. We 
fear there must be something the matter, but he resolutely denies 
it." 

** No, no," said Mr. Winkle, colouring beneath Mr. Pickwick's 
gaze ; " there is really nothing. I assure you, there is nothing, 
my dear sir. It will be necessary for me to leave town, for 
a short time, on private business, and I had hoped to have 
prevailed upon you to allow Sam to accompany me." 

Mr. Pickwick looked more astonished than before. 

" I think," faltered Mr. Winkle, " that Sam would have had 
no objection to do so ; but, of course, his being a prisoner here 
renders it impossible. So I must go alone." 

As Mr. Winkle said these words, Mr. Pickwick felt, with 
some astonishment, that Sam's fingers were trembling at the 
gaiters, as if he were rather surprised or startled. Sam looked 
up at Mr. Winkle, too, when he had finished speaking; and 
though the glance they exchanged was instantaneous, they seemed 
to understand each other. 

" Do you know anything of this, Sam ? " said Mr. Pickwick, 
sharply. 

" No, I don't, sir," replied Mr. Weller, beginning to button 
with extraordinary assiduity. 

" Are you sure, Sam ? " said !Mr. Pickwick. 

" Wy, sir," responded Mr. Weller ; " I 'm sure so far, that I 've 
never heerd any thin' on the subject afore this moment. If I 
makes any guess about it," added Sam, looking at Mr. Winkle, 
" I have n't got any right to say what it is, 'fear it should be a 
wrong 'un." 

" I have no right to make any further inquiry into the private 
affairs of a friend, however intimate a one," said Mr. Pickwick, 
after a short silence ; "at present, let me merely say that I do 
not understand this at all. There — we have had quite enough 
of the subject." 

Thus expressing himself, Mr. Pickwick led the conversation 
to diflferent topics, and Mr. Winkle gradually appeared more at 
ease, though still very far from being completely so. They had 
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all so much to oonvene aboot^ that the "^*™»«g ymj tpaMj 
passed away : and when, at thiee o'clock, Mr. Welln pt o d w d 
upon the little dining table a roast li^ of mutton and n 
enonnouB meat pie, with sundzy dishes of y^grtahlea and poll 
of porter, which stood upon the chairs, or the aola-badrtead, or 
where they could, everybody felt disposed to do justiee to the 
meal, notwithstanding that the meat had been porehaied and 
dressed, and the pie made and baked, at the prison eodknj 
hard by. 

To these succeeded a bottle or two of reiy good wine, far 
which a messenger was despatched by Mr. Pickwick to the Hom 
Coffee-house in Doctors' Commons. The bottle or two, indeed, 
might be more properly described as a bottle or six, lor, bj the 
time it was drunk and tea over, the bell began to ring, far 
strangers to withdraw. 

But, if Mr. Winkle's behaviour had been unaccountable ia 
the morning, it became perfectly unearthly and solemn when, 
under the influence of his feelii^, and his share of the bottle 
or six, he prepared to take leave of his friend. He lingered 
behind, until Mr. Tupman and Mr. Snodgrass had disappearsd, 
and then fervently clenched Mr. Pickwick's hand, with aa 
expression of face in which deep and mighty resolve was 
fearfully blended with the very concentrated essence of gloom. 

" Good night, my dear sir ! " said Mr. Winkle, between his 
set teeth. 

" Bless you, my dear fellow ! " replied the warm-hearted Mr. 
Pickwick, as he returned the pressure of his young friend's 
hand. 

" Now, then ! " cried Mr. Tupman from the gallery. 

" Yes, yes, directly," replied Mr. Winkle. " Grood night I " 

" GrOod night," said Mr. Pickwick. 

There was another good night, and another, and half a dozen 
more after that, and still Mr. Winkle held fast hold of his 
friend's hand, and was looking into his face with the same 
strange expression. 

'^ Is anything the matter ? " said "Mr. Pickwick at last, when 
his arm was quite sore with shaking. 

" Nothing," said ]Mr. Winkle. 

" Well, then, good night," said Mr. Pickwick, attempting to 
disengage his hand. 

'' My friend, my benefactor, my honoured companion," mu^ 
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mured Mr. Winkle, catching at his wrist. " Do not judge me 
harshly ; do not, when you hear that, driven to extremity by 
hopeless obstacles, I — " 

*'Now, then," said Mr. Tupman, re^appearing at the door. 
" Are you coming, or are we to be locked in ? " 

" Yes, yes, I am ready," replied Mr. Winkle. And with a 
violent eflPort he tore himself away. 

As Mr. Pickwick was gazing down the passage after them in 
silent astonishment, Sam Weller appeared at the stair-head, and 
whispered for one moment in Mr. Winkle's ear. 

" Oh, certainly, depend upon me," said that gentleman, aloud. 
" Thank ee, sir. You won't forget, sir ? " said Sam. 
" Of course not," replied Mr. Winkle. 

" Wish you luck, sir," said Sam, touching his hat. " I 
should very much liked to ha' joined you, sir ; but the gov'ner, 
o' course, is pairamount." 

" It is very much to your credit that you remain here," said 
Mr. Winkle. With these words they disappeared down the 
stairs. 

"Very extraordinary," said Mr. Pickwick, going back into 
liis room, and seating himself at the table in a musing attitude. 
"What can that young man be going to do ! " 

He had sat ruminating about the matter for some time, when 
the voice of Roker, the turnkey, demanded whether he might 
come in. 
"By all means," said Mr. Pickwick. 

"I've brought you a softer pillow, sir," said Roker, "instead 
of the temporary one you had last night." 

"Thank you," said Mr. Pickwick. "Will you take a glass 
of wine ? " 

"You're wery good, sir," replied Mr. Roker, accepting the 
proffered glass. " Yours, sir." 
"Thank you," said Mr. Pickwick. 

"I'm sorry to say that your landlord's very bad to-night, 
®i)" said Roker, setting down his glass, and inspecting the 
™iiig of his hat preparatory to putting it on again. 

"What! The chancery prisoner!" exclaimed ]Mr. Pick- 
wick. 

"He won't be a chancery prisoner wery long, sir," replied 
^l^w, turning his hat round, so as to get the maker's name 
nght side upwards, as he looked into it. 
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'■ V'lii m,ik.' m.V Uoo<l r<in ookl."' saiJ Mr. Pickwick. " tttial 
ilo yuu mi'aii ''■' 

"He's lu-cn consiimptivp fur ii long time past,"' said M^ 
Roker, " (iml h<- 's taken wery biul in breath to-night. Thf 
iloctrji- s^aiA, six iiiitntliK ii|ia, tliul nuthing but eliange of airconld 

"Great liMVcn! " exclaimetl Mr. Pickwick: "liaethismui 

Ih'ph slrjwly luntiKiwl by the law for six months ! " 

"I don't knove alwtit that, sir." wplicJ Kokcr, weighing tbf 
li.it hy the hrini* iu both hamla. " I suppose 1ih "li havp bi«i 
took th« siiiup wliBiTv-cr he wus. Hi; went iiito the inftrnuiv, 
tliis innTtitu}:; tht' linctor iwys liis strengtli is to be kppt upu 
mui.-lL iiv |„,-.lMf; mill lh(! waiiJen "s sent him wine nnil >mHh 
ami lli;ii. fimii Ms own houee. It 'h not the warden's fault, 

" i 'f ciiui-H not.'' repli'.'il 3!r, PickOTck, hastily. 

■' I 'u] Qftiii'l. liuwi'vcr." -aiii Koker, shaking his head, " tbil 
it 'i :ill up witli liirii. I oiri'R'il Nciliiy two six penn'orths to 
oiii- ii|ni!i -A jii.it (low, hut Iji- H-oul.l ti't take it, and quite right. 
Tliauk-v. . -I,'. Gi.<i.l night, sir," 

'•Shi\." -iiid Ml', ^^(rliwick iTiruftstly. '■ \^'he^r is this 

■'.lu^i fvcf ichf-ii' vail slopt, sir," replied Roker, "I'll 
show y.ii. if voii lilw la corns." .Mr, Pickwick Minldinl up 
iii^ luit miiIuihI ,.]"'iikiMi,'. und followed at (iuet". 

riic' iiiiTiki'v h'd till' way in sik'nc?. and. ^'^ntly misiiig the 
.iih.ii .if iJin mom-dwnr, mtitiDUtiJ Mr, Pickwick to eiit*r. It 
■.v.i- .1 liii^^.,, Iwri', di-siilati- room, with ii iiumbor of stuinp 
'■ ii-.ni.- iiiiKii'- of irori, ou imi' iif which hiy strotched llw 
iii'l"-v t" .1 111:111. wiin, pule, mid (jhiistly. His hrcitthing wu 
'mI'I 111' ln''i(. Hiid lie iiitMnml pMJufidly as il ntmr nnd wmt. 
\! 'Ill' "I'l-iili' i!it .1 rfhoit old tiiiiii tit a cuhhler'B itprou, who, 

'■v "I- I f 1 i^uir if horn »^pBctiiclwi. was reading from Urn 

I'i'i' il-"! II 'V!i>. UiTi fiivtiuiatPloRatee, 

'I'li'- I' I- 'iiiiti biirl \\\< liiunl ii]Kin hi" ftttomlant's arm. irn-i 
IN..11..U.-.1 {,nn i„ -|,,o. [[.- ,-l,,«,.| tin- 1-iok. und kid it on llie 



.•,inl:is;>'s iiml rnrt.i ; the rattle of 
I l".v.s— nllllie Imsv s..uii.Uofi 
1 lilV ,iiid ..icuiNilioui hl,.iuUil iiilo 
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one deep murmur, floated into the room. Above the hoarse, 
loud hum arose, from time to time, a boisterous laugh ; or a 
scrap of some jingling song, shouted forth by one of the giddy 
crowd, would strike jupon the ear, for an instant, and then be 
lost amidst the roar of voices and the tramp of footsteps — the 
breaking of the billows of the restless sea of life, that rolled 
heavily on, without. Melancholy sounds to a quiet listener at 
any time ; how melancholy to the watcher by the bed of death ! 

*' There is no air here," said the sick man, faintly. "The 
place pollutes it ; it was fresh round about, when I walked 
there, years ago ; but it grows hot and heavy in passing these 
walls. I cannot breathe it." 

" We have breathed it together, for a long time," said the 
old man. " Come, come ! " 

There was a short silence, during which the two spectators 
approached the bed. The sick man drew a hand of his old 
fellow prisoner towards him, and, pressing it affectionately 
between both his own, retained it in his grasp. 

" I hope," he gasped after a while — so faintly that they 
bent their ears close over the bed, to catch the half-formed 
soimds his pale lips gave vent to — "I hope my merciful Judge 
will bear in mind my heavy punishment on earth. Twenty 
years, my friend, twenty years in this hideous grave! My 
heart broke when my child died, and I could not even kiss him, 
in his little coffin. My loneliness since then, in all this noise 
and riot, has been very dreadful. May Grod forgive me 1 He 
has seen my solitary, lingering death." 

He folded his hands, and, murmuring something more they 
could not hear, fell into a sleep — only a sleep at first, for they 
saw him smile. 

They whispered together for a little time, and the turnkey, 
stooping over the pillow, drew hastily back. " He has got his 
discharge, by Gr — I " said the man. 

He had. But he had grown so like death in life, that they 
knew not when he died. 



260 POBTHt7MOt78 PAFKB8 OF 



CHAPTER XLV 

DE8CRIPTIVS OF AN AFFECTING INTERVIEW BBTWBBN MB. SAMUEL 
WBLLER AND A FAMILY PARTY : MR. PICKWICK MAKES A TOUl 
OF THE DIMINUTIVE WORLD HE INHABITS, AND RESOLVES TO 
MIX WITH IT, IN FUTURE, AS LITTLE AS POSSIBLE. 

A FEW mornings after his incarceration, Mr. Samuel Weller, 
baying arranged his master's room with all possible care, and seoi 
him comfortably seated over his books and papers, withdrew to 
employ himself, for an hour or two to come, as he best cookL 
It was a fine morning, and it occurred to Sam that a pint of 
porter in the open air would lighten his next quarter of an hour 
or so, as well as any little amusement in which he could indulge. 

Haying arrived at this conclusion, he betook himself to Uw 
tap, and haying purchased the beer, and obtained, moreover, the 
day-but-one-before-yesterday's paper, be repaired to the skittle- 
ground, and, seating himself on a bench, proceeded to enjoy 
himself in a very sedate and methodical manner. 

First of all, he took a refreshing draught of the beer, and 
then be looked up at a window, and bestowed a Platonic wink 
on a young lady who was peeling potatoes thereat. Then he 
opened the paper, and folded it so as to get the police reports 
outward ; and this being a vexatious and difficult thing to do, 
when there is any wind stirring, he took another draught of the 
beer when he had accomplished it. Then, he read two lines of 
the paper, and stopped short, to look at a couple of men who 
were finishing a game at rackets, which, being concluded, he 
cried out "wery good" in an approving manner, and looked 
round upon the spectators, to ascertain whether their sentiments 
coincided with his own. This involved the necessity of looking 
up at the windows also ; and as the young lady was still there, 
it was an act of common politeness to wink again, and to drink to 
her good health in dumb show, in another draught of the beer, 
which Sam did; and having frowned hideously upon a small 
boy who had noted this latter proceeding with open eyes, be 
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threw one leg over the other, and, holding the newspaper in 
both hands, began to read in real earnest. 

He had hardly composed himself into the needful state of 
abstraction, when he thought he heard his own name proclaimed 
in some distant passage. Nor was he mistaken, for it quickly 
passed from mouth to mouth, and in a few seconds the air teemed 
with shouts of " Weller ! " 

" Here ! " roared Sam, in a stentorian voice. " Wot 's the 
matter ? Who wants him ? Has an express come to say that 
his country-house is afire ? " 

" Somebody wants you in the hall," said a man who was 
standing by. 

"Just mind that 'ere paper and the pot, old feller, will 
you ? " said Sam. " I 'm a comin'. Blessed, if they wos a 
callin' me to the bar, they could n't make more noise about it." 

Accompanying these words with a gentle rap on the head of 
the young gentleman before noticed, who, unconscious of his 
close vicinity to the person in request, was screaming " Weller ! " 
with all his might, Sam hastened across the ground and ran up 
the steps into the hall. Here, the first object that met his eyes 
was his beloved father sitting on a bottom stair, with his hat in 
his hand, shouting out " Weller ! " in his very loudest tone, at 
half-minute intervals. 

** Wot are you a roarin* at ? " said Sam impetuously, when 
the old gentleman had discharged himself of another shout ; 
" makin' yourself so precious hot that you looks like a aggra- 
wated glass-blower. Wot 's the matter ? " 

" Aha ! " replied the old gentleman, " I begun to be afeerd 
that you 'd gone for a walk round the Regency Park, Sammy." 

" Come," said Sam, " none o' them taunts agin the wictim 
o' avarice, and come oflf that 'ere step. Wot are you a settin' 
down there for ? I don't live there." 

" I 've got sich a game for you, Sammy," said the elder Mr. 
Weller, rising. 

" Stop a minit," said Sam, " you 're all vite behind." 

" That 's right, Sammy, rub it ofi"," said Mr. Weller, as his 
son dusted him. " It might look personal here, if a man walked 
about with any whitevash on his clothes, eh, Sammy ? " 

As Mr. Weller exhibited in this place imequivocal symptoms 
of an approaching fit of chuckling, Sam interposed to stop it. 

" Keep quiet, do," said Sam ; " there never wos such a old 
picter-card born. Wot are you bustin' vith, now ? " 
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<< Sammy/' said Mr. Weller, wiping his forehead, <<I 'm aiead 
that Yun o' these days I shall laugh myself into a appfeplaiyy 
my hoy." 

<< Yell, then, wot do you do it for?" said Sam. <<Now, wot 
have you got to say ? " 

** Who do you think 's come here with me, Samivel ? " Mid 
Mr. Weller, drawing hack a pace or two, pursing up his mouth, 
and extending his eyehrows. 

"PeU?" said Sam. 

Mr. Weller shook his head, and his red cheeks expanded with 
the laughter that was endeavouring to find a vent 

'^ Mottle-faced man, p'raps ? " suggested Sam. 

Again Mr. Weller shook his head. 

"Who, then ?" asked Sam. 

"Your mother-in-law," said Mr. Weller; and it was lucky 
he did say it, or his cheeks must inevitahly have cracked, from 
their most unnatural distension. 

" Your mother-in-law, Sammy," said Mr. WeUer, " and the 
red-nosed man, my hoy, — and the red-nosed man. Ho ! ho ! 
ho!" 

With this, ^Ir. Weller launched into convulsions of laughter, 
while Sam regarded him with a broad grin gradually over- 
spreading his whole countenance. 

" They 've come to have a little serous talk vith you, Sam- 
ivel," said Mr. Weller, wiping his eyes. " Don't let out nothin' 
about the unnat'ral creditor, Sammy." 

" Wot, don't they know who it is ? " inquired Sam. 

" Not a bit on it," replied bis father. 

" Vere are they ? " said Sam, reciprocating all the old gen- 
tleman's grins. 

" In the snuggery," rejoined 'Mr. Weller. ** Catch the red- 
nosed man a goin' anyvere but vere the liquors is ; not he, 
Samivel — not he. Ve'd a wery pleasant ride along the road 
from the Markis this momin', Sammy," said !Mr. Weller, when 
be felt himself equal to the task of speaking in an articulate 
manner. " I drove the old piebald in that 'ere little shay-cart 
as belonged to your mother-in-law's first wenter, into vich a 
barm-cheer wos lifted for the shepherd ; and I 'm blest," said 
Mr. Weller, with a look of deep scorn — " I 'm blest if they 
didn't bring a portable flight o' st^ps out inte the road a front 
o' our door, for him to get up by," 




THE PICKWICK CLUB 263 

" You don't mean that ? " said Sam. 

*^1 do mean that, Sammy," replied his father, " and I vish 
m could ha' seen how tight he held on by the sides wen he 
d get up, as if he wos afeerd o' being precipitayted down full 
x: foot, and dashed into a million o' hatoms. He tumbled in 

last, however, and avay ve vent ; and I rayther think — 
say I rayther think, Samivel — that he found his-self a little 
Ited wen we turned the corners." 

" Wot, I s'pose you happened to drive up agin a post or 
ro?" said Sam. 

" I 'm afeerd," replied Mr. Weller, in a rapture of winks, 
I 'm afeerd I took vun or two on 'em, Sammy ; he wos a 
rin' out o' the harm-cheer all the way." 

Here the old gentleman shook his head from side to side, and 
as seized with a hoarse internal rumbling, accompanied with 
violent swelling of the coimtenance, and a sudden increase in 
le breadth of all his features — symptoms which alarmed his 
n not a little. 

" Don't be frightened, Sammy ; don't be frightened," said the 
d gentleman, when, by dint of much struggling and various 
•nvulsive stamps upon the ground, he had recovered his voice. 
It 's only a kind o' quiet laugh as I 'm a tryin' to come, 
unmy." 

" Well, if that 's wot it is," said Sam, " you 'd better not try 

come it agin. You '11 find it rayther a dangerous inwention." 

" Don't you like it, Sammy ? " inquired the old gentleman. 

" Not at all," replied Sam. 

" Well," said Mr. Weller, with the tears still running down 
s cheeks, "it 'ud ha' been a wery great accommodation to me 

I could ha' done it, and 'ud ha' saved a good many vords 
ween your mother-in-law and me, sometimes ; but I 'm afeerd 
)U 're right, Sammy ; it 's too much in the appleplexy line — 
deal too much, Samivel." 

This conversation brought them to the door of the snuggery, 
to which Sam — pausing for an instant to look over his shoul- 
»r and cast a sly leer at his respected progenitor, who was still 
ggling behind — at once led the way. 

" Mother-in-law," said Sam, politely saluting the lady, " wery 
uch obliged to you for this here wisit. Shepherd, how air 
m?" 

" Oh, Samuel ! " said Mrs. Weller. "This is dreadful." 
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<^Not a Ht on it, mmiiy" replied Sam. <' Is it, shephad?" 

Mr. Stdggins raised his bands, and turned up L_j eyes, till Ab 
whites — or rather the yellows — were alone TisiUei hot adb 
no reply in words. 

** Is this here gen'lm'n troubled yith any painful compliinlT" 
said Sam, looking to his mother-in-law for explanation. 

'^ The good man is grieved to see you hete, Samuel," wfUi 
Mrs. Weller. 

*^ Oh, that's it, is it ? " said Sam. ** I wos afeerd, fimmldi 
manner, that he might ha' forgotten to take pepper vitb that 'fln 
last cowcumber he eat. Set down, sir ; ve make no extra chnp 
for the settin' down, as the king remarked wen he Uowed upUi 
ministers." 

*' Young man," said Mr. Stiggins ostentatiouslyy ** I fear jm 
are not softened by imprisonment.^' 

<< Beg your pardon, sir," replied Sam ; *^ wot wos you gradon^ 
pleased to hobserve ? " 

'^ I apprehend, young man, that your nature is no aoftflr for 
this chastening," said Mr. Stiggins, in a loud voice. 

'' Sir," replied Sam, ** you 're wery kind to say so. I hops 
my natur is not a soft vim, sir. Wery much obliged to you for 
your good opinion, sir." 

At this point of the conversation a sound, indecorously approach- 
iag to a laugh, was heard to proceed from the chair in which the 
elder Mr. Weller was seated ; upon which ^Irs. Weller, on a 
hasty consideration of all the circumstances of the case, considered 
it her bounden duty to become gradually hysterical. 

*^ Weller," said Mrs. W. (the old gentleman was seated in a 
comer) ; " Weller ! come forth." 

" Wery much obleeged to you, my dear," replied Mr. Weller ; 
" but I ^m quite comfortable vere I am." 

Upon this Mrs. Weller burst into tears. 

" Wot 's gone wrong, mum ? " said Sam. 

" Oh, Samuel ! " replied ^Mrs. Weller, " your father makes me 
wretched. Will nothing do him good ? " 

" Do you hear this here ? " said Sam. " Lady vants to know 
vether nuthin' '11 do you good." 

" Wery much indebted to ]VIrs. Weller for her po-lite inquiries, 
Sammy," replied the old gentleman. "I think a pipe vould 
benefit me a good deal. Could I be accommodated, Ss^my ? " 

Here Mrs. Weller let fall some more tears, and Mr. Stiggins 
groaned. 
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" Hallo ! here 's this unfort'nate gen'lm'n took ill agin," said 
Sam, looking round. '* Vere do you feel it now, sir ? " 

" In the same place, young man," rejoined Mr. Stiggins ; " in 
the same place." 

" Vere may that be, sir ? " inquired Sam, with great outward 
aimplicity. 

" In the buzzim, young man," replied Mr. Stiggins, placing 
his umbrella on his waistcoat. 

At this affecting reply Mrs. Weller, being wholly unable to 
suppress her feelings, sobbed aloud, and stated her conviction 
that the red-nosed man was a saint; whereupon Mr. Weller, 
senior, ventured to suggest, in an under-tone, that he must be 
the representative of the united parishes of Saint Simon Without 
and Saint Walker Within. 

" I 'm afeerd, mum," said Sam, " that this here gen'lm'n with 
the twist in his countenance feels rayther thirsty, with the 
melancholy spectacle afore him. Is it the case, mum ? " 

The worthy lady looked at Mr. Stiggins for a reply. That 
gentleman, with many rollings of the eye, clenched his throat 
with his right hand, and mimicked the act of swallowing, to 
intimate that he was athirst. 

'^ I am afraid, Samuel, that his feelings have made him so, 
indeed," said Mrs. Weller mournfully. 

" Wot 's your usual tap, sir ? " replied Sam. 

" Oh, my dear young friend," replied Mr. Stiggins, " all taps 
is vanities." 

" Too true ; too true, indeed," said Mrs. Weller, murmuring 
a groan, and shaking her head assentingly. 

" Well," said Sam, " I des-say they may be, sir ; but wich is 
your partickler wanity ? Vich wanity do you like the flavour 
on best, sir ? " 

" Oh, my dear young friend," replied Mr. Stiggins, " I despise 
them all. If," said Mr. Stiggins, " if there is any one of them 
less odious than another, it is the liquor called rum — warm, my 
dear yoimg friend, with three lumps of sugar to the tumbler." 

" Wery sorry to say, sir," said Sam, " that they don't allow 
that partickler wanity to be sold in this here establishment." 

" Oh, the hardness of heart of these inveterate men ! " 
ejaculated Mr. Stiggins. " Oh, the accursed cruelty of these 
inhiiman persecutors ! " 

With these words, Mr. Stiggins again cast up his eyes, and 
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impped hiB breast with hia umbtella ; and it is but JTrilfctt to 
the leyerend gentleman to say, that hia indignation apfntnl 
very real and unfeigned indeed. 

After Mrs. Weller and the red-^osed gentleman had eo» 
mented on this inhnman usage, in a very f ordUe manner, aal 
had vented a variety of pious and holy execrationa agumt ill 
authors, the latter recommended a bottle of port wine, vannd 
vrith a little water, spice, and sugar, as being gmtefol to tb 
stomach, and savouring less of vanity than many other eoa- 
pounds. It was accordingly ordered to be prepared ; poidiig 
its preparation the red-nosed man and Mrs. Weller looked at 
the elder W. and groaned. 

''Well, Sammy," said that gentleman, '' I hope yon'U fiii 
your spirits rose by this here lively wisit Weiy cheerful and 
improvin' conwersation, ain't it, Sammy ? '' 

''You're a reprobate," replied Sun; "and I desiie joi 
won't address no more o' them ungraceful remarks to me." 

So far from being edified by this very proper reply, the Ma 
Mr. Weller at once relapsed into a broad grin ; and thv 
inexorable conduct causing the lady and Mr. Stiggins to doM 
their eyes, and rock themselves to and fro on their chairB, in 
a troubled manner, be furthermore indulged in several acts of 
pantomime, indicative of a desire to pummel and wring the 
nose of the aforesaid Stiggins; the performance of which 
appeared to afiford him great mental relief. The old gentleman 
very narrowly escaped detection in one instance ; for Mr. 
Stiggins, happening to give a start on the arrival of the negus, 
brought his head in smart contact with the clenched fist with 
wliich jVIt. Weller had been describing imaginary fireworks in 
the air, within two inches of his ear, for some minutes. 

" Wot are you a reachin' out your hand for the tumbler in 
that 'ere sawage way for ? " said Sam, with great promptitude. 
" Don't you see you 've hit the gen'lm'n ? " 

" I did n't go to do it, Sammy," said Mr. Weller, in some 
degree abashed by the very unexpected occurrence of the 
incident. 

'* Try an in'ard application, sir," said Sam, as the red-nosed 
gentleman rubbed liis head with a rueful visage. "Wot do 
you tliink o' that, for a go o' wanity warm, sir ? " 

!Mr. Stiggins made no verbal answer, but his manner was 
expressive. Ho tasted the contents of the glass which Sam had 
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placed in his band, put his umbrella on the floor^ and tasted it 
again, passing his hand placidly across his stomach twice or 
thrice ; he then drank the whole at a breath, and, smacking his 
lips, held out the tumbler for more. 

Nor was Mrs. Weller behind>hand in doing justice to the 
composition. The good lady began by protesting that she 
could n't touch a drop — then took a small drop — then a large 
drop — and then a great many drops ; and her feelings being of 
the nature of those substances which are powerfully affected by 
the application of strong waters, she dropped a tear with every 
drop of negus, and so got on, melting the feelings down, until 
at length she had arrived at a very pathetic and decent pitch of 
misery. 

The elder Mr. Weller observed these signs and tokens with 
many manifestations of disgust, and when, after a second jug of 
the same, Mr. Stiggins b^an to sigh in a dismal manner, he 
plainly evinced his disapprobation of the whole proceedings, by 
simdry incoherent ramblings of speech, among which frequent 
angry repetitions of the word " gammon " were alone distinguish- 
able to the ear. 

" I '11 tell you wot it is, Samivel, my boy," whispered the 
old gentleman into his son's ear, after a long and stcdfast 
contemplation of his lady and ^Ir. Stiggins ; *^ I think there 
must be somethin' wrong in your mother-in-law's inside, as veil 
as in that o' the red-nosed man." 

" Wot do you mean ? " said Sam. 

" I mean this here, Sammy," replied the old gentleman ; 
**that wot thej^drink don't seem no nourishment to 'em; it 
all tiuns to warm water, and comes a pourin' out o' their eyes. 
Tend upon it, Sammy, it 's a constitootional infirmity." 

Mr. Weller delivered this scientific opinion with many con- 
firmatory frowns and nods : which, Mrs. Weller, remarking, 
and concluding that they bore some disparaging reference either 
to herself or to Mr. Stiggins, or to both, was on the point of 
becoming infinitely worse, when Mr. Stiggins, getting on his 
legs as well as he could, proceeded to deliver an edifying discourse 
for the benefit of the company, but more especially of Mr. 
Samuel, whom he adjured, in moving terms, to be upon his 
guard in that sink of iniquity into which he was cast ; to abstain 
from all hypocrisy and pride of heart ; and to take in all things 
exact pattern and copy by him (Stiggins), in which case he 



268 POSTHUMOUS PAFEB8 OF 

miglit calculate on arriving, Booner or later, at the oomfortaUe 
conclusion that, like him, he was a most estimable and Mamelew 
character, and that all his acquaintance and friends were hope- 
lessly abandoned and profligate wretches; which ccmsideittioii, 
he said, could not but afford him the liveliest satisfaction. 

He furthermore conjured him to avoid, above all things, the 
vice of intoxication, which he likened unto the filthy habits of 
swine, and to those poisonous and baleful drugs, which, being 
chewed in the mouth, are said to filch away the memory. At 
this point of his discourse, the reverend and red-nosed gentieman 
became singularly incoherent, and, staggering to and &o in the 
excitement of his eloquence, was fain to catch at the back of i 
chair to preserve his perpendicular. 

Mr. Stiggins did not desire his hearers to be upon their gaaid 
against those false prophets and wretched mockers of religioii, 
who, without sense to expound its first doctrines, or hearts to 
feel its first principles, are more dangerous members of society 
than the common criminal, imposing, as they necessarily do, 
upon the weakest and worst-informed natures, casting scorn and 
contempt on what should be held most sacred, and bringing into 
partial disrepute large bodies of virtuous and well-conducted 
persons of many excellent sects and persuasions ; but as he leant 
over the back of the chair for a considerable time, and, closing 
one eye, winked a good deal with the other, it is presumed that 
he thought all this, but kept it to himself. 

During the delivery of the oration, Mrs. Weller sobbed and 
wept at the end of the paragraphs, while Sam, sitting cross- 
legged on a chair and resting his arms on the top-rail, regarded 
the speaker with great suavity and blandness of demeanour, 
occasionally bestowing a look of recognition on the old gentle- 
man, who was delighted at the beginning, and went to sleep 
about half-way. 

" Bray vo ! wery pretty ! " said Sam, when the red-nosed man, 
having finished, pulled his worn gloves on, thereby thrusting his 
fingers through the broken tops till the knuckles were disclosed 
to view — " wery pretty." 

" I hope it may do you good, Samuel," said Mrs. Weller 
solemnly. 

" I tliink it vill, mum," replied Sam. 

" I wish I could hope that it would do your father good," 
said Mrs. Weller. 
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" Well, well," said Mr. Pickwick, impatiently interrupting 
him, " you can follow with Sam. I want to speak to you, Mr. 
Jingle. Can you walk without his arm ? " 

" Certainly, sir — all ready — not too fast — legs shaky — 
head queer — round and round — earthquaky sort of feeling — 
very." 

" Here, give me your ann," said Mr. Pickwick. 

" No, no," replied Jingle ; " won't indeed — rather not." 

** Nonsense," said Mr. Pickwick ; " lean upon me, I desire, 



sir." 



Seeing that he was confused and agitated, and uncertain what 
to do, Mr. Pickwick cut the matter short by drawing the 
invalided stroller's arm through his, and leading him away, 
without saying another word about it. 

During the whole of this time, the countenance of Mr. 
Samuel Weller had exhibited an expression of the most over- 
whelming and absorbing astonishment that the imagination can 
portray. After looking from Job to Jingle, and from Jingle 
to Job in profound silence, he softly ejaculated the words, 
" Well, I am damned ! " which he repeated at least a score of 
times; after which exertion, he appeared wholly bereft of 
speech, and again cast his eyes, first upon the one and then 
upon the other, in mute perplexity and bewilderment. 

" Now, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick, looking back. 

" I 'm a comin', six'," replied Mr. Weller, mechanically follow- 
ing his master ; and still he lifted not his eyes from Mr. Job 
Trotter, who walked at his side, in silence. 

Job kept his eye fixed on the ground for some time. Sam, 
with his glued to Job's countenance, ran up against the people 
who were walking about, and fell over little children, and 
stumbled against steps and railings, without appearing at all 
sensible of it, until Job, looking stealthily up, said : — 

" How do you do, Mr. Weller ? " 

" It is him ! " exclaimed Sam ; and having established Job's 
identity beyond all doubt, he smote his leg, and vented his 
feelings in a long, shrill whistle. 

" Things has altered with me, sir," said Job. 

" I should think they had," exclaimed Mr. Weller, surveying 
his companion's rags with undisguised wonder. ** This is rayther 
a change for tfie worse, Mr. Trotter, as the gen'lm'n said wen ho 
got two doubtful shillin's and six penn'orth o' pocket-pieces for 
a good half-crown." 
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" Better, sir ; I think I am better," responded Job. 

" (y course you air," said Sam argumentatively. " It 's like 
puttin' gas in a balloon ; I can see with the naked eye that you 
gets stouter under the operation. Wot do you say to another o' 
the same di-mensions ? '' 

" I would rather not, I am much obliged to you, sir," replied 
Job — " much rather not." 

** Veil, then, wot do you say to some wittles ? " inquired Sam. 

"Thanks to your worthy governor, sir," said Mr. Trotter, 
** we have half a leg of mutton, baked, at a quarter before three, 
with the potatoes under it, to save boiling." 

" Wot ! Has he been a purwidin' for you ? " asked Sam 
emphatically. 

" He has, sir," replied Job. " More than that, Mr. Weller ; 
my master being very ill, he got us a room, — we were in a kennel 
before, — and paid for it, sir ; and come to look at us, at night, 
when nobody should know. Mr. Weller," said Job, with real 
tears in his eyes, for once, " I could serve that gentleman till I 
fell down dead at his feet." 

"I say," said Sam, "I '11 trouble you, my friend — none o' 
that ! " 

Job Trotter looked amazed. 

" None o' that, I say, young feller," repeated Sam firmly. 
" No man serves him but me. And now we 're upon it, I '11 let 
you into another secret besides that," said Sam, as he paid for 
the beer. " I never heerd, mind you, nor read of in story- 
books, nor see in picters, any angel in tights and gaiters — not 
even in spectacles, as I remember, though that may ha' been 
done, for anythin' I know to the contrairey — but mark my vords, 
Job Trotter, he 's a reg'lar thorough-bred angel for all that ; and 
let me see the man as wenturs to tell me he knows a better vun." 
With this defiance, Mr. Weller buttoned up his change in a side 
pocket ; and, with many confirmatory nods and gestures by the 
way, proceeded in search of the subject of discourse. 

They found Mr. Pickwick, in company with Jingle, talking 
very earnestly, and not bestowing a look on the groups who were 
congregated on the racket-ground ; they were very motley groups, 
too, and well worth the looking at, if it were only in idle 
curiosity. 

" Well," said Mr. Pickwick, as Sam and his companion drew 

nigh, " you will see how your health becomes, and think about 
voi^ n. 
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inquest. The body ! It is the lawyer's tenn for the restless, 
whirling mass of cares and anxieties, affections, hopes, and griefs 
that make up the living man. The law had his body ; and there 
it lay, clothed in grave-clothes, an awful witness to its tender 
mercy. 

" Would you like to see a whistling-shop, sir ? " inquired Job 
Trotter. 

" What do you mean ? " was Mr. Pickwick's counter-inquiry. 

" A vistlin'-shop, sir," interposed Mr. Weller. 

** What is that, Sam ? A bird-fancier's ? " inquired Mr. 
Pickwick. 

" Bless your heart, no, sir," replied Job ; " a whistling-shop, 
sir, is where they sell spirits." Mr. Job Trotter briefly explained 
here that all persons being prohibited under heavy penalties 
from conveying spirits into debtors' prisons, and such commodi- 
ties being highly prized by the ladies and gentlemen confined 
therein, it had occurred to some speculative turnkey to connive, 
for certain lucrative considerations, at two or three prisoners 
retailing the favourite article of gin for their own profit and 
advantage. 

" This plan, you see, sir, has been gradually introduced into 
all the prisons for debt," said Mr. Trotter. 

" And it has this wery great advantage," said Sam, " that the 
turnkeys takes wery good care to seize hold o' ev'rybody but 
them as pays 'em, that attempts the willainy, and wen it gets in 
the papers they 're applauded for their wigilance ; so it cuts two 
ways — frightens other people from the trade, and elewates their 
own characters." 

" Exactly so, Mr. Weller," observed Job. 

" Well, but are these rooms never searched, to ascertain whether 
any spirits are concealed in them ? " said Mr. Pickwick. 

" Cert'nly they are, sir," replied Sam ; " but the turnkeys 
knows beforehand, and gives the word to the wistlers, and you 
majf wistle for it wen you go to look." 

By this time Job had tapped at a door, which was opened by 
a gentleman with an uncombed head, who bolted it after them 
when they had walked in, and grinned ; upon which Job grinned, 
and Sam also ; whereupon Mr. Pickwick, thinking it might be 
expected of him, kept on smiling to the end of the interview. 

The gentleman with the uncombed head appeared quite 
satisfied with this mute annoimcement of their business ; and 
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|.i<i.lii(iiiL,' a ll;it stone lK)ttlo, wliicli might liolJ al>out a couple 
(if i|ii;irls, from lu'iicatli liis hcMlstcad, he tilled out two glasses of 
<^iii, wliicli flol) Tiotter and Sam disposed of in a most workman- 
like manner. 

" Any m«»ie'.'" sai«l tin- whistling gentleman. 

" No m-'ir." replied dob Trotter. 

Mi. rirkwick jiaiil. tlie door was unholted, and out they 
came, tlif uikoiiiIhmI m'nth'inan hestdwing a friendly n<.>d \\\ma\ 
Ml'. lo'lx'i. wild lia|)|M'ncil to l>e passing at the moment. 

I*'i"iii tlii> spot. Mr, T^ickwick wandere«l along all the galleries. 
lip anil iliiwii all tin- stair-cases, and onee again round the wliuK- 
ail a n\ the yaril. The gi'cat l)ody of the j)rison popidatiuu 
ajipiaH'l til he Mivins. and Smangle, and the parson, and the 
I'liicln 1. aiiil the leg. over and over, arnl over again. Tlien^ 
\\r]i' I 111- siuH- s(pialoi-, tlie sam«' turmoil and noise, the .<;imt' 
I'lii'iil t li;irac1eii>t ics. in every corner: in the Iwst and the 
\V"i 1 alike. Tlie whole jjlace seemed restless an«l trouhltHl: 
• lUil ihe |HMi|il.' were eiowding an<l Hitting to and fro, like the 
>li.Hi'>\\^ in an unea>y (li"eam. 

'* 1 ha\e Hill eiiMiigh." said Mr. I'ickwick, as lie threw him- 
ell' ml" .1 >iiair in ]ii> little a])ai'tment. ** My hea<l aehes with 
Hii e (.!!.--. ainl my heart. t<ii>. lleneeforth, 1 will l»e a prisoner 
ill ;ii\ ' >\\ n I'l Miiii." 

A 11' I Ml. Piikwiek -teilfastly adhered to this determination. 

l'"i 'lii-r Imiil; '.ii"iilh< he leijiaineil sliut Up. all dav : niilv 

I' ilii! "111. ii Mi-hl. Id hr-Mthe the air. Avhen the greater ]>;1k 

•t li; t< ll''\\ I'M.-'MH I- Wrfi' 111 1 lei 1 nT ea I'Ml 1 -i 1 1 '_; ill their I'm, Ml. v 
111 !■ ihli ^', I .\l.l.Iill\ hiLlillllill'.: tn stiller fli. Ill the rh'-' 11'-- 

■■I il ' ' iih:,' liH III : li'il Hi illii-r tin- nftdi repeated entreati'- •: 

T'lkM . il.il hi- lll'Ii.U. IHT ihe -till nimv frciplellt 1\" repral' ; 

^\ III. I iHi .!' iiii. 'ii'i b-ii- "I' Mr. S;iiiMn-l W'eller. iMtnld indiiL-. 

.11 '■•■ .:■ I 'II'- i"i '•! Ill- iiillexilile ie>i dulion. I 
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CHAPTER XLVI 

RECORDS A TOUCHING ACT OF DELICATE FEELING, NOT UNMIXED 
WITH PLEASANTRY, ACHIEVED AND PERFORMED BY MESSRS. 
D0D80N AND FOGG. 

It was within a week of the close of the month of July that 
a hackney cabriolet, number unrecorded, was seen to proceed at 
a rapid pace up Goswell Street ; three people were squeezed into 
it besides the driver, who sat, of course, in his own particular 
little dickey at the side ; over the apron were hung two shawls, 
belonging to all appearance to two small vixenish-looking ladies 
under the apron ; between whom, compressed into a very small 
compass, there was stowed away a gentleman of heavy and 
subdued demeanour, who, whenever he ventured to make an 
observation, was snapped up short by one of the vixenish ladies 
before mentioned. Lastly, the two vixenish ladies and the 
heavy gentleman were giving the driver contradictory directions, 
all tending to the one point, that he should stop at Mrs. BardelPs 
door, which the heavy gentleman, in direct opposition to, and 
defiance of, the vixenish ladies, contended was a green door and 
not a yellow one. 

" Stop at the house with the green door, driver," said the 
heavy gentleman. 

" Oh ! you perwerse creetur ! '' exclaimed one of the vixenish 
ladies. " Drive to the 'ouse with the yellow door, cabmin." 

Upon this, the cabman, who, in a sudden effort to pull up at 
the house with the green door, had pulled the horse up so high 
that he nearly pulled him backwards into the cabriolet, let the 
animars fore legs down to the ground again, and paused. 

" Now, vere am I to pull up ? " inquired the driver. " Settle 
it among yourselves. All I ask is, vere ? " 

Here the contest was renewed with increased violence, and 
khe horse being troubled with a fly on his nose, the cabman 
humanely employed his leisure in lashing him about the head, 
on the coimter-irritation principle. 
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'^Most wotes carries the day," said one of the vixeniah ladiei 
at length. ** The 'ouae with the yellow door, cabmin." 

But after the cabriolet had dashed up, in ^lendid atyky to 
the house with the yellow door — ^'making," as one of IXm 
vixenish ladies triumphantly said, ** actenally more noiae thaa 
if one had come in one's own carriage" — and after the driver 
had dismounted to assist the ladies in getting out, the small 
round head of Master Thomas Bardell was thrust out of the one 
pair window of a house with a red door, a few numbers ofll 

*' Aggrawatin' thing," said the vixenish lady last mentJOMd, 
darting a withering glance at the heavy gentleman. 

** My dear, it 's not my fault," said the gentleman. 

** Don't talk to me, you creetur, don't," retorted the kdy. 
" The house with the red door, cabmin. Oh ! if ever a wonna 
was troubled with a ruffinly creetur, that takes a pride and 
pleasure in disgracing his wiife on every possible occasion alon 
strangers, I am that woman ! " 

** You ought to be ashamed of yourself, Saddle," aaad ths 
other little woman, who was no other than Mrs. Cluppina. 

'^ What have I been a doing of ? " asked Mr. Saddle. 

" Don't talk to me, don't, you brute, for fear I should be 
perwoked to forgit my sect and strike you," said Mrs. Raddle. 

While this dialogue was going on, the driver was most 
ignominiously leading the horse, by the bridle, up to the house 
with the red door, which ^Master Bardell had already opened. 
Here was a mean and low way of arriving at a friend's house! 
Ko (lashing up, with all the fire and fury of the animal ; no 
jumping down of the driver ; no loud knocking at the door ; no 
opening the apron with a crush at the very last moment, for 
fear of the ladies sitting in a draught ; and then the man handing 
the shawls out, afterwards, as if he were a private coachman! 
The whole edge of the thing had been taken off — it was flatter 
than walking. 

" Well, Tommy," said Mrs. Cluppins, ** how 's your poor dear 
mother ? " 

" Oh, she 's very well," replieil blaster Bardell. " She 's in 
the front parlour, — all ready, I 'm ready, too, I am." Here 
Master Bardell put his hands in his pockets, and jumped off, 
and on the bottom step of the door. 

*' Is anylxxly else a goin*. Tommy ? " said Mrs. Cluppins, 
arranging her pelerine. 
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" Mrs. Sanders is goin', she is," replied Tommy ; " I 'm goin', 
too, I am." 

" Drat the hoy," said little Mrs. Cluppins. " He thinks of 
nohody but himself. Here, Tommy, dear." 

" Well," said Master Bardell. 

" Who else is a goin', lovey ? " said Mrs. Cluppins, in an 
insinuating manner. 

" Oh ! Mrs. Rogers is a goin'," replied Master Bardell, 
opening his eyes very wide as he delivered the intelligence. 

" What ! The lady as has taken the lodgings ! " ejaculated 
Mrs. Cluppins. 

Master Bardell put his hands deeper down into his pockets, 
and nodded exactly thirty-five times, to imply that it was the 
lady lodger, and no other. 

" Bless us ! " said Mrs. Cluppins. " It 's quite a party." 

" Ah, if you knew what was in the cupboard, you ^d say so," 
replied Master Bardell. 

" What is there, Tommy ? " said Mrs. Cluppins coaxingly. 
** You Ul tell me, Tommy, I know." 

" No, I won't," replied Master Bardell, shaking his head, and 
applying himself to the bottom step again. 

" Drat the child ! " muttered Mrs. Cluppins. " What a 
prowokin' little wretch it is! Come, Tommy, tell your dear 
Cluppy." 

" Mother said I was nH to," rejoined Master Bardell ; " I 'm 
a goin' to have some, I am." Cheered by this prospect, the 
precocious boy applied himself to his infantile treadmill, with 
increased vigour. 

The above examination of a child of tender years took place 
while Mr. and jMrs. Raddle and the cab-driver were having an 
altercation concerning the fare, which, terminating at this point 
in favour of the cabman, Mrs. Raddle came up tottering. 

" Lauk, Mary Ann ! what 's the matter ? " said Mrs. Cluppins. 

" It 's put me all over in such a tremble, Betsy," replied Mrs. 
Raddle. " Raddle ain't like a man ; he leaves every think to 
me." 

This was scarcely fair upon the unfortunate Mr. Raddle, who 
had been thrust aside by his good lady in the commencement of 
the dispute, and peremptorily commanded to hold his tongue. 
He liad no oj)portunity of defending himself, however, for Mrs. 
Raddle gave unequivocal signs of fainting; which, being per- 
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ceived from the par lour window, Mrs. Bardell, Mn. 8md<i% 
the lodger, and the lodger's servant, darted precipitately oat^ 
and conveyed her into the house, all talking at the same fhoB, and 
giving utterance to various expressions of pity and ocmdoleiiee^ 
as if she were one of the most suffering mortals on earth. Beiqg 
conveyed into the front parlour, she was there deposited en a 
sofa ; and the lady from the first floor, running up to the fint 
floor, returned with a bottle of sal volatile, which, hnlHing Mn. 
Eaddle tight round the neck, she applied, in all womanly kind- 
ness and pity, to her nose, until that lady, with many plm^ 
and struggles, was fain to declare herself decidedly better. 

'' Ah, poor thing ! " said Mrs. Rogers ; ** I Imow what her 
feelin's is, too well." 

'' Ah, poor thing ! so do I," said Mrs. Sanders : and tl^n sE 
the ladies moaned in unison, and said they knew what it was, 
and they pitied her from their hearts, they did. Even the 
lodger's little servant, who was thirteen years old, and three 
feet high, murmured her sympathy. 

" But what 's been the matter ? " said Mrs. BardelL 

^'Ah, what has decomposed you, ma'am?" inquired Mbl 
Rogers. 

" I have been a good deal flurried," replied Mrs. Raddle, in i 
reproacliful manner. Thereupon the ladies cast indignant looks 
at ]Mr. Raddle. 

" Wliy, the fact is," said that unhappy gentleman, stepping 
forward, *' when we alighted at this door, a dispute arose with 
the driver of the cabrioily — " A loud scream from his wife, 
at the mention of this word, rendered all further explanation 
inaudible. 

" You 'd better leave us to bring her round. Raddle," said 
Mrs. Cluppins. "She'll never get better as long as you're 
here." 

All the ladies concurred in this opinion ; so Mr. Raddle was 
pushed out of the room, and requested to give himself an airing 
in the back yard, which he did, for about a quarter of an hoar, 
when Mrs. Bardell announced to him, with a solemn face, that 
he might come in now, but that he must be very careful how 
he behaved towards his wife. She knew he did n't mean to be 
unkind ; but Mary Ann was very far from strong, and if he 
did n't take care, he might lose her when he least expected it, 
which would be a very dreadful reflection for him afterwards; 
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ind so on. All this, Mr. Kaddle heard with great suhmission, 
md presently returned to the parlour in a most lamh-like 
oianner. 

" Why, Mrs. Bogers, ma'am," said Mrs. Bardell, " you 've 
never been introduced, I declare ! Mr. Raddle, ma'am ; Mrs. 
Cluppins, ma'am ; Mrs. Raddle, ma'am." 

" — Which is Mrs. Cluppins's sister," suggested Mrs. San- 
ders. 

" Oh, indeed ! " said Mrs. Rogers graciously ; for she was the 
lodger, and her servant was in waiting, so she was more gracious 
than intimate, in right of her position. ** Oh, indeed ! " 

Mrs. Raddle smiled sweetly, Mr. Raddle bowed, and Mrs. 
Cluppins said " she was sure she was very happy to have a 
opportimity of being known to a lady which she had heerd so 
much in faviour of, as Mrs. Rogers " — a compliment which 
the last-named lady acknowledged with graceful condescension. 

" Well, Mr. Raddle," said Mrs. Bardell, " I 'm sure you 
ought to feel very much honoured at you and Tommy being the 
only gentlemen to escort so many ladies all the way to the 
Spaniards at Hampstead. Don't you think he ought, Mrs. 
Rogers, ma'am ? " 

" Oh, certainly, ma'am," replied Mrs. Rogers ; after whom 
all the other ladies responded, ** Oh, certainly." 

" Of course I feel it, ma'am," said IVIr. Raddle, rubbing his 
hands, and evincing a slight tendency to brighten up a little. 
^* Indeed, to tell you the truth, I said, as we were coming along 
in the cabrioily — " 

At the recapitulation of the word which awakened so many 
painful recollections, Mrs. Raddle applied her handkerchief to 
her eyes again, and uttered a half -suppressed scream ; so that 
Mrs. Bardell frowned upon Mr. Raddle, to intimate that he had 
better not say anything more ; and desired Mrs. Rogers's ser- 
vant, with an air, to " put the wine on." 

This was the signal for displaying the hidden treasures of the 
closet, which comprised sundry plates of oranges and biscuits, 
ind a bottle of old crusted port — that at one and nine — with 
mother of the celebrated East India sherry at fourteen pence, 
which were all produced in honour of tlie lodger, and afforded 
unlimited satisfaction to everybody. After great consternation 
had been excited in the mind of Mrs. Cluppins, by an attempt 
on the part of Tommy to recount how he had been cross- 
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examined nguding the capboirJ then in action (vhich «« 
foittuutelj nipped in the bud by \m imliihing lialf » gta» «f 
the (dd dnisted "ttie wrong ynj," and thereby endiuigejiDg hia 
life foi Kime Beconde), the party walked forth, in qnortHiftii 
Hampstead stage, l^ds waa aoon fouoil, and ii 
hoon the7 all anived safely in tbe Spaniards Tea-gaiden^ ' 
tiie lockleaa 3b. Baddle's veiy tiret act nearly occaaioMd !■ 
good lady a relapee ; it being neither more nor lees dian ts 
order tea for eeven ; whereas (aa tiie ladies one and all remarked), 
what could have been eaalar than for Tommy to have drunk oul 
of anybody's cup, or everybody's, if that was all, when Uk 
wuter was n't looking ; which would have saved one h««t of 
tea, and the tea just as good t 

However, Qten was no help for it, and the tea-tray cais^ 
with seven cups and saucers, and bi'ead aad butt«r on Um •■■ 
scale. Mrs. Baidell wasnnanim'Ui-ly voted into the chair, aA 
Mrs.Bogeis being stationed on her right hand, and MTB.Bidlli 
on herlefi, the meal proceeded with great morriui(<nt and aoflOMk 

" How sweet the counby is, to Ih; sure ! " sighed Kin, BogHai 
" I ahnost wish I lived in it always." 

" Oh, you would n't like that, ma'am," replied Mn. Baiddl, ' 
rather hastily ; for it was not at all advisable, with reference to 
the lodgings, to encourage such notions; "you wouldn't like 
it, ma'am." 

" Oh ! I should think you was a deal too lively and sought 
after, to be content with the country, ma'am," said little Mn. 
Cluppins. 

" Perhaps I am, ma'am. Perhaps I am," sighed the first-Booi 
lodger. 

" For lone people as have got nobody to care for them, or take 
care of them, or as have been hurt in their mind, or that kind d 
thing," observed Mr. Kaddle, plucking up a little cheerfulness, 
and looking round, " the country b all very well. The country 
for a wounded spirit, they say." 

Kow, of all things in the world that the unfortunate man 
could have said, any would have been preferable to this. Of 
course Mrs. Bardell burst into tears, and requested to be led 
from the table instantly ; upon which the aSectionate child b^u 
to cry too, most dismally. 

" Would anybody believe, ma'am," exclaimed Mrs. Raddle, 
turning fiercely to the first-floor lodger, " that a woman could 
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be married to such a unmanly creetur, which can tamper with 
a woman's feelings as he does, every hour in the day, ma'am ? " 

" My dear," remonstrated Mr. Kaddle, " I did n't mean any- 
thing, my dear." 

" You did n't mean ! " repeated Mrs. Eaddle, with great scorn 
and contempt. " Go away. I can't bear the sight on you, you 
brute." 

" You must not flurry yourself, Mary Ann," interposed Mrs. 
Cluppins. " You really must consider yourself, my dear, which 
you never do. Now, go away, Eaddle, there 's a good soul, or 
you '11 only aggravate her." 

" You had better take your tea by yourself, sir, indeed," said 
Mrs. Rogers, again applying the smelling-bottle. 

Mrs. Sanders, who, according to custom, was very busy with the 
bread and butter, expressed the same opinion, and Mr. Saddle 
quietly retired. 

After this, there was a great hoisting up of Master Bardell, who 
was rather a large size for hugging, into his mother's arms ; in 
which operation he got his boots in the tea-board, and occasioned 
some confusion among the cups and saucers. But that description 
of fainting fits, which is contagious among ladies, seldom lasts 
long ; so when he had been well kissed, and a little cried over, 
Mrs. Bardell recovered, set him down again, wondered how she 
could have been so foolish, and poured out some more tea. 

It was at this moment that the sound of approaching wheels 
wa« heard, and that the ladies, looking up, saw a hackney-coach 
stop at the garden-gate. 

** More company ! " said Mrs. Sanders. 

" It 's a gentleman," said Mrs. Eaddle. 

^' Well, if it ain't Mr. Jackson, the young man from Dodson 
and Fogg's ! " cried Mrs. Bardell. " Why, gracious ! Surely 
Mr. Pickwick can't have paid the damages." 

" Or hoffered marriage ! " said Mrs. Cluppins. 

" Dear me, how slow the gentleman is," exclaimed Mrs. 
Rogers ; " why does n't he make haste ? " 

As the lady spoke these words, Mr. Jackson turned from the 
coach, where he had been addressing some observations to a shabby* 
man in black leggings, who had just emerged from the vehicle, 
with a thick ash stick in his hand, and made his way to the 
place where the ladies were seated, winding his hair round the 
brim of his hat as he came along. 
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'^ Is anything the matter ? Has anything taken jhnob. Ml 
Jackaon ? " said Mrs. Baidell eagerly. 

^'Nothing whatever, ma'am/' replied Mr. Jackaon. ''How 
de do, ladies ? I have to ask pardon, ladies, for intmding— 
bat the law, ladies — the law." With this apology Mr. Jadona 
smiled, made a comprehensive bow, and gave his hair anotkv 
wind. Mrs. Sogers whispered Mrs. Baddle that he was realljr 
an elegant young man. 

^'I called in Goswell Street," resumed Jackson, ''and heariag 
that you were here, from the slavey, took a coach and came oil 
Our people want you down in the dty directly, Mrs. BardeU." 

'' Lor ! " ejaculated that lady, starting at the sodden naton 
of the communication. 

'^ Yes," said Jackson, biting his lip, " it 's veiy impoittBt 
and pressing business, which can't be postponed on any aoooimt 
Indeed, Dodson expressly said so to me^ and so did Fogg. I'n 
kept the coach on purpose for you to go back in." 

'' How very strange ! " exclaimed Mrs. BardelL 

The ladies agreed that it wtu very strange, but were xasaxa- 
mously of opinion that it must be very important, or Dodnn 
and Fogg would never have sent ; and further, that the business 
being urgent, she ought to repair to Dodson and Fogg*s without 
any delay. 

There was a certain degree of pride and importance aboat 
being wanted by one's lawyers in such a monstrous hurry that 
was by no means displeasing to Mrs. Bardell, especially as it 
might be reasonably supposed to enhance her consequence in 
the eyes of the first-floor lodger. She simpered a little, affected 
extreme vexation and hesitation, and at last arrived at the con- 
clusion that she supposed she must go. 

" But won't you refresh yourself after your walk, Mr. Jack- 
son ? " said Mrs. Bardell, persuasively. 

" \Miy, really there ain't much time to lose," replied Jackson; 
" and I 've got a friend here," he continued, looking towards the 
man with the ash stick. 

" Oh, ask your friend to come here, sir," said Mrs. BardelL 
" Pray, ask your friend here, sir." 

" AMiy, thank'ee, I ■ d rather not," said Mr. Jackson, with some 
eni])arrassment of manner. ^* He 's not much used to ladies* 
societv, and it makes him bashful. If you '11 order the waiter 
to deliver him anything short, he won't drink it off at once. 
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won't he ! — only try him ! " Mr. Jackson's fingers wandered 
playfully round his nose, at this portion of his discourse, to 
warn his hearers that he was speaking ironically. 

The waiter was at once despatched to the bashful gentleman, 
and the bashful gentleman took something ; Mr. Jackson also 
took something, and the ladies took something, for hospitality's 
sake. Mr. Jackson then said that he was afraid it was time 
to go; upon which, Mrs. Sanders, Mrs. Cluppins, and Tommy 
(who it was arranged should accompany Mrs. Bardell, leaving 
the others to Mr. Raddle's protection) got into the coach. 

" Isaac,'^ said Jackson, as Mrs. Bardell prepared to get in, 
looking up at the man with the ash stick, who was seated on 
the box, smoking a cigar. 

" Well." 

« This is Mrs. Bardell." 

" Oh, I knowed that, long ago," said the man. 

Mrs. Bardell got in, Mr. Jackson got in after her, and away 
they drove. Mrs. Bardell could not help ruminating on what 
Mr. Jackson's friend had said. Shrewd creatures, those law- 
yers. Lord bless us, how they find people out ! 

" Sad thing about these costs of our people's, ain't it," said 
Jackson, when Mrs. Cluppins and Mrs. Sanders had fallen asleep ; 
*' your bill of costs, I mean ? " 

" I 'm very sorry they can't get them," replied Mrs. Bardell. 
*' But if you law-gentlemen do these things on speculation, why, 
you must get a loss now and then, you know." 

"You gave them a cognovit for the amount of your costs, 
after the trial, I 'm told," said Jackson. 

" Yes, just as a matter of form," replied Mrs. Bardell. 

" Certainly," replied Jackson drily ; " quite a matter of form 
— quite." 

On they drove, and Mrs. Bardell fell asleep. She was awakened 
after some time by the stopping of the coach. 

" Bless us ! " said the lady, " are we at Freeman's Court ? " 

" We 're not going quite so far," replied Jackson. " Have 
the goodness to step out." 

Mrs. Bardell, not yet thoroughly awake, complied. It was 
a curious place : a large wall, with a gate in the middle, and a 
gas-light burning inside. 

" Now, ladies," cried the man with the ash stick, looking 
into the coach, and shaking Mrs. Sanders to wake her, " come ! " 
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Boiming bar triend, Mrs. San<l«n> aUgh(«d. SliB. Budi<!t. 
leaning qq Jackson'i) arm, and loading Tonaaj lij the btod, 
had aliwdj entpreil the porch. Tbey followed. 

The loom tiiey turned into was even more odd-lookin); Itia 
the poich. SbcIi a iiumlier of men standiug alxmt ! And iiirr 
stand sol 

" What placo is this ? " ioquired Sitrs. Bard«Il, pausio^. 

" Only one of our public officas," replied Jaclcson, huriTinf 
her thioogh a iluur. and looking round to eea tb^ the ullut 
wtHnen were follo»-ing. " Look sharp, Isaac ! " 

" Safe and aoiin'l," replied the man with the ash stick. Thfi 
door swosg b^Avily after them, and they deaoonded a mill 
fl^ht at steps. 

"Here we are, at loKt. All right and tight, Mrs. Bonkil?" 
said Jackaon, looking exultingly round. 

" What do you mean ? " said Mrs. Bardell, with a palpilatint 
heart. 

"Just this," replied Jackaon, drawing her a little on tm 
side i " don't be frightened, Mra. Baidell. There ocTer ni i 
more delicate man than Dodson, ma'am, or a more homaae nas 
than Fo^. It was their duty, in the way of huainees, to tib 
you in execution for them costs; but they were anxious lo 
spare your feelings as much as tbey could. AVhat a comfort it 
must be, to you, to think bow it 's Itecn done ! This is tb» 
Fleet, ma'am. Wish you good night, Mrs. Bardell. G«i 
night, Tommy ! " 

As Jackson hurried away in compuny willi the man with At 
ash stick, another man, with a key in his band, who had bmi 
looking on, led the bewildered female to a second short fli^tof 
steps, leading to a doorway. Mrs. Bardell screamed yioleutlj; 
Tommy roared ; Mrs. Cluppins shrunk within herself ; sad 
Mrs. Sanders made off, without more ado. For there stood 
the injured Mr. Pickwick, taking his nightly allowance of air; 
and beside him leant Samuel Weller, who, seeing Mrs. Bardell, 
took his hat off, with mock reverence, while his master turned 
indignantly on his heel. 

"Don't bother the woman," said the turnkey to Wellet; 
"she's just come in." 

" A pris'ner ! " said Sam, quickly replacing bis hat. " Who's 
the plakitives ? What for ? Speak up, old feller." 



CHAPTEE XLVn 



I 



ISCHIXFLT DETOTKD TO HATTEBB OF BUSIKBBS, AND TBE TKM^ 
PORAL ADTAMTAOE OF IMDBON AMD FOOQ : MK. WIMiU 
BE-APPEARS DKDER RXTRAOSDIMAST CIRCCKSTANCEi^ : MK. 
PICKWICK'S BEMBVOLBKCR PROTRB STBONOBR THAN BIS OB»TI- 
MACY. 

Job Trottbb, abating nothing of hiB speed, nu up Hdbom, 
sometimes in the middle of the KMtd, sometimes on the pavement, 
and sometimee in the gutter, as the chances of getting along 
varied, with the press of men, women, children, and ooacbes, in 
each division of the thoroughfare ; and, regardleBs of all obstaGlea, 
stopped not for an instant until he reached the gate of Gnj'i 
Inn. Notwithstanding all the expedition he bad tised, however, 
the gate had been closed a good half hour when ha reached it, 
and by the time he had discovered Mr. Perker's laundress, who 
lived with a married daughter, who had bestowed her hand upon 
a non-resident waiter, who occupied the one-pair of some number, 
in some street, closely adjoining to some brewery, somewhere 
behind Gray's Inn Lane, it was within fifteen nnnut«3 of the time 
of closing the prison for the night. Mr. Lowten had still to be 
ferreted out from the back parlour of the Magpie and Stump ; 
and Job had scarcely accomplished this object, and communicated 
Sam Weller's message, when the clock struck ten. 

"There," said Lowt«n, "it's too late now. You can't get 
in to-night ; you 've got the key of the street, my friend." 

" Never mind me," replied Jol», " I can sleep anywhere. 
But won't it be better to see Mr. Perket to-night, so that we 
may be there the first thing in the morning ? " 

"Wliy," responded Lowt«n, after a little consideration, "if 
it was in anybody else's case, Perker would n't be best pleased 
at my going up to his house ; but as it 's Mr. Pickwick's, I 
think I may venture to take a cab and charge it to the office." 
Deciding on this line of conduct, Mr. Lowten took up his hat, 
luid, begging the assembled company to appoint a deputy cIu^^ 
man during his temporary absence, led the way to the nearest 
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coach-stand, and, summoning the cab of most promising appear- 
ance, directed the driver to re|)air to Montague Place, Russell 
Square. 

Mr. Perker had had a dinner-party that day, as was testified 
by the appearance of lights in the drawing-room windows, the 
sound of an improved grand piano, and an improvable cabinet 
voice issuing therefrom, and a rather overpowering smell of 
meat, which pervaded the steps and entry. In fact, a couple of 
very good country agencies happening to come up to town, at the 
same time, an agreeable little party had been got together to 
meet them, comprising Mr. Snicks the Life Office Secretary, Mr. 
Prosee the eminent counsel, three solicitors, one commissioner 
of bankrupts, a special pleader from the Temple, a small-eyed 
peremptory yoimg gentleman, his pupil, who had written a lively 
book about the law of demises, with a vast quantity of marginal 
notes and references ; and several other eminent and distinguished 
personages. From this society, little Mr. Perker detached him- 
self, on his clerk being announced in a whisper ; and repairing 
to the dining-room, there found Mr. Lowten and Job Trotter 
looking very dim and shadowy by the light of a kitchen candle, 
which the gentleman who condescended to appear in plush shorts 
and cottons for a quarterly stipend had, with a becoming contempt 
for the clerk and all things appertaining to " the office," placed 
upon the table. 

"Now, Lowten," said little Mr. Perker, shutting the door, 
" what 's the matter ? No important letter come in a parcel, is 
there ? " 

" No, sir," replied Lowten. " This is a messenger from Mr. 
Pickwick, sir." 

" From Pickwick, eh ? " said the little man, turning quickly 
to Job. " Well, what is it ? " 

" Dodson and Fogg have taken Mrs. Bardell in execution for 
her costs, sir," said Job. 

" No I " exclaimed Perker, putting his hands in his pockets, 
and reclining against the sideboard. 

" Yes," said Job. " It seems they got a cognovit out of her, 
for the amount of 'em, directly after the trial." 

" By Jove ! " said Perker, taking both hands out of his 
pockets, and striking the knuckles of his right against the palm 
of his left emphatically, " those are the cleverest scamps I ever 
had anything to do with ! " 

VOL. II. 
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<* The - ahwpert pnetitioDen / erar ksav, ." otMerrel 
Zjowten. 

*' Sharp I " echoed Pericer. " Then '■ no klum-ing wherv U' 
hsTe them." 

" Veij Inie, air, there is not," replied Lowtea ; and flm, 
boOi muter and man pondered for a few aeoonde, with animated 
conntenaucee, as if Qnsy were reflecting npcm one trf tlte ma4 
faeaatiful and ingenioiu disooreries that the intellect Ol man had 
ever made. When they had in aome rneaame nooreradbca 
their tiance of admiration, Job Trotter diachaiged tmn—H of 
the rest of his commission. Ferker nodded his head thOn^it 
fully, and polled out his watch. 

"At ten precisely, I will be there," said the little man. 
" Sam b quite right Tell him so. Will yon take a ^as of 
wine, Lowten ? " 

"No, thank yon, sir." 

" You mean yes, I think," said the little man, tnniing to the 
adeboaid for a decanter and glasses. 

As Lowten did mean yes, he said no more on the snljeet, 
but inquired of Job, in an audible whisper, whether the po^ 
trait of Perker, which hung opposite the fireplace, wasn't ■ 
wonderful likeness, to which Job of course replied that it was. 
The wiue being by this time poured out, Lowten drank to His. 
Perker and the children, and Job to Perker. The gentleman 
in the pluah shorts and cottons, considering it no part of his 
duty to show the people from the tifiice out, consistently 
declined to answer the bell, and they showed themselves out. 
The attorney betook himself to his drawing-room, the clerk to 
t!. Magpie and Stump, and Job to Covent Garden Market, to 
spend the night in a vegetable basket. 

Punctually at the appointed hour nest morning, the good- 
humoured little attorney tapped at Mr. Pickwick's door, which 
was opened, with great alacrity, by Sara Weller. 

" Mr. Perker, sir," said Sam, announcing the visiter to Mr. 
Pickwick, who was sitting at the window in a thoughtful 
attitude. " Wery glad you've looked in accidently, air. I 
rayther think the gov'ner wants to have a vord and a half with 
you, sir." 

Perker bestowed a look of intelligence on Sam, intimating 
that he understood he was not to say he had been sent for, 
and, beckoning him to approach, whispered briefly in hb ear. 
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" You don't mean that 'ere, sir ? " said Sam, starting back 
in excessive surprise. 

Perker nodded and smiled. 

Mr. Samuel Weller looked at the little lawyer, then at Mr. 
Pickwick, then at the ceiling, then at Perker again ; grinned, 
laughed outright, and, finally, catching up his hat from the 
carpet, without further explanation, disappeared. 

" What does this mean ? " inquired Mr. Pickwick, looking 
at Perker with astonishment. " What has put Sam into this 
most extraordinary state ? " 

'* Oh, nothing, nothing," replied Perker. " Come, my dear 
sir, draw up your chair to the table. I have a good deal to say 
to you." 

" What papers are those ? " inquired Mr. Pickwick, as the 
little man deposited on the table a small bundle of documents 
tied with red tape. 

" The papers in Bardell and Pickwick," replied Perker, un- 
doing the knot with his teeth. 

Mr. Pickwick grated the legs of his chair against the ground ; 
and throwing himself into it, folded his hands, and looked 
sternly — if Mr. Pickwick ever could look sternly — at his 
legal friend. 

" You don't like to hear the name of the cause ? " said the 
little man, still busying himself with the knot. 

" No, I do not, indeed," replied Mr. Pickwick. 

" Sorry for that," resumed Perker, " because it will form the 
subject of our conversation." 

" I would rather that the object should be never mentioned 
between us, Perker," interposed Mr. Pickwick hastily. 

" Pooh, pooh, my dear sir," said the little man, untying the 
bundle, and glancing eagerly at Mr. Pickwick out of the comers 
of his eyes. " It must be mentioned. I have come here on 
purpose. Now, are you ready to hear what I have to say, my 
dear sir ? No hurry ; if you are not, I can wait. I have this 
morning's paper here. Your time shall be mine. There ! " 
Hereupon, the little man threw one leg over the other and 
made a show of beginning to read, with great composure and 
application. 

" Well, well," said Mr. Pickwick, with a sigh, but softening 
into a smile at the same time. " Say what you have to say ; 
it 's the old story I suppose ? " 



ice," rejoinrf 

Hp ' fnyi ■ uiiu jruti'iHg it into kii 

I I iilaintiff in the action, ii 



"1 ' . Pickwick's reidy. 

" A Ml,'' 1 Perker. " Aad yon kninr bow aha 

neiB, ± I mean on what gnMiods, and at iriKm 

" ?ee ; at least I have heaid Sam's acoount of tha mittfr." 
said Mr. Pickwick, with affected careleaeiieBa, 

" Sam's account of the matt«t," replied Petker, "is, I will 
venture to eay, a perfectly correct one. Well, now, my dear M^ 
the firet qneetion I hare to ask is whether this w(»nan is to 
remain here ? " 

" To remain here 1 " echoed Mr. Pickwick. 

" To remain here, my dear sir," rejoined Perker, leaoii^ itdt 
in hie chair and looking steadily at hie client. 

"How con you ask me?" said that gentleman. "It mti 
witti Dodson and Fogg ; you know that, very welL" 

" I know nothing of the kind," retorted Perker firmly. "It 
does not rest with Dodson and Fogg ; you know the men, my 
dear sir, as well as I do. It resta solely, wholly, and entirely 
with you." 

" With me ! " ejaculated Mr. Pickwick, rising nervously from 
his chair, and re-«eating himself directly afterwards. 

The little man gave a double knock on the lid of his snuff-box, 
opened it, took a great pinch, shut it up again, and repeated the 
words, "With you." 

" T say, my dear sir," pursued the little man, who seemed to 
gather confidence from the snuff; " I say, that her speedy liben- 
tion or perpetual imprisonment rests with you, and with you 
alone. Hear me out, my dear sir, if you please, and do not be 
so very energetic, for it will only put you into a perspiration, 
and do no good whatever. I say," continued Perker, checking 
off each position on a different finger, as he laid it down — "I 
say, that nobody but you can rescue her from this den of wretchol- 
ness ; and that you can only do that by paying the costs of thia 
suit — both of plaintiff and defendant — into the hands of then 
Freeman's Court sharks. Now, pray be quiet, my dear sir." 

Mr. Pickwick, whose face had been undergoing most surpriaiag 
changes during this speech, and who was evidently on the veige . 
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of a strong burst of indignation, calmed his wrath as well as he 
could. Perker, strengthening his argumentative powers with 
another pinch of snuff, proceeded : — 

" I have seen the woman this morning. By paying the costs, 
you can obtain a full release and discharge from the damages ; 
and fiurther — this I know is a far greater object of consideration 
with you, my dear sir — a voluntary statement, under her hand, 
in the form of a letter to me, that this business was, from the 
very first, fomented, and encouraged, and brought about, by these 
men, Dodson and Fogg ; that she deeply regrets ever having 
been the instrument of annoyance or injury to you ; and that 
she entreats me to intercede with you, and implore your pardon." 

" If I pay her costs for her," said Mr. Pickwick indignantly. 
" A valuable document, indeed ! " 

" No ^ if ^ in the case, my dear sir," said Perker triumphantly. 
" There is the very letter I speak of. Brought to my office by 
another woman at nine o'clock this morning, before I had set 
foot in this place, or held any communication with Mrs. Bardell, 
upon my honour." Selecting the letter from the bundle, the 
little lawyer laid it at Mr. Pickwick's elbow, and took snuff for 
two consecutive minutes without winking. 

" Is this all you have to say to me ? " inquired Mr. Pickwick 
mildly. 

" Not quite," replied Perker. " I cannot undertake to say, 
at this moment, whether the wording of the cognovit, the nature 
of the ostensible consideration, and the proof we can get together 
about the whole conduct of the suit, will be sufficient to justify 
an indictment for conspiracy. I fear not, my dear sir ; they are 
too clever for that, I doubt. I do mean to say, however, that 
the whole facts, taken together, will be sufficient to justify you 
in the minds of all reasonable men. And now, my dear sir, I 
put it to you. This one himdred and fifty pounds, or whatever 
it may be — take it in round numbers — is nothing to you. A 
jury has decided against you ; well, their verdict is wrong ; but 
still they decided as they thought right, and it is against you. 
You have now an opportimity, on easy terms, of placing yourself 
in a much higher position than you ever could by remaining here ; 
which would only be imputed, by people who did n't know you, 
to sheer, dogged, \vrong-headed, brutal obstinacy : nothing else, 
my dear sir, believe me. Can you hesitate to avail yourself of 
it, when it restores you to your friends, your old pursuits, your 
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health and amusements ; when it liberates ynur faithful anil 
attached eervant, whom you otherwise doom to unprisooiDenl 
fur tho whole of your life ; and, above all, when it onatiltw ^nu 
to take the very magnanimouH revenge — which I know, my d«if 
air, is one after your own heart — of releasing this woman fnim 
a scene of nii^ry and debauchery, to which no man shoiild cva 
be consigned, if I had my will, but the infliction of which nn 
any wonuui is perhaps even niof e frightful and barbarous '! Nnw, 
I ask you, my dear sir, not only as your legal adviser, liut m 
your very true friend, will you let slip the occaeioa of utUining 
hU these objects, and doing all this good, for the paltry totiBiil- 
eratiou of a few poundti hnding their way into the pocketis of a 
couple of rascals, to whom it makes no manner of difference, 
except that the more they gain, tho more they 'II seek, and so tlia 
sooner be led into some piece of knavery that must end in a 
crash ? I have put thetse considerations to you, my dear sit, 
very feebly and imperfectly, but I aak you to think of them — 
turn them over in your mind as long as you please : I wait her« 
moBt patiently for your answer," 

Before Mr. Pickwick could reply, before Mr. Perker had 
taken one twentieth part of the snuff with which so unusually 
long an address imperatively required to be followed up, there 
was a low murmuring of voices outside, and then a hesitating 
knock at the door. 

" Dear, dear," exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, who had been evi- 
dently roused by his friend's appeal ; " what an annoyance thit 
door is ! Who is that ? " 

" Me, sir," replied Sam Weller, putting in his head. 

"I can't speak to you just now, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick 
" I am engaged, at this moment, Sam." 

" Beg your pardon, sir," rejoined Mr. Weller. " But here's 
a lady here, sir, as says she 's somethin' wery partickler to 
disclose." 

" I can't see any lady," replied Mr. Pickwick, whose miitd 
was tilled with visions of Mrs. Bardell. 

" I vould n't make too sure o' that, sir," uj^ed Mr. Weller, 
shaking his head. " If you knowed who was near, sir, I raythcr 
think you 'd change your note ; as the hawk remarked to him- 
self, with a cheerful laugh, ven he heerd the robin redbreast ■ 
singin' round the corner." 

" Who b it ? " inquired Mr. Pickwick. 
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" Will you see her, sir ? " asked Mr. Weller, holding the 
door in his hand, as if he had some curious live animal on the 
other side. 

" I suppose I must," said Mr. Pickwick, looking at Perker. 

" Well, then, all in to hegin ! " cried Sam. " Sound the 
gong, draw up the curtain, and enter the two con-spirators." 

As Sam Weller spoke, he threw the door open, and there 
rushed tumultuously into the room, Mr. Nathaniel Winkle, 
leading after him, by the hand, the identical young lady who, 
at Dingley Dell, had worn the boots with the fur round the 
tops ; and who, now a very pleasing compoimd of blushes and 
confusion, and lilac silk, and a smart bonnet, and a rich lace 
veil, looked prettier than ever. 

" Miss Arabella Allen ! " exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, rising from 
his chair. 

** No," replied Mr. Winkle, dropping on his knees, " Mrs. 
Winkle. Pardon, my dear friend, pardon ! " 

Mr. Pickwick could scarcely believe the evidence of his own 
senses, and perhaps would not have done so, but for the corrob- 
orative testimony afforded by the smiling countenance of Perker, 
and the bodily presence, in the background, of Sam and the 
pretty house-maid, who appeared to contemplate the proceedings 
with the liveliest satisfaction. 

" Oh, Mr. Pickwick," said Arabella, in a low voice, as if 
alarmed at the silence, " can you forgive my imprudence ? " 

Mr. Pickwick returned no verbal response to this appeal ; 
but he took otf his spectacles in great haste, and, seizing both 
the young lady's hands in his, kissed her a great number of 
times, — perhaps a greater number than was absolutely necessary, 
— and then, still retaining one of her hands, told Mr. Winkle 
he was an audacious young dog, and bade him get up, which 
Mr. Winkle, who had been, for some seconds, scratching his 
nose with the brim of his hat, in a penitent manner, did; 
whereupon Mr. Pickwick slapped him on the back several times, 
and then shook hands heartily with Perker, who, not to be 
behind-hand in the compliments of the occasion, saluted both 
the bride and the pretty house-maid with right good will, and, 
having wrung Mr. Winkle's hand most cordially, wound up his 
demonstrations of joy by taking snuff enough to set any half- 
dozen men, with ordinarily constructed noses, a-sneezing for life. 

" Why, my dear girl," said "Mi, Pickwick, " how has all this 
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eame about ? Gome, dt down, and let me henv it all. Hoir 
veil she looks, does a't ebe, P«Ai>r ? " a<lded &Ir. Pickwidi, eui- 
vejing Anbella'B face with a looli of hh tiiudi pride aud exulUtioa 
as if Bhe had been his daughter. 

" IXelightful, my dear sir," replied the little man. " If I wwe 
not a m^ried man myself, I shdtild bo disponed to envy yon, 
yon dog." Thus expressing hinihclf, the little lawyer gave Mr. 
Winkle a p(Ae in the chest, wbir.h tlml grotleman reciprocaleil ; 
after which they both laughed very loudly, but not so loudly u 
Mr. Samuel Weller, who had just relieved hi« feolitigit by kia^ng 
the pretty house-maid, under cover of the cupboonl-door. 

" I can never be grateful enoi^h to you, Sam, I nm sure," said 
Arabella, with the sweetest smile imaginable. " 1 eball not fotgrt 
your exertions in the garden at C'liflon." 

" Don't say nothin' wotever a)xmt it, ma'am," replied Sam. 
" I only assisted natur, ma'am ; as tlie doctor said to the bey't 
mother, arter he 'd bled him to death." 

" Mary, my dear, sit down," kaid Mr. Pickwick, cutting ebort 
these compliments. " Mow, then — how long have you been 
married, eh ? " 

Arabella looked bashfully at her lord and master, who repbtd, 
"Only three days." 

" Only three days, eh ? " said Mr. Pickwick, " Why, whit 
have you been doing these three months ? " 

" Ah, to be sure," interposed Perker ; " come ! Account tor 
this idleness. You see Pickwick's only astonishment is thai it 
wasn't alt over months ago." 

" Why, the fact is," replied Mr. Winkle, looking at his blush- 
ing yoimg wife, " that I could not persuade Bella to run »w^ 
for a long time ; and when I had persuaded her, it was a hag 
time more before we could find an opportunity. Mary had to 
give a month's warning, too, before she could leave hei pbc* 
next door, and wo could n't possibly have done it without hH 



" Upon my word," exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, who by this tiw 
had resumed bis spectacles, and was looking from Arabella t" 
Winkle, and from Winkle to Arabella, with as much deligbt 
depicted in his countenance as warm-heartedness and kimUj 
feeling can communicate to the human face — " upon my ironl, 
you seem to have been very systematic in your proceeding*- 
And is your brother acquainted with all this, my dear ? " 
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til cotisiili'T Mr. Fitkwick jis in kciitip degree the piardian anJ 

iiilviMT iif lii- - ■., i; ■ [i.ii it I ■■ I III [lily behoveil tliat gentle- 

ni^iii, iiiul M.I ■ I ! i ■ I j.' ii.il character, to acquaint 

till' ilfiuv^:Ji I Vi ■ . . 'I . ;. I ■ ily. aiiil by word of mouth. 
with Ihi' «1ii4l ■ ,!■ Lii!..-!.i:.i,i . I'l 111;' ui^i:, and with the share Iw 
bull Uiki-u ill liiu traiiMt^liuii. 

Mr. Tui'iiiaii nml Mr. Siiuilfn^sa arrived, moat opportunel_v, in 
lliii; ehv^f iif Mil' tilriiiiiiij{R, and as it was nece.saary to explain 
1.. tli.'iii all tliiil liu.l nci'Lim'il, together with the various re;tfons 
prii mul run, ilif wliult of the argmncuts were gone over again, 
afii-r wliiih iVi'iylidily ur^'i-cl every argmnent in his own way, 
iiiid ill hU n\ni luiiKth. And, at last, Mr. Pickwick, fairjy 
iiifiiii'd riiid ri'iiion.'^lriited oul of nil hia resolution a, and being in 
iiiniiinciit d;inj;i'r nf Ixniig argued and remonstrated out of hiii 
ivit,-^. i'iiu^dit .\rii'H>lli< in Iuk unuK, and declaring that she was i 
ver^v iiiiiiiihle i'i-eatiire, iuid tliat lie did n't know how it was, but 
he luid iilvviiyK tii'Wi very fond of her, from the first, said he 
I'liiilil iifver liiid it in his heart tn stand in the way of young 
["■ri|ih'-^ lui;i|>i;iess, and they might diiwith liini as they pleaseil 

Mr. Wi'lh-i's firnt act, on hearing this conuession, was to 
ili.^]>,il.li .I'll. Triitter ti> the illiLstrioiiM Mr. Pell, with -an 
:iullionly til di'livi'i- tn the hearer the formal discharge which 
his [iniih'itt [liirnrit had had the foresight to leave in the hands 
'if thai I'Mi'iii'd i{i'ntt('iiwn, m case it should he, at any time. 
n-r|iuri-d fill ;in I'liuTfiency : his nest proreeEliii}; was tti invest 
his whitli- stock -if II il'. II..'.. ■. Ill ill. |.iii.Iii~o of five-and. 
(wc'iilv yiill'nif "f iiiil.l ■■..■■!!! ■ If disiH^nsed on 
Die liirk.'t-m'oiind In 1 ■ ■ ■ ■■!> . I |. ;..ke of it ; this 

diiin'. Ill' IniiTiilied 111 .!■■.. 1^ 1..1II-..1 III. I.iil.liuy until he lost 
111" iiiU'i'. and tlii'ii iniirLly ri'Iaitei'd intu his usual collected anJ 
|>liii..M.|iliii.vii condition. 

A\ \Urri- oi'liiik tliat aflernaon, Mr. Pickwick took a last 
liLik at lii^ litllr iiiiiiii, ami made his way, as well as he couU 
!hMii;;ii llic [liri^iif; nf drtitors wlio pressed eagerly forwani te 
-haki- Iiiiii )iv the hand, until he readied the lodge" steps. He 
liiviiLd, 1i..tv. U. \..uk .iliii.it him, »nd his eye lighlenwl as he did 

'". Ill ill '.I riiivil iif ivan. I'liiiiciiited faces, he saw not one 

«lilili ",1-^ iiiit the li;iii]iii'|. foi lii.j -synipatliy and charity. 

■■ l'..ikiT." Slid Ml. l'ii.'k«-irk, lieckoning one young mui 
lii«^(V.l-. liiiEi. ■■ llii-; is yiv. Jingle, whom I spoke to you about" 

■' \"(.iv ;: I. my dear sii'," replied Perker, looking haid tt 
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Jingle. " You will see me again, young man, to-morrow. I 
hope you may live to remember and feel deeply what I shall 
have to commimicate, sir." 

Jingle bowed respectfully, trembled very much as he took 
Mr. Pickwick's proffered hand, and withdrew. 

" Job, you know, I think ? " said Mr. Pickwick, presenting 
that gentleman. 

" I know the rascal," replied Perker good-humouredly. " See 
after your friend, and be in the way to-morrow at one. Do 
you hear ? Now, is there anything more ? " 

" Nothing," rejoined Mr. Pickwick. " You have delivered 
the little parcel I gave you for your old landlord, Sam ? " 

" I have, sir," replied Sam. " He bust out a cryin', sir, and 
said you wos wery gen'rous and thoughtful, and he only wished 
you could have him innockilated for a gallopin' consumption, 
for his old friend as had lived here so long wos dead, and 
he *d noweres to look for another." 

" Poor fellow, poor fellow ! " said Mr. Pickwick. " Grod 
bless you, my friends ! " 

As Mr. Pickwick uttered this adieu, the crowd raised a loud 
shout. Many among them were pressing forward to shake him 
by the hand again, when he drew his arm through Perker's, 
and hurried from the prison : far more sad and melancholy, for 
the moment, than when he had first entered it. Alas ! how 
many sad and unhappy beings had he left behind ! and how 
many of them lie caged there, still ! 

A happy evening was that for at least one party in the 
George and Vulture ; and light and cheerful were two of the 
hearts that emerged from its hospitable door next morning. 
The owners thereof were Mr. Pickwick and Sam Weller, the 
former of whom was speedily deposited inside a comfortable 
post-coach, with a little dickey behind, in which the latter 
mounted with great agility. 

" Sir," called out Mr. Weller to his master. 

" Well, Sam," replied Mr. Pickwick, thrusting his head out 
of the window. 

" I wish them horses had been three months and better in 
the Fleet, sir." 

" WTiy, Sam ? " inquired Mr. Pickwick. 

" Wy, sir," exclaimed Mr. Weller, rubbing his hands, " how 
they would go if they had been ! " 
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'^ Bob," said Mr. Ben Allen, laying down his knife and fork, 
and fixing his eyes on the visage of his friend — " Bob, I '11 tell 
you what it is." 

" What is it ? " inquired Mr. Bob Sawyer. 

" You must make yourself, with as little delay as possible, 
roaster of Arabella's one thousand pounds." 

** Three per cent, consolidated Bank annuities, now standing 
in her name in the book or books of the Governor and Company 
of the Bank of England," added Bob Sawyer, in legal phrase- 
ology. 

" Exactly so," said Ben. " She has it when she comes of 
age, or marries. She wants a year of coming of age, and if you 
plucked up a spirit she need n't want a month of being married." 

" She 's a very charming and delightful creature," quoth Mr. 
Robert Sawyer, in reply ; " and has only one fault that I know 
of, Ben. It happens, unfortmiately, that that single blemish is 
a want of taste. She don't like me." 

" It 's my opinion that she don't know what she does like," 
said Mr. Ben Allen contemptuously. 

" Perhaps not," remarked Mr. Bob Sawyer. " But it 's my 
opinion that she does know what she does n't like, and that 's 
of more importance." 

" I wish," said Mr. Ben Allen, setting his teeth together, and 
speaking more like a savage warrior who fed on raw wolf's 
flesh, which he carved with his fingers, than a peaceable young 
gentleman who ate minced veal with a knife and fork, " I wish 
I knew whether any rascal really has been tampering with her, 
and attempting to engage her affections. I think I should 
assassinate him, Bob." 

" I 'd put a bullet in him, if I found him out," said Mr. 
Sawyer, stopping in the course of a long draught of beer, and 
looking malignantly out of the porter pot. " If that did n't do 
his business, I'd extract it afterwards, and kill him that way." 

Mr. Benjamin Allen gazed abstractedly on his friend for 
some minutes in silence, and then said : — 

" You have never proposed to her, point-blank, Bob ? " 

" No. Because I saw it would be of no use," replied Mr. 
Kobert Sawyer. 

" You shall do it before you are twenty-four hours older," 
retorted Ben, with desperate calmness. " She shall have you, 
or I '11 know the reason why ; I '11 exert my authority." 
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although much agitated, spoke with the most tantalising delib- 
eration, as old ladies often do. " Yes, ma'am ? " 

" Left my home, Mr. Sawyer, three days ago, on a pretended 
visit to my sister, another aunt of hers, who keeps the large 
boarding-school just beyond the third mile-stone, where there is 
a very large laburnum-tree and an oak gate," said the old lady, 
stopping in this place to dry her eyes. 

" Oh, devil take the labumum-tree, ma'am ! " said Bob, quite 
forgetting his professional dignity in his anxiety. " Get on a 
little faster ; put a little more steam on, ma'am, pray." 

" This morning," said the old lady slowly, " this morning, 
she — " 

" She came back, ma'am, I suppose," said Bob, with great 
animation. " Did she come back ? " 

"No, she did not — she wrote," replied the old lady. 

" What did she say ? " inquired Bob eagerly. 

" She said, Mr. Sawyer," replied the old lady — " and it is 
this I want you to prepare Benjamin's mind for, gently and by 
degrees — she said that she was — I have got the letter in my 
pocket, Mr. Sawyer, but my glasses are in the carriage, and I 
should only waste your time if I attempted to point out the 
passage to you, without them — she said, in short, Mr. Sawyer, 
that she was married." 

" What ! " said, or rather shouted, Mr. Bob Sawyer. 

" Married," repeated the old lady. 

Mr. Bob Sawyer stopped to hear no more ; but, darting from 
the surgery into the outer shop, cried in a stentorian voice, 
*' Ben, my boy, she 's bolted ! " 

Mr. Ben Allen, who had lx;en slumbering behind the counter, 
with his head half a foot or so below his knees, no sooner heard 
this appalling communication than he made a precipitate rush 
at Mr. Martin, and twisting his hand in the neckcloth of that 
taciturn servitor, expressed an intention of choking him where 
he stood, wliich intention, with a promptitude often the effect 
of desperation, he at once commenced carrying into execution, 
with much vigour and surgical skill. 

Mr. Martin, who was a man of few words, and possessed 
but little power of eloquence or persuasion, submitted to this 
operation with a very calm and agreeable expression of counte- 
nance, for some seconds ; finding, however, that it threatened 
speedily to lead to a result which would place it beyond his power 
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to cUim anj mgea, board or oHif?rwise, in all time to earn*, )h 
mutteied ui inartioalate remoiuibnnw, and Mhd Mr. Bcnjaa' 
Allan to the groniid. Ab thftt gentleman had his hands ■ 
in his cnTst, he had no dtemativci but to follow hiin to the fluor. 
Then they both Isy strog^ing, when the sbop-door opened, mi 
the peity wis incrmsed b^ ttu tirival of two most itnexpecte<) 
visiters : to wit, Ur. Pickwick and Mr. S&muel Weller. 

The impreasioii at once prodnctMl upon Mr. Welter's mind k 
what he saw was that Mr. Martin was hired b^ the estahliahment 
of Sawyer, late Nockemorf, to take strong me^licino, or to go inbi 
fits and be expenmeotalised upon, or to swallow poison now ami 
then with the view of teating the cfTiCiLry ot some new antidotei. 
or to do something or other to promote the gmat science of 
medicine, and gratify the ardent siiirtt of inquiry tinniiiiH in the 
bosoms of its two young professor-^. S.i. wiiliom |.r>-»nEiiiipto 
interfere, Sam stood perfectly still, luid luukod uu, bb li bn wns 
mightily interested in the result of the then pending experimsoL 
Hot BO, Mr. Pickwick. He at onoe threw himself on tba aston- 
ished combatants, with his accustomed eneigy, and loodly otUad 
upon the hy-standers to interpose. 

This roused Mr. Bob Sawyer, who had been hitherto quite 
pamlised by the frenzy of his compianion ; and with thst 
gentleman's aeaiBlance, Mr. Pickwick raised Ben Allen to his 
feet. Mr. Martin, finding himself alone on the floor, got np, and 
looked about him. 

" Mr. Allen," said Mr. Pickwick, " what is the matt«r, sir?"' 

" Never mind, sir t " replied Mr. Allen, with haughty defiance. 

" What is it ? " inquired Mr. Pickwick, looking at Bob 
Sawyer. " la he unwell ? " 

Before Bob could reply, Mr. Ben Allen seized Mr. Pickwick 
by the hand, and murmured, in sorrowful accents, " My sister, 
my dear sir; my sister." 

" Oh, is that all ! " said Mr. Pickwick. " We shall eaaUy 
arrange that matter, I hope. Your sister is safe and well, and I 
am here, my dear sir, to — " 

" Sorry to do anythin' as may cause an interruption to such 
wery pleasant proceedin's, as the king said wen he dissolved the 
Parliament," interposed Mr. Weller, who had been peeping 
through the glass door ; " hut there 's another experiment here, 
sir. Here 's a wenerable old lady a lyin' on the carpet waitin' 
for dissection, or galwinism, or some other rewivin' and scientific 
in went ion." 
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" I forgot/' exclaimed Mr. Ben Allen. " It is my aunt." 

" Dear me," said Mr. Pickwick. " Poor lady ! gently, Sam, 
gently." 

" Strange sitivation for one o' the family," observed Sam 
Weller, hoisting the aunt into a chair. " Now, depitty Saw- 
bones, bring out the wollatilly." 

The latter observation was addressed to the boy in grey, who, 
having handed over the fly to the care of the street-keeper, had 
come back to see what all the noise was about. Between the 
boy in grey, and Mr. Bob Sawyer, and Mr. Benjamin Allen 
(who, having frightened his aunt into a fainting fit, was affec- 
tionately solicitous for her recovery), the old lady was at length 
restored to consciousness ; then Mr. Ben Allen, turning with a 
puzzled countenance to Mr. Pickwick, asked him what he was 
about to say when he had been so alarmingly interrupted. 

" We are all friends here, I presume ? " said Mr. Pickwick, 
clearing his voice, and looking towards the man of few words with 
the surly countenance, who drove the fly with the chubby horse. 

This reminded Mr. Bob Sawyer that the boy in grey was 
looking on, with eyes wide open and greedy ears. The incipient 
chemist having been lifted up by his coat collar, and dropped 
outside the door. Bob Sawyer assured Mr. Pickwick that he 
might speak without reserve. 

" Your sister, my dear sir," said Mr. Pickwick, turning to 
Benjamin Allen, " is in London ; well and happy." 

** Her happiness is no object to me, sir," said Mr. Benjamin 
Allen, with a flourish of the hand. 

" Her husband is an object to me, sir," said Bob Sawyer. 
" He shall be an object to me, sir, at twelve paces, and a very 
pretty object I '11 make of him, sir — a mean-spirited scoundrel ! " 
This, as it stood, was a very pretty denunciation, and magnani- 
mous withal ; but Mr. Bob Sawj^er rather weakened its effect 
by winding up with some general observations concerning the 
punching of heads and knocking out of eyes, which were com- 
monplace by comparison. 

" Stay, sir," said Mr. Pickwick ; " before you apply those 
epithets to the gentleman in question, consider, dispassionately, 
the extent of his fault, and above all remember that he is a friend 
of mine." 

" What ! " said Mr. Bob Sawyer. 

" His name," cried Ben Allen. " His name ! " 
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"Mr. Kathaniel Winkle." said Mr, Pickwick 

Mx. BeDJamiti Allen deliberately crushed his spectacles bninth 

tlte heei uf lii« boot, and having picked up th« pieces, And pnt 

them into three separata pockets, folded hii^ anus, bit hi» lij^. 

ud lonkeil in a. threatening mauner at tlie bland features of Mi. 

" Then it 'a yon, is it, nr, who haTe eneoonged tad tmagfat 
abont tluB match f " inqniied Mr. Ttdnjamin Allen, at kngtt. 

" And it 's this gentleman's lemnt, I ai^pOM," in tonu| » to d 
the old ladj, " who has been skuDmig abcmt mj hoan, mi 
endesToniing to enfarap mj servants to conqan i^unat tlnii 
mjatnas. Martin 1 " 

" Well ? " Bud Omb snrly nutn, coming fonraid. 

" Is that the yonng man yon saw in the lane, irbxaa yon toU 
me abont, thie morning ? " 

Mr. Martin, who, as it has alieady appeared, was a man at few 
words, looked at Sam Weller, nodded his head, and gfowM 
forth, " That 's tht man 1 " Mr. Weller, who was never pnod, 
^ve a smile of friendly recognition as his eyes enooosteied thoK 
of ttke Burly gioom, and sdmitted, is conrteons terms, that he hid 
"knowed him sfore." 

" And this is the faithful creature," exclaimed Mr. Ben Allen. 
" whom I had nearly Buffoaited ! Mr. Pickwick, how dare yoa 
allow your feDow to be employed in the abduction of my sister ? 
I demand that you explain this matter, sir." 

"Explain it, air!" cried Bob Sawyer fiercely. 

" It 'a a conspiracy," said Ben Allen. 

" A regular plant," added Mr. Bob Sawyer. 

" A disgraceful imposition," obser\-ed the old lady. 

" Nothing but a do," remarked Martin. 

" Pray hear me," urged Mr. Pickwick, as Mr. Ben Allen fell 
into a chair that patients were bled in. and gave way to his pocket- 
handkercldef. " I have rendered no assistance in this matter 
beyond that of being present at one interview between the yonng 
people, which I could nut prevent, and from which I conceived 
my presence would remove any slight colouring of impToprietj 
that it might otherwise have had ; this b the whole share I have 
taken in the transaction, and I had no suapicion that an imme- 
diate marriage was even contemplated. Though, mind.'' added 
Mr. Pickwick, hastily checking himself ; " mind, I do not say I 
should have prevented it, if I had known that it was intended." 
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" You hear that, all of you ; you hear that ? " said Mr. 
Benjamin Allen. 

" I hope they do/' mildly observed Mr. Pickwick, looking 
round ; " and," added that gentleman, his colour mounting as 
he spoke, " I hope they hear this, sir, also, — that from what 
has been stated to me, sir, I assert that you were by no means 
justified in attempting to force your sister's inclinations as you 
did, and that you should rather have endeavoured by your 
kindness and forbearance to have supplied the place of other 
nearer relations whom she has never known, from a child. As 
regards my young friend, I must beg to add that, in every point 
of worldly advantage, he is, at least, on an equal footing with 
yourself, if not on a much better one, and that, unless I hear 
this question discussed with becoming temper and moderation, I 
decline hearing any more said upon the subject." 

" I wish to make a wery few remarks in addition to wot has 
been put forard by the honourable gen'lm'n as has jist given 
over," said Mr. Weller, stepping forth, " wich is this here, a 
indiwidual in company has called me a feller." 

*' That has nothing whatever to do with the matter, Sam," 
interposed Mr. Pickwick. " Pray hold your tongue." 

" I ain't a goin' to say nothin' on that 'ere pint, sir," replied 
Sam, " but merely this here. P'raps that gen'lm'n may think 
as there wos a priory 'tachment; but there wom't nothin' o' 
the sort, for the young lady said, in the wery beginnin' o' the 
keepin' company, that she could n't abide him. Nobody 's cut 
him out, and it 'ud ha' been jist the wery same for him if the 
young lady had never seen Mr. Vinkle. That 's wot I wished 
to say, sir, and I hope I 've now made that 'ere gen'lm'n's 
mind easy." 

A short pause followed these consolatory remarks of Mr. 
Weller. Then Mr. Ben Allen, rising from his chair, protested 
that he would never see Arabella's face again, while Mr. Bob 
Sawyer, despite Sam's flattering assurance, vowed dreadful 
vengeance on the happy bridegroom. 

But just when matters were at their height, and threatening 
to remain so, Mr. Pickwick found a powerful assistant in the old 
lady, who, evidently much struck by the mode in which he had 
advocated her niece's cause, ventured to approach Mr. Benjamin 
Allen with a few comforting reflections, of which the chief were, 
that, after all, perhaps, it was well it was no worse ; the least 
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said the soonert mended ; and upon her wend she did nolkiMfv 
that it was so veiy bad after all ; that what was over oould&H 
be began, and what couldn't be cured must be endured; wilh 
yaiious other assurances of the like novel and strangtheniog 
description. To all of these, Mr. Beiyamin Allen repHed thai 
he meant no disrespect to his aunt, or anybody there, but if il 
were all the same to them, and they would allow him to hafs 
his own way, he would rather haye the pleasure of haling hiB 
sister till death, and after it. 

At length, when this detennination had been announced half 
a hundred times, the old lady suddenly, bridling up and kxAdng 
yery migestic, wished to know what she had done that no nsp&A 
was to be paid to her yeais or station, and that she should lie 
obliged to beg and piay, in that way, of her own nephew, whom 
she remembeied about five-and-twenty years before he was bon, 
and whom she had known, personally, when he had n't a tooth 
in his head ; to say nothing of her presence on the first oocasioii 
of his having his hair cut, and assistance at numerous other 
times and ceremonies during his babyhood, of sufficient impo^ 
tance to found a claim upon his affection, obedience, and 
sympathies, for ever. 

While the good lady was bestowing this objurgation on Mr. 
Ben Allen, Bob Sawyer and Mr. Pickwick had retired in cloee 
conversation to the inner room, where Mr. Sawyer was observed 
to apply himself, several times, to the mouth of a black bottle, 
under the influence of which his features gradually assimied a 
cheerful and even jovial expression. And at last he emerged 
from the room, bottle in hand, and, remarking that he was very 
sorry to say he had been making a fool of himself, begged to 
propose the health and happiness of Mr. and Mrs, Winkle, 
whose felicity, so far from envying, he would be the first to 
congratulate them upon. Hearing this, Mr. Ben Allen suddenly 
arose from his chair, and seizing the black bottle drank the toast 
so heartily that, the liquor being strong, he became nearly as 
black in the face as the bottle itself. Finally, the black bottk 
went round till it was empty, and there was so much shaking of 
hands and interchanging of compliments that even the metal- 
visaged Mr. Martin condescended to smile. 

** And now," said Bob Sawyer, rubbing his hands, " we 11 
have a jolly night." 

" I am sorry," said Mr. Pickwick, " that I must letum to 
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my inn. I have not been accustomed to fatigue lately, and my 
journey has tired me exceedingly." 

" You '11 take some tea, Mr. Pickwick ? " said the old lady, 
with irresistible sweetness. 

" Thank you, I would rather not," replied that gentleman. 
The truth is that the old lady's evidently increasing admiration 
was Mr. Pickwick's principal inducement for going away. He 
thought of Mrs. Bardell ; and every glance of the old lady's 
eyes threw him into a cold perspiration. 

As Mr. Pickwick could by no means be prevailed upon to 
stay, it was arranged, at once, on his own proposition, that Mr. 
Benjamin Allen should accompany him on his journey to the 
elder Mr. Winkle's, and that the coach should be at the door 
at nine o'clock next morning. He then took his leave, and, 
followed by Samuel Weller, repaired to The Bush. It is worthy 
of remark that Mr. Martin's face was horribly convulsed as he 
shook hands with Sam at parting, and that he gave vent to a 
smile and an oath simultaneously ; from which tokens it has 
been inferred by those who were best acquainted with that 
gentleman's peculiarities that he expressed himself much 
plea.sed with Mr. Weller's society, and requested the honour of 
his further acquaintance. 

" Shall I order a private room, sir ? " inquired Sam, when 
they reached The Bush. 

*' Why, no, Sam," replied Mr. Pickwick ; *^ as I dined in 
the cofTee-room, and shall go to bed soon, it is hardly worth 
while. See who there is in the traveller's room, Sam." 

Mr. Weller departed on his errand, and presently returned to 
say that there was only a gentleman with one eye ; and that 
he and the landlord were drinking a bowl of bishop together. 

" I will join them," said Mr. Pickwick. 

" He 's a queer customer, the vun-eyed vun, sir," observed 
Mr. Weller, as he led the way. " He 's a gammonin' that 'ere 
landlord, he is, sir, till he don't rightly know wether he 's a 
standing on the soles of his boots or the crown of his hat." 

The individual to whom this observation referred was sitting 
at the upper end of the room when Mr. Pickwick entered, and 
was smoking a largo Dutch pipe, with his eye intently fixed on 
the round face of the landlord : a jolly looking old personage, 
to whom he had recently been relating some tale of wonder, as 
was testified by sundry disjointed exclamations of, ^* Well, I 
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would n'l havo beliovod it! The strangest thing I «vor heud! 
Could n't liavo supposctl it (KMsible ! " and otlior expr««*ioni ni 
astonish nient which Inirst sponUneoasly from his Upa, as hf 
returned the tixed gaze of the one-eyed man. 

" Servant, sir," eaid the one-cyewi man to Mr. Pickwick. 
"Fine night, sir."' 

" Very much bo, inileed," replied Mr. Pickwict, as the woiur 
placed a aitmll dt^canter of brandy and »ome hot water befoir 

While Mr. Pickwick was mixing hia brandy and water, tit 
one-eyed man looked rouud at him earnestly, from time to tim;, 
and at length aaid : — 

" I think I 've seen you before." 

" I don't recoUi'ct you," rejoined Mr. Pickwick. 

" I daru «vy nut," said the one-eyed man. '' You did n'l 
know mo, hiil i kuew two friends of yours that were stopping 
at the Peacock at Eabuiswill, at the time of the Election," 

'■ Oh, indeed ! " exi-Jaimed Mr. Pickwick. 

'• Yes." rejoined the ou^-eyed man. "I mentioned a litll* 
ciraanataaoo to thorn ahout « friimd of mioe of cIib uama ui 
Tom Smart. Perhaps you 've heard them speak of it." 

" Often," rejoined Mr. Pickwick, smiling. " He was your 
imcle, I think ? " 

" No, no — only a friend of my uncle's," replied Ute on^eyed 
man, 

" He was a wonderful man, that unde of yours, thoogh," 
remarked the landlord, shaking his head. 

" Well, I think he wa« ; I think I may say be was," 
answered the one-eyed man, " I could tell you a story about 
that same uncle, gentlemen, that would rather eurpriae you." 

" Could you ? " said Mr. Pickwick. " Let us bear it, by ill 
means." 

The one-eyed bagman ladled out a glass of negus from th« 
bowl, and drank it ; smoked a long whiff out of the Dutch pipt; 
and then, calling to Sam Weller, who was lingering near the 
door, that ho need n't go away unless he wanted to, becauH 
Ihe story was no secret, fixed his eye upon the landlord's, ud 
proceeded, in the words of the next chapter. 
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CHAPTER XLIX 

« 

CONTAINING THE 8TORT OF THE BAGMAN's UNCLE. 

'' My uncle, gentlemen/' said the bagman, ^' was one of the 
merriest, pleasantest, cleverest fellows that ever lived. I wish you 
had known him, gentlemen. On second thoughts, gentlemen, I 
donH wish you had known him, for if you had, you would have 
been all, by this time, in the ordinary course of nature, if not 
dead, at all events so near it as to have taken to stopping at 
home and giving up company, which would have deprived me 
of the inestimable pleasure of addressing you at this moment. 
Grentlemen, I wish your fathers and mothers had known my 
uncle. They would have been amazingly fond of him, especially 
your respectable mothers ; I know they would. If any two of 
his numerous virtues predominated over the many that adorned 
his character, I sho^ild say they were his mixed punch and his 
after-supper song. Excuse my dwelling on these melancholy 
recollections of departed worth ; you won't see a man like my 
uncle every day in the week. 

" I have always considered it a great point in my imcle's 
character, gentlemen, that he was the intimate friend and com- 
panion of Tom Smart, of the great house of Bilson and Slum, 
Cateaton Street, City. My uncle collected for Tiggin and Welpe, 
but for a long time he went pretty near the same journey as 
Tom ; and the very first night they met, my uncle took a fancy 
for Tom, and Tom took a fancy for my uncle. They made a bet 
of a new hat, before they had known each other half an hour, who 
should brew the best quart of punch and drink it the quickest. 
My uncle was judged to have won the making, but Tom Smart 
beat him in the drinking by about half a salt-spoonful. They 
took another quart apiece to drink each other's health in, and 
were stanch friends ever afterwards. There 's a destiny in these 
things, gentlemen ; we can't help it. 

" In personal appearance, my uncle was a trifle shorter than the 
middle size ; he was a thought stouter, too, than the ordinary run 
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iif [Mvipk, and perhap« his face might be a shade ndder. H« 
bad the joUicst face you ever saw, f^ntlemen : aouetbiDj hie 
Pnnch, with a haodsomer iio6« and ctiin ; his eyes wen alvin 
twinklinf; and s[rark ling with gcMxt-humoiu ; and a bhuIb — ten 
one of your mimeaniug wooden grins, hut a real meny, heutf, 
good- tampered smile — was perpetually on his countenance. Ht 
wns pitched out of his gig oqcr, and knocked, head fiisl. a^iut 
a mile-^tone. Thete be lay, stunned, and bo cut about titt fm 
with iunie gravel which had been heaped up alongside it, thai, 
to use my uncle's own strong expression, if his mother amid 
have re-vi^ted the earth, she would n't have known him. Indeo^ 
when I come to think of the matter, gentlemen, I feel pmllj 
sure she would n't, for she died when my uncle was two yean 
and seven months old, and I think it 's very likely that, ena 
without the gravel, his top-boots would have puziled the pal 
lady not a little, to eay nothing of hia jolly red face. Howvm, 
there he lay, and 1 have heard my uncle say, many a time, UhI 
the man said who picked him up that he woa smiling ae menfljr 
a.4 if be bod tumbled out for a treat, and tliat, after they hid 
1i1(h1 him, the first faint glimnierLDgs of returning onimatinn 
were his jumping np in bed, bunting out into a loud bragfa, 
kissing the young woman who held the basin, and demanding a 
mutton chop and a pickled walnut instantly. He waa very fond 
of pickled walnuts, gentlemen. He said he always found that, 
taken without vinegar, they relished the beer, 

" My uncle's great journey was in the fall of the leaf, at which 
time he collected debts, and took orders, in the north, going fnu 
London to Edinburgh, from Edinburgh to Glasgow, from Glasgow 
back to Edinburgh, and thence to London by the smack. Yoa 
aie to understand that his second visit to Edinburgh was for hit 
own pleasure. He used to go back for a week, just to look 
up his old friends ; and what with breakfasting with this one, 
lunching with that, dining with a third, and supping with auothef, 
a pretty tight week he used to make of it. I don't know whether 
any of you, gentlemen, ever partook of a real substantial boe^ 
table Scotch breakfast, and then went out to a slight lunch of « 
bushel of oyst«rs, a dozen or so of bottled ale, and a nc^gin ot 
two of whiskey to close up with. If you ever did, you will 
agree with me that it requires a pretty strong head to go out to 
dinner and supper afterwards. 

" But bleas your hearts and eyebrows, all this sort of tiang 
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was nothing to my uncle ! He was so well seasoned, that it 
was mere child's play. I have heard him say that he could 
see the Dundee people out, any day, and walk home afterwards 
without staggering ; and yet the Dundee people have as strong 
heads and as strong punch, gentlemen, as you are likely to meet 
with, between the poles. I have heard of a Glasgow man and 
a Dundee man drinking against each other for fifteen hours at 
a sitting. They were both suffocated, as nearly as could be 
ascertained, at the same moment, but with this trifling exception, 
gentlemen, they were not a bit the worse for it. 

" One night, within four-and-twenty hours of the time when 
he had settled to take shipping for London, my uncle supped 
at the house of a very old friend of his, a Baillie Mac-some- 
thing, and four syllables after it, who lived in the old town of 
Edinburgh. There were the baillie's wife and the baillie's three 
daughters, and the baillie's grown-up son, and three or four stout, 
bushy eye-browed, canty old Scotch fellows, that the baillie had 
got together to do honour to my uncle, and help to make merry. 
It was a glorious supper. There was kippered salmon, and Finnan 
haddocks, and a lamb's head, and a haggis — a celebrated Scotch 
dish, gentlemen, which my uncle used to say always looked to 
him, when it came to table, very much like a Cupid's stomach, 
— and a great many other things besides, that I forget the names 
of, but very good things notwithstanding. The lassies were 
pretty and agreeable ; the baillie's wife, one of the best creatures 
that ever lived ; and my uncle in thoroughly good cue : the 
consequence of which was that the young ladies tittered and 
giggled, and the old lady laughed out loud, and the baillie and 
the other old fellows roared till they were red in the face, the 
whole mortal time. I don't quite recollect how many tumblers 
of whiskey toddy each man drank after supper ; but this I know, 
that about one o'clock in the morning, the baillie's grown-up son 
became insensible while attempting the first verse of * Willie 
brewed a peck o' maut ; ' and he having been, for half an hour 
before, the only other man visible above the mahogany, it occurred 
to my uncle that it was almost time to think about going, 
especially as drinking had set in at seven o'clock, in order that 
he might get home at a decent hour. But, thinking it might 
not be quite polite to go just then, my uncle voted himself into 
the chair, mixed another glass, rose to propose his own health, 
addressed himself in a neat and complimentary speech, and drank 
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the toast with groat enthuaiaBiii. Still nolxk^ woioa; m af 
unde took a little drop more, — neal this tim^ to pnnrait tib 
toddy diBBgieeiiig with hinii — and, laying viokHit handa on \k 
haty sallied forth into the sbeek 

^^ It was a wild, gusty night when my unele dosed An hrilBi^i 
door, and, settling lus hat firmly on lus head, to piennt fts 
wind firom taldng it, thrust lus hands into his pockelS|Snd, 
looking upwards, took a short surrey of the state of Qm wmJSbm, 
The douds were drifting over the moon at their giddiasi ifeod; 
at one time wholly obscuring her; at another, soffunn^ hm to 
hurst forth in full splendour and shed her hf^ on all fts 
objects around ; anon, driving over her again, with« incitsiBBil 
vdodty, and shrouding everything in darkness. 'Bealfy, ikm 
won't do,' said my unde, addressing himself to the weather, ai 
if he f dt himself personally offended. ^ This is not at all tib 
kind of thing for my voyage. It will not do, at any pnoB,' 
said my unde, very impresdvdy. Having repeated tfais^ aevenl 
times, he recovered his balance with some difficulty,— for 1m 
was rather giddy with looking up into the sky so koig;, — sal 
walked merrily on. 

" The baillie's house was in the Canongate, and my unde 
was going to the other end of Leith Walk, rather better than a 
mile's journey. On either side of him, there shot up against 
the dark sky, tall, gaunt, straggling houses, with time-stained 
fronts, and windows that seemed to have shared the lot of eyes 
in mortals, and to have grown dim and simken with age. Six, 
seven, eight stories high, were the houses ; story piled above 
story, as children build with cards — throwing their dark 
shadows over the roughly paved road, and making the dark ni^t 
darker. A few oil lamps were scattered at long distances, but 
they only served to mark the dirty entrance to some narrow 
close, or to show where a common stair communicated, by steep 
and intricate windings, with the various flats above. Glancing 
at all these things with the air of a man who had seen them too 
often before to think them worthy of much notice now, my 
imcle walked up the middle of the street, with a thumb in eadi 
waistcoat pocket, indulging, from time to time, in various 
snatches of song, chanted forth with such good will and spirit 
that the quiet, honest folk started from their first deep and Isj 
trembling in bed till the sound died away in the distance ; when, 
satisfying themselves that it was only some drunken ne'erHio- 
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weel finding his way home, they covered themselves up warm 
and fell asleep again. 

" I am particular in describing how my uncle walked up the 
middle of the street, with his thumbs in his waistcoat pockets, 
gentlemen, because, as he often used to say (and with great 
reason, too) there is nothing at all extraordinary in this story, 
unless you distinctly understand at the beginning that he was 
not by any means of a marvellous or romantic turn. 

" Gentlemen, my uncle walked on with his thumbs in his 
waistcoat pockets, taking the middle of the street to himself, 
and singing, now a verse of a love song, and then a verse of a 
drinking one, and when he was tired of both, whistling melo- 
diously, until he reached the North Bridge, which, at this point, 
connects the old and new towns of Edinburgh. Here he stopi^ed 
for a minute, to look at the strange irregular clusters of lights 
piled one above the other, and twinkling afar olf, so high in the 
air that they looked like stars, gleaming from the castle walls 
on the one side and the Calton Hill on the other, as if they 
iUuminated veritable castles in the air ; while the old picturesque 
town slept heavily on, in gloom and darkness below, its palace 
and chapel of Holyrood, guarded day and night, as a friend of 
my uncle's used to say, by old Arthur's Seat, towering, surly 
and dark, like some gruff genius, over the ancient city he has 
watched so long. I say, gentlemen, my uncle stopped here, for 
a minute, to look about him ; and then, paying a compliment to 
the weather which had a little cleared up, though the moon was 
sinking, walked on again, as royally as before, keeping the 
middle of the road with great dignity, and looking as if he 
shotdd very much like to meet with somebody who would dispute 
possession of it with him. There was nobody at all disposed to 
contest the point, as it happened ; and so, on he went, with his 
thumbs in his waistcoat pockets, like a lamb. 

" When my uncle reached the end of Leith Walk, he had to 
cross a pretty large piece of waste ground which separateil him 
from a short street which he had to turn do\^Ti, to go direct to 
his lodging. Now, in this piece of waste ground there was, at 
that time, an inclosure belonging to some wheelwright, who 
contracted with the post-office for the purchase of old, worn-out 
mail-coaches ; and my uncle, being very fond of coaches, old, 
young, or middle-aged, all at once took it into his head to stop 
out of his road for no other purpose than to p)eep between the 
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with ft wig on hk lica<l and most enormous cuffs to hU coat, uid 
had a laiit«ni in rake liaiid, and » huge hluuderbuaa in thf utliet, 
which he was gaing to stow away in his litUo arm che-«t. 'At* 
you going to grt in, Jack Martin ? ' said the guard, holding the 
lantern to my nncle's face. 

" 'Hallo I' nid my uncle, falling back a st«portwa 'That'* 
familiar I ' 

'■ ' It 's 80 on the way-bill,' replied the guatd. 

" ' Ih u't thnra a " Mi8l«r " before it ? ' said mj nmek tt I 
he felt, pfi) tinmen, Ihat for a guard he did n't know, to eaU h" 
Jack Mutin was n liberty which tbe po8t-offic« wouldn't b 
i if they li.id known it. 
' No, there is rwt.' rejoined thr guard coolly. 

" ' Is tfce fare pnid ? ' inquired my uncle. 

"'Of oourae it is," rejoined the guard. 

'" It ia, is it ? ' said ray untie. ' Then here goes — which 
eooch?' 

"'Thia,' aud Uie guard, [liiinlin^ lo an nid-fa.=hionf-d Edm- 
boi^ and Lcmdon Hail, which had ^e ateps down, and tiM 
door open. ' Stop — here are the other pasaengers. Let Omm 
get in first.' 

" As the guard spoke, there all at once appeared, right in 
front of my uncle, a young gentleman in a powdered wig, and a 
aky'blue coat trimmed with silver, made very full and broad in 
the skirts, which were lined with buckram. Tiggin and Welpa 
were in tbe printed calico and waistcoat piece line, gentlemen, 
so my uncle knew all the materials at once. He wore knes- 
breeches, and a kind of leggings rolled up, over his silk stot^inga, 
and shoes with buckles ; he bad ruffles at his wrists, a thicfr 
cornered hat on his head, and a long, taper sword by his ride. 
The flaps of his waistcoat came halfway doH-n his thighs, and 
the ends of bis cravat reached to his waist. He stalked gravely 
to the coacb-door, pulled off his hat, and held it above his head 
at arm's length, cocking his little finger in the air at tbe same 
time, as some affected people do, when they take a cup of tea. 
Then he drew his feet together, and made a low, grave bow, and 
then put out his left band. My uncle was just goii^ to step 
forward, and shake it heartily, when he perceived that thee* 
attentions were directed, not towards him, but to a young lady, 
who just then appeared at the foot of the steps, attired in in 
old-fasbioned green velvet dress, with a long waist and stomachtf. 
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I am, therefore, decidedly of opinion, gentlemen, that my uncle 
fell into the kind of doze, without having thought ahout anything 
atalL 

" Be this as it may, a church-bell struck two. My uncle woke, 
nibbed his eyes, and jumped up in astonishment. 

" In one instant, after the clock struck two, the whole of this 
deserted and quiet spot had become a scene of most extraordinary 
life and animation. The mail-coach doors were on their hinges, 
the lining was replaced, the iron-work was as good as new, the 
paint was restored, the lamps were alight, cushions and great 
coats were on every coach-box, porters were thrusting parcels 
into every boot, guards were stowing away letter-bags, ostlers 
were dashing pails of water against the renovated wheels ; num- 
bers of men were rushing about, fixing poles into every coach ; 
passengers arrived, portmanteaus were handed up, horses were 
put to ; and, in short, it was perfectly clear that every mail there 
was to be off directly. Grentlemen, my uncle opened his eyes so 
wide at all this that to the very last moment of his life he used 
to wonder how it fell out that he had ever been able to shut 'em 
again. 

" * Now, then ! ' said a voice, as my imcle felt a hand on his 
shoulder. * You 're booked for one inside. You 'd better get in.' 

" * / booked ! ' said my uncle, turning round. 

" * Yes, certainly.' 

" My uncle, gentlemen, could say nothing, he was so very 
much astonished. The queerest thing of all was that, although 
there was such a crowd of persons, and although fresh faces 
were pouring in every moment, there was no telling where they 
came from ; they seemed to start up, in some strange manner, 
from the ground, or the air, and disappear in the same way. 
When a porter had put his luggage in the coach, and received 
his fare, he turned round and was gone ; and before my uncle 
had well begun to wonder what had become of him half a dozen 
fresh ones started up, and staggered along under the weight of 
parcels which seemed big enough to crush them. The passengers 
were all dressed so oddly, too — large, broad-skirted, laced coats 
with great cuffs and no collars ; and wigs, gentlemen, — great, 
formal wigs with a tie behind. My uncle could make nothing 
of it. 

" ' Now, are you going to get in ? ' said the person who had 
addressed my uncle before. He was dressed as a mail-guard, 
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with a wis "" li'* 'k'^'I i""l "'"st enormous euffs to his coat. anJ 
ha'l ii liLiili'ni in iirii' liiiriil, iiml n bu);e lilunclerliuss in th? otltPt, 
which he wii:^ p'iut; 1" f'I'iw nway in his litl!c arm cheat. • Ai* 
you going In tji'l iii, -'iu'k Miirtiii ? ' saiJ the guard, holding; lli» 
laiitcTii to Tiiy viut:U''s iiu-v. 

•' ' Hiillo ! ' Milil my illicit-, f.illiuK liaek ii atcp or two. ■ Thai '» 
familiar ! ' 

■■ ' It 's so on the way-l)ill,' repliwl tlie gunrd. 

" 'Isn't tlinre a " Mister " In-fore it ? ' sniJ my imcle — for 
he fclL, fji'iitli-mi'ii, that fur a RiDird hn did n't Icnow, to call him 
Jack Miirlin wiis a liberty whi'ili the jwst-olliee wouldn't have 
sanr.ti.iiii-d if tiipy had knnwii it. 

" ' Nil, llir-rc U nut.' n-joiiipil \W pimnl c<«.'Uy. 

'" Is th.- f.iiT |.iiid---- in.,uir,M! niv iinH.-. 

" ■ I If c.iu-.'^i' it i.-,' rt-juincd lh.> yiianl. 

" ' It i?:. is it '^ ' eiiid my wndr, 'Then here goes — wliidi 
coacJi ',' ' 

■'■Tliis,' said th? fflurA, in>iutilit; U an old-fashioned Edin- 
burph iind Limdiin Mail, wliieh kid the ctcps down, and the 
ilour oiirn, ■ .St<Ji> — iieri' nTv tim other iiassvngers. Let them 
gel in tirit,' 

"As Ihr guaiil s]w>ki', therp all at. onoe ajipearcd, right m 
fi'niit 'it my luirlr. u ymiiin gi'iitlruwn in a powdered wig, aiul a 
skv-liluii riwt tri:tiiiii-d willi ^ilvi-r, nindf vrry full and bmwl in 
the skirls, whirl, w.-n- linr.! with l.n.'knini. Ti^gin and Wdp« 

w.Ti' in Ihr |itiiihTl ivili ui Wiii-lciMl. )ii,.,v liii,-.. j;.>ntl.?mCJi. 

w. niv nri.li' knnv all lli.> mnt.Tials :it oiiw. He wore knee- 
[^.■.■rli,.-. :ind a kind of [■■^'liiiiK'^ r..lb.l .11.. ovtr his silk stockings, 
MM. I sh."-. Willi !.ii<0;l.s; U.- ha.i ndll.-s at his w-rists, a thiw 
,,,in.i.-.l ImI ..11 hi- li.M.l. nn.l a Lin;:, tajipr swoid hy Ids aide. 
':\,>- [1:i|.< ..I iii- wriist.'.ial .'an,.- halfway ih.wu his thighs, and 
.h. , i.ii- ..i' his .-nival r.'a.-!ii'.l (.. Ids waist. Ill' st;ilki-d pravelv 

■0 ll,.. ,..„h-.l , ii.dl...l.iiniis lial. an.l li.-l.l it aU.ve his hfaj 

■A dim'- l.'.i-ili. .■...■kin<4 his Mttl.' liiiLjiM' in the air at the same 

'iiii.-, 1- -..iiii> ,iili"-ii'd I |,1.> .1,.. wh.'ii Ih.'V lak.> a. -up of Ira. 

■II1.1, h.di.M hi- f.-.i i..:j.-11i.'1', iin.l mi'h- :\ l.)w. grave )n>w. owl 
tli.[i '.111 ..111 hi- :..fl h^iii.l. .Mv iin.'h' was just going to stop 
fi.iw.ii.l, iMil -h.il,.' it li,-ailil>. wlii'ii !!.■ peiri-iv.-d (hat the* 
,l11i.|.1i.>ii- »■■<:' i|ir. .Ird. II. 'I I'.waiils liiiii. hut ti> ii voiing ladv, 
ul... ,|ii-1 lli.ii a|,|....ir...l al 111.' h...t of th.' sti^jjs. attin'd in an 
uhl -fa-lil.'ii..| -(v.ii i,.lv.l .hvss, Willi ;i li.ng wai.st ami st.iinachet. 
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le bad no bonnet on ber bead, gentlemen, wbicb was muffled 

a black silk bood, but sbe looked round for an instant as sbe 
spared to get into tbe coacb, and sucb a beautiful face as sbe 
scovered, my uncle bad never seen — not even in a picture, 
le got into the coacb, bolding up ber dress with one band, 
id, as my uncle always said witb a round oath, when be told 
le story, be would n't have believed it possible that legs and 
et could have been brought to sucb a state of perfection unless 
5 bad seen them with his own eyes. 

" But, in this one glimpse of the beautiful face, my imcle 
w that the young lady bad cast an imploring look upon him, 
id that she appeared terrified and distressed. He noticed, too, 
at tbe young fellow in the powdered wig, notwithstanding bis 
iow of gallantry, which was all very fine and grand, clasped 
sr tightly by the wrist when she got in, and followed himself 
imediately afterwards. An uncommonly ill-looking fellow in 
close brown wig, and a plum-coloured suit, wearing a very large 
rord, and boots up to his hips, belonged to the party ; and 
hen he sat himself down, next to the young lady, who shrunk 
to a comer at his approach, my uncle was confirmed in his 
iginal impression that something dark and mysterious was 
dng forward, or, as he always said himself, that * there was a 
rew loose somewhere.' It 's quite surprising how quickly he 
ade up his mind to help the lady at any peril, if she needed 
ilp. 

" * Death and lightning ! ' exclaimed the young gentleman, 
ying his hand upon his sword, as my uncle entered the coach. 

" * Blood and thunder ! ' roared the other gentleman. With 
is, he whipped his sword out, and made a lunge at my uncle 
itbout further ceremony. My uncle had no weapon about 
m, but with great dexterity he snatched the ill-looking 
intleman's three-cornered hat from his head, and, receiving the 
)int of his sword right through the crown, squeezed the sides 
gether, and held it tight. 

" * Pink him behind ! ' cried the ill-looking gentleman to his 
impanion, as he struggled to regain his sword. 

" * He had better not,' cried my uncle, displaying the heel of 
le of his shoes in a threatening manner. * I '11 kick his brains 
it if be has any, or fracture his skull if he has n't.' Exerting 
1 his strength at this moment, my uncle wrenched the ill- 
oking man's sword from his grasp, and flung it clean out of 

VOL. II. 



^^cm 



822 POSTHUMOUS PAPBBS OF 

the ooacli-window : upon which the younger gentiemaii Toeife»> 
ated ^ Death and lightning ! ' again, and laid hia hand iqxm the 
hilt of his swordy in a veiy fierce manner, but didn't dnw ii 
Perhaps, gentlemen, as my unde used to say, with a fmik, 
perhaps he was afraid of alarming the lady. 

<< < Now, gentlemen,' said my uncle, taking hia seat de> 
liherately, ^ I don't want to have any death, with or without 
lightning, in a lad3r's presence, and we have had quite Uood 
and thundering enough for one journey ; so, if you please, we'll 
sit in our places like quiet insides — here, guard, pick up thai 
gentleman's carving-knife.' 

^^ As quickly as my uncle said the words, the guard appealed 
at the coach-window, with the gentleman's sword in his hand 
He held up his lantern, and looked earnestly in my uncle's &oe, 
as he handed it in, when, by its light, my unck saw, to hit 
great surprise, that an immense crowd of mail-coach guards 
swarmed roimd the window, every one of whom had Ids eyes 
earnestly fixed upon him too. He had never seen such a sea of 
white faces, and red bodies, and earnest eyes, in all his bom 
days. 

" * This is the strangest sort of thing I ever had anything to 
do with/ thought my uncle — ' allow me to return you your 
hat, sir.' 

"The ill-looking gentleman received his three-cornered hat 
in silence ; looked at the hole in the middle with an inquiring 
air ; and finally stuck it on the top of his wig, with a solemnity 
the efiect of which was a trifle impaired by his sneezing violently 
at the moment, and jerking it off again. 

" * All right ! ' cried the guard with the lantern, mounting 
into his little seat behind. Away they went. My uncle 
peeped out of the coach- window as they emerged from the yard, 
and observed that the other mails, with coachmen, guards, horses, 
and passengers, complete, were driving round and round in 
circles, at a slow trot of about five miles an hour. My uncle 
burnt with indignation, gentlemen. As a commercial man, he 
felt that the mail-bags were not to be trifled with, and he 
resolved to memorialise the post-ofl&ce on the subject, the very 
instant he reached London. 

" At present, however, his thoughts were occupied with the 
young lady who sat in the farthest comer of the coach, with her 
face muflled closely in her hood ; the gentleman with the sky- 
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blue coat sitting opposite to her ; and the other man in the 
plom-coloured suit, by her side ; and both watching her intently. 
If she so much as rustled the folds of her hood, he could hear 
the ill-looking man clap his hand upon his sword, and could tell 
by the other's breathing (it was so dark he could n't see his 
face) that he was looking as big as if he were going to devour 
her at a mouthful. This roused my uncle more and more, and 
he resolved, come what come might, to see the end of it. He 
had a great admiration for bright eyes, and sweet faces, and 
pretty legs and feet ; in short, he was fond of the whole sex. 
It runs in our family, gentlemen — so am I. 

" Many were the devices which my uncle practised to attract 
the lady's attention, or, at all events, to engage the mysterious 
gentlemen in conversation. They were all in vain ; the 
gentlemen would n't talk, and the lady did n't dare. He thrust 
his head out of the coach-window at intervals, and bawled out 
to know why they did n't go faster. But he called till he was 
hoarse — nobody paid the least attention to him. He leant 
back in the coach, and thought of the beautiful face, and the 
feet and legs. This answered better ; it wiled away the time, 
and kept him from wondering where he was going, and how it 
was he found himself in such an odd situation. Not that this 
would have worried him much, any way — he was a mighty 
free and easy, roving, devil-may-care sort of person, was my 
uncle, gentlemen. 

" All of a sudden the coach stopped. * Hallo ! ' said my 
uncle, * what 's in the wind now ? ' 

* Alight here,' said the guard, letting down the steps. 

* Here ! ' cried my uncle. 

" * Here,' rejoined the guard. 

" * I '11 do nothing of the sort,' said my uncle. 

" * Very well — then stop where you are,' said the guard. 

" * I will,' said my uncle. 

" ' Do,' said the guard. 

" The other passengers had regarded this colloquy with great 
attention, and, finding that my uncle was determined not to 
alight, the younger man squeezed past him, to hand the lady 
out. At this moment, the ill-looking man was inspecting the 
hole in the crown of his three-cornered hat. As the young lady 
brushed past, she dropped one of her gloves into my xmcle's 
hand, and softly whispered, with her lips so close to his face 
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^ ' Don' V B>^ W unde, inteifiiptiiig bw. 

^' ^ Wliy ? ' inquired the young lady. 

'^ ' Because your mouth looks ao beautifol wlwn you flftak,' 
unjoined my unde, ^ that I am afraid I shall be rade enoiqjjh to 
kiss it' 

^* The young lady put up her hand as if to caution ay unda 
not to do so, and said— no, she didn't say anyHung — •!» 
smiled. When you are looking at a pair of the most delicioiis 
lips in the world, and see them gently break into a vqgindi 
smile, — if you are very near them, and nobody else by, — you 
cannot better testify your admiration of their beaatiful form aal 
colour than by kissing them at once. My unde did so, and I 
honour him for it. 

** * Hark ! ' cried the young lady, starting. ' The noise of 
wheels and horses ! ' 

'' ' So it is,' said my unde, listening. He had a good ear for 
wheels and the trampling of hoofe ; but there appeared to be so 
many horses and carriages rattUng towards them, firom a dintinfift^ 
that it was impossible to form a guess at their number. The 
sound was like that of fifty breaks, with six blood cattle in 
each. 

" ' We are pursued ! ' cried the young lady, dasping her bands. 
* We are pursued. I have no hope but in you ! ' 

" There was such an expression of terror in her beautiful face 
that my uncle made up his mind at once. He lifted her into 
the coach, told her not to be frightened, pressed his lips to hers 
once more, and then, advising her to draw up the window to keep 
the cold air out, mounted to the box. 

" ' Stay, love,' cried the young lady. 

" ' What 's the matter ? ' said my uncle, from the ooach-box. 

" ' I want to speak to you,' said the young lady ; * only a word 
— only one word, dearest.' 

" * Must I get down ? ' inquired my uncle. The lady made 
no answer, but she smiled again. Such a smile, gentlemen ! — 
it beat the other one all to nothing. My uncle descended from 
his perch in a twinkling. 

" * What is it, my dear ? ' said my uncle, looking in at the 
coach-window. The lady happened to bend forward at the same 
time, and my uncle thought she looked more beautiful than she 
had done yet. He was very dose to her just then, gentlemen, 
so he really ought to know. 
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is a private room, specially ordered for the occasion, I should 
think the pahlic room must be a very comfortable one ; ' with 
this my uncle sat himself down in a high-backed chair, and took 
such an accurate measure of the gentleman, with his eyes, that 
Tiggin and Welps could have supplied him with printed calico 
for a suit, and not an inch too much or too little, from that 
estimate alone. 

" * Quit this room,* said both the men together, grasping their 
swords. 

" ' Eh ? ' said my uncle, not at all appearing to comprehend 
their meaning. 

'' ' Quit the room, or you are a dead man,' said the ill-looking 
fellow with the large sword, drawing it at the same time and 
flourishing it in the air. 

" ^ Down with him ! ' cried the gentleman in sky-blue, drawing 
his sword also, and falling back two or three yards. ' Down 
with him ! ' The lady gave a loud scream. 

" Now, my uncle was always remarkable for great boldness, 
and great presence of mind. All the time that he had appeared 
so indifferent to what was going on, he had been looking slily 
about for some missile or weapon of defence, and at the very 
instant when the swords were drawn, he espied, standing in the 
chimney comer, an old basket>hilted rapier in a rusty scabbard. 
At one bound, my uncle caught it in his hand, drew it, flourished 
it gallantly above his head, called aloud to the lady to keep out 
of the way, hurled the chair at the man in sky-blue, and the 
scabbard at the man in plum-colour, and, taking advantage of 
the confusion, fell upon them both, pell-mell. 

" Grentlemen, there is an old story — none the worse for being 
true — regarding a fine young Irish gentleman, who, being asked 
if he could play the fiddle, replied he had no doubt he could, 
but he could n't exactly say, for certain, because he had never 
tried. This is not inapplicable to my uncle and his fencing. 
He had never had a sword in his hand before, except once when 
he played Kichard the Third at a private theatre, upon which 
occasion it was arranged with Kichmond that he was to be run 
through, from behind, without showing fight at all ; but here 
he was, cutting and slashing with two experienced swordsmen, 
thrusting, and guarding, and poking, and slicing, and acquitting 
himself in the most manful and dexterous manner possible, 
although up to that time he had never been aware that he had 
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*' ' We have not an instant to lose here/ said the young lady, 
le (pointing to the young gentleman in sky-blue) is the only 
a of the powerful Marquess of Filletoville.' 
" * Well, then, my dear, I 'm afraid he '11 never come to the 
le,' said my uncle, looking coolly at the young gentleman as 
stood fixed up against the wall, in the cockchafer fashion I 
ve described. * You have cut off the entail, my love.' 
" * I have been torn from my home and friends by these 
llains,' said the young lady, her features glowing with 
lignation. * That wretch would have married me by violence 
another hour.' 

" * Confound his impudence ! ' said my uncle, bestowing a 
ry contemptuous look on the dying heir of Filletoville. 
" ^ As you may guess from what you have seen,' said the 
ung lady, * the party were prepared to murder me if I 
pealed to any one for assistance. If their accomplices find 
here, we are lost. Two minutes hence may be too late, 
le mail ! ' — with these words, overpowered by her feelings, 
d the exertion of sticking the young Marquess of Filletoville, 
e sunk into my uncle's arms. My uncle caught her up, and 
re her to the house-door. There stood the mail, with four 
ig-tailed, flowing-maned, black horses, ready harnessed ; but 
coachman, no guard, no ostler even, at the horses' heads. 
" Gentlemen, I hope I do no injustice to my uncle's memory, 
len I express my opinion that, although he was a bachelor, 
had held some ladies in his arms, before this time ; I believe, 
leed, that he had rather a habit of kissing barmaids ; and I 
ow that in one or two instances he had been seen by credible 
tnesses to hug a landlady in a very perceptible manner. I 
intion the circumstance to show what a very uncommon sort 
person this beautiful young lady must have been, to have 
ected my uncle in the way she did ; he used to say that as 
r long dark hair trailed over his arm, and her beautiful dark 
Bs fixed themselves upon his face when she recovered, he felt 
strange and nervous that his legs trembled beneath him. 
it who can look in a sweet soft pair of dark eyes, without 
ding queer ? / can't, gentlemen. I am afraid to look at 
ne eyes I know, and that 's the truth of it. 
" * You will never leave me,' murmured the young lady. 
" * Never,' said my uncle. And he meant it, too. 
" ' My dear preserver ! ' exclaimed the young lady. ' My dear, 
id, brave preserver ! ' 
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'"Doii'i.,' siiid my uncle, interrupting her, 

" ' Wljy ■.■ ' uitjiiircil the young lady. 

" ' ISeeaufie your uiciulh Ionics so beautiful when you speak,* 
rejoined my luick-, ' thitt 1 nm afraid 1 shall be rude enough ti> 
kiss it.' 

■• TIio ytJiiiit! lady piit «i> \wt haiwl as if t« caution my uade 
not to dii h'l, Kiid !iairl — un, shi; iliil n'l naj anytUiug — she 
smih'd. Wliirii yoit urn linking iit ii pair of the most delicious 
li]i!i in ll]i> \\>M, and f*,n thrMu g'-ntly break into a rc^uidi 
!-iiiile, — it \iiti iiri> vi-ry lU'iir tlu'iii, aud nobody elap by, — joii 
citnurit iK'Urr li'^tify \uiir udiuirution of thtir b(?autifnl forpa and 
colour th.ui l^v ki.-..-i]lt,' t\>-n,i at orin;. My wiole did so, and I 
honour hJiu flit it. 

"'Hiuk:' mrd tlio VJHUK ladv, starling. 'TLe noiw of 
whoL-lsaii.l hnr^u.-!' 

■' ■ So i( I-,' f.:n\i my nndp, listening, He had a good ear for 

"■1 Is uii.l ilii> ivniiiplinj! iif huofs; hut there appeared to be io 

Ml, my hoi .. .- iiid nirritigcs nililiiiH towards them, fruni a distance, 
tli:.t it « 1- iiiiiHi.-.-ilih' fu form II. Kucs-t at thoir number. The 

!■ Ihiil uf fifty hmik«. with six blood cattle ia ! 
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■>i\—] '. ' iTii'd Ific ynvmg hidy, damping her handft 
i. 1 luivc-uo]u>pi. hut iuy<.^!■ 
u<:l1 ;in i-sjiruiwioti of terror in hei' Seautifwl i»» 
adi' ii]i \im mind at ouce. He lifted her iiil<i 
[•■!■ iml to III- frightened, pressed his lips to hen 
hi'ii. ;nlvj^jll^■ hir to draw up the window to keep 
iwnu.U'd to thr l-)^. 

■ <;-w.i III,. ,vo„„-l:„ly. 

I- iii.iitiv ■.' " s.iiil my unole, from the coach-boi. 
I.i';ik to vm.' .-aid the young lady ; ' only a wonl 

t .l.wii ■■ ■ iii,i,iind my uncle. The lady maik 

■ li,. -iiiilfd ;iLi;iii,. Swh a smile, gentlemen:- 
.11 t" u..tliiii>.-. _My miele descended f^.B. 

I. iiiv .[..irV .-,ii,l my uu.;le, looking in at the 
ri].' l.niv li;iii|jined lo hend forwanl at the same 

.■!.■ ilh.ii^lit .-III. I....krd move lH>autiful than she 
ill- M.u- very clo>e lo her ju>t then, gentlemen, 
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** * What is it, my dear ? ' said my uncle. 

" * Will you never love any one but me — never marry any 
«e beside ? ' said the young lady. 

" My uncle swore a great oath that he never would marry 
nybody else, and the young lady drew in her head, and pulled 
ip the window. He jumped upon the box, squared his elbows, 
djusted the ribands, seized the whip which lay on the roof, gave 
)ne flick to the ofif leader, and away went the four long-tailed, 
lowing-maned black horses, at fifteen good English miles an 
lour, with the old mail-coach behind them — whew ! how they 
ore along ! 

"The noise behind grew louder. The faster the old mail 
irent, the faster came the pursuers — men, horses, dogs, were 
eagued in the pursuit. The noise was frightful, but, above all, 
ose the voice of the young lady, urging my uncle on, and 
hrieking * Faster ! faster ! ' 

" They whirled past the dark trees, as feathers would be swept 
lefore a hurricane. Houses, gates, churches, haystacks, objects 
►f every kind they shot by, with a velocity and noise like roar- 
ng waters suddenly let loose. Still the noise of pursuit grew 
ouder, and still my imcle could hear the young lady wildly 
creaming ^ Faster ! faster ! ' 

" My uncle plied whip and rein, and the horses flew onward 
ill they were white with foam, and yet the noise behind increased, 
nd yet the young lady cried * Faster ! faster I ' My uncle gave 
, loud stamp on the boot in the energy of the moment, and — 
ound that it was grey morning, and he was sitting in the wheel- 
nright's yard, on the box of an old Edinburgh mail, shivering 
nth the cold and wet, and stamping his feet to warm them ! 
le got down, and looked eagerly inside for the beautiful young 
ady — alas ! there was neither door nor seat to the coach — it 
ras a mere shell. 

" Of course, my uncle knew very well that there was some 
aystery in the matter, and that everything had passed exactly as 
le used to relate it. He remained stanch to the great oath he 
lad sworn to the beautiful yoimg lady, refusing several eligible 
andladies on her account, and dying a bachelor at last. He 
Iways said, what a curious thing it was that he should have 
oimd out, by such a mere accident as his clambering over the 
jalings, that the ghosts of mail-coaches and horses, guards, 
oachmen, and passengers were in the habit of making journeys 
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regularly every night ; he used to add that he believed he wu 
the only living person who had ever been taken as a pasMigi? 
oil one of these excursions ; and I think he was r^ht. gentlemen 
—at least, I never heard of any other." 



" I wonder what these ghosts of mail'coaches carry in ibrti 
bags," said the landlord, who had Uetened to the whole tUtrj 
with profound attention. 

" The dead letters, of course," said the bagman. 

"Oh, ah — to be sure," rejoined the landlord. "I nerct 
thonght of that." 
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CHAPTER L 

HOW MR. PICKWICK SPED UPON HIS MISSION, AND HOW HE WAS 
REINFORCED IN THE OUTSET BT A MOST UNEXPECTED AUX- 
ILIARY. 

The horses were put to punctually at a quarter before nine 
next morning, and Mr. Pickwick and Sam Weller having each 
taken his seat, the one inside and the other out, the postilion 
was duly directed to repair in the first instance to Mr. Bob 
Sawyer's house for the purpose of taking up Mr. Benjamin 
Allen. 

It was with feelings of no small astonishment, when the car- 
riage drew up before the door with the red lamp, and the 
very legible inscription of " Sawyer, late Nockemorf," that Mr. 
Pickwick saw, on popping his head out of the coach-window, the 
boy in the grey livery very busily employed in putting up the 
shutters, the which, being an imusual and unbusiness-like pro- 
ceeding at that hour of the morning, at once suggested to his 
mind two inferences — the one, that some good friend and patient 
of Mr. Bob Sawyer's was dead ; the other, that Mr. Bob Sawyer 
himself was bankrupt. 

" What is the matter ? " said Mr. Pickwick to the boy. 

" Nothing 's the matter, sir," replied the boy, expanding his 
mouth to the whole breadth of his countenance. 

" All right, all right ! " cried Bob Sawyer, suddenly appearing 
at the door, with a small leathern knapsack, limp and dirty, in 
one hand, and a rough coat and shawl thrown' over the other 
arm. " I 'm going, old fellow." 

*' You ! " exclaimed Mr. Pickwick. 

" Yes," replied Bob Sawyer, " and a regular expedition we '11 
make of it. Here, Sam — look out ! " Thus briefly bespeaking 
Mr. Weller's attention, Mr. Bob Sawyer jerked the leathern 
knapsack into the dickey, where it was immediately stowed away, 
under the seat, by Sam, who regarded the proceeding with great 
admiration. This done^ Mr. Bob Sawyer, with the assistance of 
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the boy, forcibly worked himaelf into the sough ooat^ which im 
a few sizes too small for hiiHy and then, advancing to the ootdh 
window, throst in his head and laughed boisteroudy. 

** What a start it is -r is n't it ? " cried Bob, wiping the ton 
out of his eyes, with one of the cu£fo of the rough ooal 

** My dear sir," said Mr. Pickwick, with some embaraiBsiiiBD^ 
^' I had no idea of your accompanying us." 

** No, that 's just the very thing," replied Bob, seizing lb. 
, Pickwick by the lapel of his coat. ^'That's the joke." 

''Oh, that's the joke?" said Mr. Pickwick. 

'< Of cdurse," replied Bob. '' It 's the whole point of ths 
thing, you know — that, and leaving the buflinees to td^e can 
of itself, as it seems to have made up its mindnot to takecaie of 
me." With this explanation of the phenomenon of the shuttm, 
Mr. Bob Sawyer pointed to the shop, and relapsed into an ecslasf 
of mirth. 

'' Bless me, you are surely not mad enough to think of leaving 
your patients without anybody to attend them ! " remonatiated 
Mr. Pickwick in a very serious tone. 

" Why not ?" asked Bob, in reply. "I shall save by it, yon 
know. None of them ever pay. Besides," said Bob, lowering 
his voice to a confidential whisper, " they will be all the better 
for it ; for being nearly out of drugs, and not able to increase 
my account just now, I should have been obliged to give them 
calomel all round, and it would have been certain to have dis- 
agreed with some of them — so it 's all for the best." 

There was a philosophy and a strength of reasoning about 
this reply, which Mr. Pickwick was not prepared for. He paused 
a few moments, and added, less firmly than before : — 

" But this chaise, my young friend — this chaise will only 
hold two ; and I am pledged to Mr. Allen." 

" Don't think of me for a minute," replied Bob. " I 've 
arranged it all ; Sam and I will share the dickey between us. 
Look here. Tliis little bill is to be wafered on the shop-door: 
' Sawyer, late Nockemorf. Enquire of Mrs. Cripps over the 
way.' !Mrs. Cripps is my boy's mother. * Mr. Sawyer's veiy 
sorry,' says Mrs. Cripps, * could n't help it — fetched away early 
this morning to a consultation of the very first surgeons in 
the country — couldn't do without him — would have him at 
any price — tremendous operation.' The fact is," said Bob, in 
conclusion^ " it 'U do me more good than otherwise, I expect 
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If it gets into one of the local papers, it will be the making of 
me. Here 's Ben — now, then, jump in ! " 

With these hurried words, Mr. Bob Sawyer pushed the post-boy 
on one side, jerked his friend into the vehicle, slammed the door, 
put up the steps, wafered the bill on the street-door, locked it, 
put the key in his pocket, jumped into the dickey, gave the word 
for starting ; and did the whole with such extraordinary precipi- 
tation that, before Mr. Pickwick had well begun to consider 
whether Mr. Bob Sawyer ought to go or not, they were rolling 
away, with Mr. Bob Sawyer thoroughly established as part and 
parcel of the equipage. 

So long as their progress was confined to the streets of Bristol, 
the facetious Bob kept his professional green spectacles on, and 
conducted himself with becoming steadiness and gravity of 
demeanour, merely giving utterance to divers verbal witticisms 
for the exclusive behoof and entertainment of Mr. Samuel 
Weller ; but when they emerged on the open road, he threw otf 
his green spectacles and his gravity together, and performed a 
great variety of practical jokes, which were calculated to attract 
the attention of the passers by, and to render the carriage and 
those it contained objects of more than ordinary curiosity ; the 
least conspicuous among these feats being a most vociferous 
imitation of a key-bugle, and the ostentatious display of a 
crimson silk pocket-handkerchief attached to a walking-stick, 
which was occasionally waved in the air with various gestures 
indicative of supremacy and defiance. 

** I wonder," said Mr. Pickwick, stopping in the midst of a 
most sedate conversation with Ben Allen, bearing reference to 
the numerous good qualities of Mr. Winkle and his sister, — "I 
wonder what all the people we pass can see in us to make them 
stare so." 

" It 's a neat turn-out," replied Ben Allen, with something of 
pride in his tone. " They 're not used to see this sort of thing, 
every day, I dare say." 

" Possibly," replied Mr. Pickwick. " It may be so. Perhaps 
it is." 

Mr. Pickwick might very probably have reasoned himself 
into the belief that it really was, had he not, just then happening 
to look out of the coach-window, observed that the looks of 
the passengers betokened anything but respectful astonialiment, 
and that various telegraphic communications appeared to l^e 
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passing between them and some persons outside the vehicle; 
whereupon it occurred to him that these demonstrations might be, 
in some remote degree, referable to the humourous deportment 
of Mr. Robert Sawyer. 

" I hope," said Mr. Pickwick, " that our volatile friend is 
committing no absurdities in that dickey behind." 

" Oh, dear, no," replied Ben Allen. " Except when he 's 
elevated. Bob 's the quietest creature breathing." 

Here a prolonged imitation of a key-bugle broke upon the 
ear, succeeded by cheers and screams, all of which evidently 
proceeded from the throat and lungs of the quietest creature 
breathing, or, in plainer designation, of Mr. Bob Sawyer him- 
self. 

Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Ben Allen looked expressively at each 
other, and the former gentleman taking off his hat, and leaning 
out of the coach-window until nearly the whole of his waistcoat 
was outside it, was at length enabled to catch a glimpse of his 
facetious friend. 

Mr. Bob Sawyer was seated, not in the dickey, but on the 
roof of the chaise, with his legs as far asunder as they would 
conveniently go, wearing Mr. Samuel AVeller's hat on one sitle 
of his head, and l)earing, in one hand, a most enormous sand- 
wich, while, in the other, he supported a goixlly size<l ciis^'- 
l)ottle, to both of wliich he applied himself with intense rtdish. 
varying the monotony of the occupation by an occasional ImwI. 
or the interchange of some lively badinage with any |»as>ing 
stninger. The crimson flag was carefully tied in an en^t 
position to the rail of the dickey ; and Mr. Samuel Weller, 
decorated with Bob Sawyer's hat, was seated in the centn* 
thereof, discussing a twin sandwich, with an animated coimte- 
nance, the expression of which l>etokened his entire and iM*rfect 
approval of the whole arrangement. 

This was enough to irritate a gentleman with Mr. l^ickwiok*> 
sense of propriety. V)ut it was not the whole extent of the aggra- 
vation, for a stage-coach full, inside and out, was meeting tbera 
at the moment, and the astonishment of the ]>assengers was verr 
pilpahly evinced. The congnitulatiims of an Irish family. Um\ 
who were keeping up with the chaise, and Ix'gging all the time, 
were of rather a lx)isterous description ; especially thos*^ c»f its 
male head, who aj)peared to consider the display as part and 
parcel of some |K)litici4l or other procession of triumph. 
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was battering the window with it, in token of his wish thai Ml 
friends inside would partake of ita contents, in all good follow' 
ship and harmony. 

'* What's to be done ? " said Mr. Pickwick, looking at (fa* 
bottle. " This proceeding is more absurd than the other," 

" I think it would be best to take it in," replied Mt. B(B 
Allen ; " it would eerve him right to take it in and keep it, 
would n't it ? " 

" It would," said Mr. Pickwick ; " shall I ? " 

" I think it the most proper couraa we could poseibly adopt," 
replied Ben. 

This advice quite coinciding with tiis own opinion, Mr. Pick- 
wick gently let down the window and disengaged the bottle froia 
the Htick ; upon which the latter was drawn up, and Mr. Bull 
Sawyer was heard to laugh heartily. 

" What a merry dog it is I " said Mr. Kukwick", looking round 
at his companion with the bottle in his liiuid. 

" He is," said Mr. Allan. 

" You cannot poasihly be angry with him," remarked Mr. 
Pickwick. 

■'Qiiite out of the question," observer] Benjamin Allen. 

During this abort interchange of sentiments, Mr. Pickwick 
had, in an abstracted mood, uncorked the bottle. 

" What is it ? " inquired Ben Allen carelessly. 

" I don't know," replied Mr. Pickwick, with equal careless- 
ness. " It Bmells, I think, like milk-punch." 

"Oh, indeed!" said lien. 

" I think so," rejoined Mr. Pickwick, very properly guarding 
himself against the possibility of stating an untruth ; " mind, I 
could not undertake to say certainly, without tasting it." 

" You had better do so," said Ben ; " we may as well know 
what it is." 

"Do you think so?" replied Mr. Pickwick. "Well, if you 
are curious to know, of course I have no objection." 

Ever willing to sacrifice his own feelings to the wishes of his 
friend, Mr. Pickwick at once took a pretty long taste. 

" What is it ? " inquired Ben Allen, interrupting him with 
some impatience. 

" Curious," said Mr. Pickwick, smacking his lips ; " I hardly 
know, now. Oh, yea," said Mr. Pickwick, after a second taste, 
"it U punch." 
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Mr. Ben Allen looked at Mr. Pickwick ; Mr. Pickwick looked 
at Mr. Ben Allen ; Mr. Ben Allen sniiled ; Mr. Pickwick did not. 

" It would serve him right," said the last-named gentleman, 
with some severity, " it would serve him right to drink it every 
drop." 

" The very thing that occurred to me," said Ben Allen. 

" Is it, indeed ! " rejoined Mr. Pickwick. " Then here 's his 
health." With these words, that excellent person took a most 
energetic pull at the bottle, and handed it to Ben Allen, who 
was not slow to imitate his example. The smiles became mutual, 
and the milk-punch was gradually and cheerfully disposed of. 

" After all," said Mr. Pickwick, as he drained the last drop, 
his pranks are really very amusing — very entertaining, indeed." 
You may say that," rejoined Mr. Ben Allen. In proof of 
Bob Sawyer's being one of the funniest fellows alive, he pro- 
ceeded to entertain Mr. Pickwick with a long and circumstantial 
account how that gentleman once drank himself into a fever and 
got his head shaved ; the relation of which pleasant and agree- 
able history was only stopped by the stoppage of the chaise at 
the Bell at Berkeley Heath, to change horses. 

" I say, we 're going to dine here, are n't we ? " said Bob, 
looking in at the window. 

" Dine ! " said Mr. Pickwick. " Why, we have only come 
nineteen miles, and have eighty-seven and a half to go.'* 

*' Just the reason why we should take something to enable us 
to bear up against the fatigue," remonstrated Mr. Bob Sawyer. 

" Oh, it 's quite impossible to dine at half-past eleven o'clock 
in the day," replied Mr. Pickwick, looking at his watch. 

" So it is," rejoined Bob ; " lunch is the very thing. Hallo, 
you sir ! Lunch for three, directly, and keep the horses back 
for a quarter of an hour. Tell them to put everything they have 
cold on the table, and some bottled ale, — and let us taste your 
very best Madeira." Issuing these orders witli monstrous impor- 
tance and bustle, Mr. Bob Sawyer at once hurried into the house 
to superintend the arrangements ; in less than five minutes he 
returned and declared them to be excellent. 

The quality of the lunch fully justified the eulogium which 
Bob had pronounced, and very great justice was done to it, not 
only by that gentleman, but Mr. Ben Allen and Mr. Pickwick 
also. Under the auspices of the three, the lx)ttled ale and the 
Madeira were promptly disposed of ; and when (the horses being 

VOL. II. 
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once more put to) they resumed their seats, with the case-botUe 
full of the best substitute for milk-punch that could be procmed 
on so short a notice, the key-bugle sounded, and the red flag 
waved, without the slightest opposition on Mr. Pickwick's part. 

At the Hop Pole at Tewkesbury, they stopped to dine ; upon 
which occasion there was more bottled ale, with some more 
Madeira, and some Port besides ; and here the case-bottle was 
replenished for the fourth time. Under the influence of these 
combined stimulants, Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Ben Allen fell fast 
asleep for thirty miles, while Bob and Mr. Weller sang duets in 
the dickey. 

It was quite dark when Mr. Pickwick roused himself sufficiently 
to look out of the window. The straggling cottages by the road- 
side, the dingy hue of every object visible, the murky atmosphere, 
the paths of cinders and brick-dust, the deep-red glow of furnace 
fires in the distance, the volumes of dense smoke issuing heavily 
forth from high toppling chimneys, blackening and obscuring 
everything around ; the glare of distant lights, the ponderous 
wagons which toiled along the road, laden with clashing rods 
of iron, or piled with heavy goods — all betokened their rapid 
approach to tlie great working town of Birmingham. 

As tlioy rattled through the narrow thoroughfares leading t<> 
the heart of the turmoil, tlie sights and sounds of earnest occu- 
pation struck more forcibly on the senses. The streets wer*^ 
thronged with working-peo])le. The hum of labour resoun«b'l 
from every house ; lights gleamed from the h>ng casement 
windows in the attic stories, and the whirl of wheels and nois^' 
of macliinerv shook the trembling walls. The fires, whose lurid, 
sullen light had l)een visible for miles, blazed fiercely up in the 
great works and factories of the town. The din of hammers, 
the nishing of steam, and the dead, heavy clanking of the 
engines, was the harsh music which arose from ever\' quarter. 

The post-lK)y was driving briskly through the op«m streets, 
and past the handsome and well-lighted shops which intervene 
between the outskirts of the town and the Old Royal Hotel. 
l)efore Mr. Pickwick had l)emui to consider the very ditlicult 
and delicate nature of the commission which had carriiKl him 
thither. 

The delicate nature of this commission and the difhculty of 
executing it in a satisfactory manner were by no means lesseiinl 
by the voluntary companionship of Mr. Bob Sawyer. Tnith t«> 
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tell, Mr. Pickwick felt that his presence on the occasion, however 
considerate and gratifying, was hy no means an honour he would 
willingly have sought ; in fact, he would cheerfully have given 
a reasonable sum of money to have had Mr. Bob Sawyer removed 
to any place of not less than fifty miles' distance, without delay. 

Mr. Pickwick had never held any personal communication with 
Mr. Winkle, senior, although he had once or twice correspondeil 
with him by letter, and returned satisfactory answers to his 
inquiries concerning the moral character and behaviour of his son ; 
he felt nervously sensible that to wait upon him, for the first 
time, attended by Bob Sawyer and Ben Allen, both slightly 
fuddled, was not the most ingenious and likely means that could 
have been hit upon to prepossess him in his favour. 

** However," said Mr. Pickwick, endeavouring to re-assure 
himself, ^^ I must do the best I can ; I must see him to-night, 
for I faithfully promised to do so ; and if they persist in accom- 
panying me, I must make the interview as brief as possible, and 
be content to hope that, for their own sakes, they will not 
expose themselves." 

As he comforted himself with these reflections, the chaise 
stopped at the door of the Old Royal. Ben Allen having been 
partially awakened from a stupendous sleep, and dragged out by 
the collar by Mr. Samuel Weller, Mr. Pickwick was enabled to 
alight. They were shown to a comfortable apartment, and Mr. 
Pickwick at once propounded a question to the waiter concerning 
the whereabout of Mr. Winkle's residence. 

" Close by, sir," said the waiter, " not above five hundred 
yards, sir. Mr. Winkle is a wharfinger, sir, at the canal, sir. 
Private residence is not — oh, dear, no, sir, not five hundred 
yards, sir." Here the waiter blew a candle out, and made a 
feint of lighting it again, in order to afibrd Mr. Pickwick an 
opportunity of asking any further questions if he felt so disposed. 

" Take anything now, sir ? " said the waiter, lighting the 
candle in desperation at Mr. Pickwick's silence. "Tea or 
coffee, sir ? dinner, sir ? " 

"Nothing now." 

" Very good, sir. Like to order supper, sir ? " 

** Not just now." 

'* Very good, sir." Here he walked softly to the door, 
and then stopping short, turned round, and said, with great 
soavity : — 
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""* Slnll I send tke ckuDber-inaid, genUemen ? *^ 

^* Yaa iMij if joa please,'^ replied Mr. Pickwick. 

^ If jfom plcAse, sir/'' 

^ And bfing some scda-waler,** saud Bob Sawyer. 

^ Sod^wmler^ sir ? Yess sir.** And with bis mind appaxentlj 
relieTed h%>m an overwhelming weigbU bj baring at Last got tn 
Goder for something* the waiter imperceptibly melted away. 
Waiters never walk or ran. They have a peculiar and mysteiioos 
power of skimming out of roomis^ which other mortals possess 
not. 

Soime slight ^rmptoms of vitality having been awakened in 
Mr. Ben Allen bv the soda-water, he suffered himself to be 
prevailed upon to wash his fiee and hands« and to submit to 
be brushed by Sam. Mr. Pickwick and Bob Sawyer having 
also repaired the disorder which the journey had made io tbeir 
apparel, the thnee started forth, arm-in-arm. to Mr. Winkle's ; 
Bob Sawyer impregnating the atmosphere with tobacco smoke 
as he walked along. 

About a quarter of a mile off. io a quiet, substantial-looking 
street, stood an old red-brick bouse, with three stepe before the 
d<.x^r. and a Vr.u-^ i^Ute upon it. bearing, in fat Roman capitals. 
l\w \y ^1<. •* Mr. Winkle." Tho >tt^i\> weiv vrrv whiu\ aivi 
thr br::k> werv vrry rv^l. an I the hou>^ w.i> \>^ry clean : an«i 
htrv strvl Mr. P::kvri:k. Mr. Benjamin Allen, and Mr. R>b 
SawTrr. a^; the clxk >:r.;ck ten. 

A >:r.ar: s< rv.v:i:- jirl answer^l the knock, and started on 
behol.iir.i: tr.e thiv^- str.moTs. 

•* I> Mr. Wir.kir a: home, my dear ? " inquinnl Mr. Pickwick. 

•• He i> j :>: c ii.i: to < :p:vr. sir," nplitnl the inrl. 

•• liiv*^ h.im i\\a: oanl. if Vi^:: ple;t<*\*' i>^joine^l Mr. Pidcwick. 
'• S^iv I am > -rrv : - tr^ ihle him at <<> late an hour; bill I tfl 
anxi.^us :• ><v liim tv-ni^rht. an^l have only jnst arrived.** 

Tr>^ iiirl 1 ^ ke^l timidlv at Mr. lV»b Sawver. who 

N_ » « 

ir.c l.is almirati'.^n oi her ivr><mal charms by a 
woii'ierfil irrim.actvs ; and. castinc an eye at the 
ci.wtci which hrmiT in the jki.>.<iii:e. called anolhttl^, 
d-^vT while >]ie went u;> stairs. The 
reliever! : f.>r the cirl retiimtxl immedialdtyj 
of the iientlem-n f-r leaving them in 1 
into a l'.>-r-<dothrl Kick jurlour. ha^^ 
rx-m. in which tlie princijxil usefid - 
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furniture were a desk, a wash-hand stand and shavmg-glass, a 
boot-rack and boot-jack, a high stool, four chairs, a table, and 
an old eight-day clock. Over the mantel-piece were the sunken 
doors of an iron safe, while a couple of hanging shelves for books, 
an almanac, and several files of dusty papers, decorated the 
walls. 

" Very sorry to leave you standing at the door, sir," said the 
girl, lighting a lamp, and addressing Mr. Pickwick with a 
winning smile, " but you was quite strangers to me ; and we 
have such a many trampers that only come to see what they 
can lay their hands on, that really — " 

" There is not the least occasion for any apology, my dear," 
said Mr. Pickwick good-humouredly. 

*' Not the slightest, my love," said Bob Sawyer, playfully 
stretching forth his arms, and skipping from side to side, as if 
to prevent the young lady's leaving the room. 

The young lady was not at all softened by these allurements, 
for she at once expressed her opinion that Mr. Bob Sawyer was 
an " odous creetur ; " and, on his becoming rather more pressing 
in his attentions, imprinted her fair fingers upon his face, and 
bounced out of the room with many expressions of aversion and 
contempt. 

Deprived of the young lady's society, Mr. Bob Sawyer 
proceeded to divert himself by peeping into the desk, looking 
into all the table-drawers, feigning to pick the lock of the iron 
safe, turning the almanac with its face to the wall, trying on 
the boots of Mr. Winkle, senior, over his own, and making 
several other humourous experiments upon the furniture, all of 
which afforded Mr. Pickwick imspeakable horror and agony, 
and yielded Mr. Bob Sawyer proportionate delight. 

At length the door opened, and a little old gentleman in a 
snuff-coloured suit, with a head and face the precise counterpart 
of those belonging to Mr. Winkle, junior, excepting that he 
was rather bald, trotted into the room, with Mr. Pickwick's 
card in one hand, and a silver candlestick in the other. 

" Mr. Pickwick, sir, how do you do ? " said Winkle the elder, 
putting down the candlestick and proffering his hand. " Hope 
I see you well, sir. Glad to see you. Be seated, Mr. Pickwick, 
I beg, sir. This gentleman is — " 

" My friend Mr. Sawyer," interposed Mr. Pickwick, " your 
son's friend." 
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" oil," eaid Mr, Winkle the elder, lookii^ rather giimlj it 
Bob. " I hope j/ou are well, sir." 

" Ri);ht as a trivet, sir," replied Boh Sawyer. 

" This other gentleman," cried Mr. Pickwick, " i«, as you <rill 
see whcii you have read tlie letter with whicli I am eDtnutKl, * 
very near relative, or I should rather say a very particular friend 
of your eon'e. Ilia ntime is Allen.'' 

" That gentleman ? " inquired Mr. Winkle, pointing with 
the canl towards Ben Allen, who had fallen asleep id ao attitode 
which left nothing of hiia visible but his epine and his coat 

Mr. Pickwick was on the point of replying to the qooetinti. 
and reciting Mr. Benjamin Allen's name and honounihle di*line- 
tious at full leugth, when the sprightly Mr. Bob Sawyer, with 
the view of routing his friend to a sense of bis situation, 
inllicteit a startling pinch upon the fleshy part of bis arm, wtiieb 
caustHl him to jump up with a shriek. Suddenly awiuv that ht 
waa in tlie presence of a stranger, Mr. Ben Allen advaacM, an^ 
slisking Mr, Winkle most affectionately by both hands for about 
five minutes, niurmured, in some half-inlelligiblc frafjitienla if 
sciitt'iirrs, thp gre.it ilflisht h,- foil in sc'liif; him. .m.! i 
hospitable inquiry whether ho felt disposed to take anything 
aft«r his walk, or would prefer waiting "till dinner-time ; " 
which done, he sat down and gazed about him with a petrified 
stare, as if be bad not the remotest idea where he was, whidi 
indeed he had not. 

All this was most embarrassing to Mr. Pickwick, the more 
especially as Mr. Winkle, senior, evinced palpable astonishment 
at the eccentric — not to say extraordinary — behaviour of hii 
two companions. To bring the matter to an issue at once, hf 
drew a lett«r from his pocket, and presenting it to Mr. Winkle, 
senior, said ; — 

"This letter, sir, is from your son. You will see by ite 
contents that on your favourable and fatherly consideration of 
it depend his future happiness and welfare. Will you oblige 
me by giving it the calmest and coolest perusal, and by diseus' 
ing the subject afterwards, with me, in the tone and spirit 
in which it ought to be discussed ? You may judge of th( 
importance of your decision to your son, and his intense anxiety 
upon the subject, by my waiting upon you, without any previous 
warning, at so late an hour ; and," added Sir. Pickwick, glancing 
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slightly at his two companions, " and under such unfavourable 
circumstances. " 

With this prelude, Mr. Pickwick placed four closely written 
sides of extra superfine wire- wove penitence in the hands of the 
astounded Mr. Winkle, senior; and re-seating himself in his 
chair, watched his looks and manner, anxiously, it is true, but 
with the open front of a gentleman who feels he has taken no 
part which he need excuse or palliate. 

The old wharfinger turned the letter over; looked at the 
front, back, and sides ; made a microscopic examination of the 
fat little boy on the seal ; raised his eyes to Mr. Pickwick's face ; 
and then, seating himself on the high stool, and drawing the 
lamp closer to him, broke the wax, unfolded the epistle, and, 
lifting it to the light, prepared to read. 

Just at this moment, Mr. Bob Sawyer, whose wit had lain 
dormant for some minutes, placed his hands upon his knees, 
and made a face, after the portraits of the late Mr. Grimaldi, as 
clown. It so happened that Mr. Winkle, senior, instead of 
being deeply engaged in reading the letter, as Mr. Bob Sawyer 
thought, chanced to be looking over the top of it at no less a 
person than IVIr. Bob Sawyer himself ; and rightly conjecturing 
that the face aforesaid was made in ridicule and derision of his 
own person, he fixed his eyes on Bob with such expressive 
sternness that the late Mr. Grimaldi's lineaments gradually 
resolved themselves into a very fine expression of humility and 
confusion. 

" Did you speak, sir ? " inquired Mr. Winkle, senior, after 
an awful silence. 

" No, sir," replied Bob, with no remains of the clown about 
him, save and except the extreme redness of his cheeks. 

" You are sure you did not, sir ? " said Mr. Winkle, senior. 

" Oh, dear ! yes, sir, quite," replied Bob. 

" I thought you did, sir," rejoined the old gentleman, with 
indignant emphasis. " Perhaps you looked at me, sir ? " 

" Oh, no, sir ! not at all," replied Bob, witli extreme civility. 

" I am very glad to hear it, sir," said Mr. Winkle, senior. 
Having frowned upon the abashed Bob with great magnificence, 
the old gentleman again brought the letter to the light, and 
began to read it seriously. 

Mr. Pickwick eyed him intently as he turned from the bottom 
line of the first page to the top line of the second, and from the 
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botbHB of Hm Koind to the top of the third, ud fnm tbt 
bottom of tba thu>i to thr top of tbr fourth ; but tkot the «l^lal 
■UanticMi of cooutenaEice HffoRleil a due to the feelii^ with 
which he r«ceiTed th'- aiiiiouD(#in«iit of his son's marri^ip, irh^ 
Mr. Pickwick knew wot in the very Hist hnlf-duceD liiM«. 

He letA the leli<-r i-t the laft woH : folde-l i( ftfcain with lU 
the caiefnlnefls st i :ir' -i -i -f - -• ir >f '--ine.ie; uid,jiut 
when Hr. Pickwi ... ' >k of fM&^ 

dipped m pen in tl i . ^.^^ if he wm 

ipeakisg on the most ordinary ootmbng-tmoan topx : — 
" Wbftt is Nathaniel's addnm, Mr. KckwKk?" 
" The G«oige and Vnlbne, at ^esent," iqitiad Uat gaA- 

"George and Tnltore. Where ia that ?" 

" George Yard, Lomfaaid Street." 

"IntheCi^?" 

" Tee." 

The old geotleman methodically indorsed ttie ad^en on flia 
hack of the letter ; and then, plarang it in the deek, whic^ h> 
locked, said, as he got off the stool and pot tlte boneh of keji 
in his pocket ; — 

'' I suppose there is nothing else which need detain us, Mr. 
Piekirick ? " 

■• Nothing else, my dear sir ! " observed that warm-hearted 
per^n in indignant amnzement. " Nothing else ! Hare m 
iio opinion to express on this momentous event in our young 
friend's life ? No assurance to convey to him, through me, rf 
the continuance of your affection and protection ? Nothing to 
say which will cheer and sustain him, and the anxious girl *ho 
looks to him for comfort and support ? 5Iy dear sir, consider." 

" I will consider," replied the old gentleman. " I hit* 
nothing to say just now. I am a man of business, Mr. Pi<i- 
wick ; I never commit myself hastily in any affiiir, and fnm 
what I see of this, I by no means like the appearanc« of it A 
thousand pounds is not much, Mr. Pickwick." 

" Vou 're very right, sir," interposed Ben Allen, just awake 
enough to know that he had spent hvi thousand pounds withcwt 
the smallest difficulty, " You 're an intelligent man ; Boli, 
he 's a very knowing fellow, this." 

" I am very happy to find that i/ou do me the justice to mii' 
the admission, sir," said Mr. Winkle, senior, looking conlempl- 
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uously at Ben Allen, who was shaking his head piofoimdlj. 
^' The fact is, Mr. Pickwick, that when I gave my son a roving 
licence for a year or so, to see something of men and manners 
(which he has done under your auspices), so that he might not 
enter life a mere hoarding-school milk-sop to he gulled hy every- 
body, I never bargained for this. He knows that very well, so, 
if I withdraw my countenance from him on this account, he has 
no call to be surprised. He shall hear from me, Mr. Pickwick. 
Good night, sir. Margaret, open the door." 

All this time, Bob Sawyer had been nudging Mr. Ben Allen 
to say something on the right side ; and Ben accordingly now 
burst, without the slightest preliminary notice, into a brief but 
impassioned piece of eloquence. 

'^Sir," said Mr. Ben Allen, staring at the old gentleman 
through a pair of very dim and languid eyes, and working his 
right arm vehemently up and down, '^ you — you ought to be 
ashamed of yourself." 

^' As the lady's brother, of course you are an excellent judge 
of the question," retorted Mr. Winkle, senior. " There ; that 's 
enough. Pray say no more, Mr. Pickwick. Grood night, gentle- 
men ! " 

With these words the old gentleman took up the candlestick, 
and, opening the room door, politely motioned towards the 
passage. 

" You will regret this, sir," said Mr. Pickwick, setting his 
teeth close together to keep down his choler ; for he felt how 
important the effect might prove to his young friend. 

" I am at present of a different opinion," calmly replied Mr. 
Winkle, senior. " Once again, gentlemen, I wish you a good 
night." 

Mr. Pickwick walked, with angry strides, into the street. 
Mr. Bob Sawyer, completely quelled by the decision of the old 
gentleman's manner, took the same course ; Mr. Ben Allen's 
hat rolled down the steps immediately afterwards, and Mr. Ben 
Allen's body followed it directly. The whole party went silent 
and supperless to bed ; and Mr. Pickwick thought, just before 
he fell asleep, that if he had known Mr. Winkle, senior, had been 
quite so much of a man of business, it was extremely probable 
he might never have waited upon him, on such an errand. 



M6 FOSmUMODS PAFKES OF ^^H 

^^^ CHAPTER LI ^^^^^ 



OLD ACQCAISTASCl. 
: READER 18 MAIXLT 
INDEBTED rOR HATTER Of THKILLCiC IMTERB9T nEKEIH IKT 

DOWK, coNCEsmNa two oreat prsuc kes op higbt axd 

POWKB. 

Thk morning which hroke upon Mr. Pickwick's sight, kt eigbt 
o'clock, was not at all calculated (o eleralc his spirits, or to 
IcHseu the depreasion whidi tlit^ luilooked-for result of lUs ei»- 
bassy inspired. TLo sky wae dark and gloomy, the air dunp 
and raw, the streeta wet and sloppy. The smoke huitg slugpAly 
above the chimney-lops, as if it lacked the courage to rise, idI 
the Tain came slowly and doggedly down, as if it hitd not eno 
the spirit to pour. A game-cock in the etable-yani, deprived d 
every Dpark of hia accustomed animation, balanced himself dis- 
mally on one leg in a comer ; a donkey, moping with drooping 
bead uuder the narrow roof of an out-house, appeared from hit 
meditative and miserable countenance to be contemplating suiddt. 
Id the street, umbrellas were the only things to be seen, uii 
the clicking of pattens and splashing of rain-drope the onlt 
sounds to be beard. 

The breakfast was interrupted by very little eonvereatwn; 
even Mr. Bob Sa«-yer felt the influence of the weather and It* 
previous day's excitement. In hji; on*n eiprpssive language, hf 
was '■ iloorod." So was Mr. Ben Allen. So waa Mr. IHckwici- 

In protracted expectation of the weather clearing tip, the Iw* 
evening paper from London was read anil re-read with an inlena'.' 
of int.Ti'^t nnlv kru.'.vri in ,-j-,-. .)f ■■xUx-tU'- -l.-Mltun-n ; «v«T 

ioull ul tlln I^l'^lf woo WalkcJ uVcI, uit'u BiiulilU pHIacTenlM^T 

the windows were looked out of, often enough to justify tl* 
imposition of an additional duty upon them ; all kinds of topt'* 
of conveTsation were started, and failed; and at length M^- 
Pickwick, when noon had arrived without a change for ^ 
better, rang the bell resolutely and ordered out the chaise. 
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Although the roads were miry, and the drizzling rain came 
down harder than it had done yet, and although the mud and 
wet splashed in at the open windows of the carriage to such an 
extent that the discomfort was almost as great to the pair of 
insides as to the pair of outsides, still there was something in 
the motion, and the sense of heing up and doing, which was so 
infinitely superior to being pent in a dull room, looking at the 
dull rain dripping into a dull street, that they all agreed, on 
starting, that the change was a great improvement, and wondered 
how they could possibly have delayed making it as long as they 
had done. 

When they stopped to change at Coventry, the steam ascended 
from the horses in such clouds as wholly to obscure the hostler, 
whose voice was, however, heard to declare, from the mist, that 
he expected the first Gold Medal from the Humane Society, on 
their next distribution of awards, for taking the post-boy's hat 
oflf ; the water descending from the brim of which, the invisible 
gentleman declared, must inevitably have drowned him (the 
post-boy), but for his great presence of mind in tearing it 
promptly from his head, and drying the gasping man's counte- 
nance with a wisp of straw. 

" This is pleasant," said Bob Sawyer, turning up his coat collar, 
and pulling the shawl over his mouth to concentrate the fumes 
of a glass of brandy just swallowed. 

" Wery," replied Sam composedly. 

" You don't seem to mind it," observed Bob. 

" Vy, I don't exactly see no good my mindin' on it 'ud do, 
air," replied Sam. 

" That 's an unanswerable reason, anyhow," said Bob. 

" Yes, sir," rejoined Mr. Weller. " Wotever is, is right, as 
the young nobleman sveetly remarked wen they put him down 
in the pension list 'cos his mother's uncle's vife's grandfather 
vunce lit the king's pipe vith a portable tinder-box." 

" Not a bad notion, that, Sam," said Mr. Bob Sawyer approv- 
ingly. 

" Just wot the young nobleman said ev'ry quarter-day arter- 
wards for the rest of his life," replied Mr. Weller. 

" Wos you ever called in," inquired Sam, glancing at the 
driver, after a short silence, and lowering his voice to a mysterious 
whisper — "wos you ever called in, ven you wos 'prentice to a 
sawbones^ to wisit a post-boy ? " 
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" I don't pememlKir that I ever was," repliixi Bob Sawym. 

" You never atv. a post-boy in that 'ere hospitfl! us you icalkal 
(as Uiey say o' the ghosts), did you? " demanded Sam. 

" No," replied Bob Suwyer. " I don't think I ever did." 

" Mever knowed a churchyard where there wos a post-boy'* 
toiubstono, or see a dead post-boy, did you ? " inquired Smj, 
pursuing his catei^htEci, 

" No," rejoined Bob, " I never did," 

'■ No ! " rejoinud Sam triumphantly. " Nor never vill ; and 
there 'a another tiling that no man never see, and thai 'e a dead 
donkey — no man never see a dead donkey, 'cept the geuWa 
in the blat^k eilk Hm.tlls as knowed the young 'ooinan as kept a 
goat ; and tliat was a French donkey, so wery likely be wani't 
vun o' the ryg'lar breed.'' 

" Well, what lias that got to do with the post-boys ? " asked 
Bob Sawyer. 

" This here," replied Sam. " Without goin' eo far aa toa^ert, 
as some wery sensible people do, that post-boys anrl donkeya is boUi 
immortal, wot I say ia this: that wenever they feels theitwhrs 
gettin' stiff and past their work, they just rides off t<^ther, Ttm 
post-boy to a (lair, in the usual way ; wot becomes on 'em nobody 
kiiowa, but it'fi wery protiable a» they starts avuy to lake tiifir 
pleasure in some other vorld, for there ain't a man alive as «ftt 
see either a donkey or a post-boy a takin' his pleasure in thie ! " 

Expatiating upon this learned and remarkable theory, and 
citing many curious statistical and other facts in its support, Sam 
Weller beguiled the time until they reached Dunchurch, whew 
a dry post-boy and fresh horses were procured ; the next stage 
was Daventry, and the next Towccster; and at the end of each 
stage it rained harder than it had done at the beginning. 

" I say," remonstrated Bob Sawyer, lookii^ in at the coach- 
window, as they pulled up before the door of the Saracen'^ 
Head, Towcestcr, " this won't do, you know." 

" Bless me ! " said Mr. Pickwick, just awakening from a nap, 
" I 'm afraid you are wet." 

" Oh, you are, are you ? " returned Bob. " Yea, I am a littfe 
that way — uncomfortably damp, perhaps." 

Bob did look dampish, inasmuch as the rain was atreaming 
from his neck, elbows, cuffs, skirts, and knees ; and his whole 
apparel shone so, with the wet, that it might have been mistakeo 
for a full suit of prepared oilskin. 
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'^ I am rather wet," said Bob, giving himself a shake, and 
casting a little hydraulic shower around, in so doing, like a 
Newfoundland dog just emerged from the water. 

" I think it 's quite impossible to go on to-night," interposed 
Ben. 

" Out of the question, sir," remarked Sam Weller, coming to 
assist in the conference ; " it 's cruelty to animals, sir, to ask 
'em to do it. There 's beds here, sir," said Sam, addressing his 
master ; " everything clean and comfortable. Wery good little 
dinner, sir, they can get ready in half an hour — pair of fowls, 
sir, and a weal cutlet ; French beans, 'taturs, tart, and tidiness. 
You'd better stop vere you are, sir, if I might recommend. 
Take adwice, sir, as the doctor said." 

The host of the Saracen's Head opportunely appeared at this 
moment, to confirm Mr. Weller's statement relative to the 
accommodations of the establishment, and to back his entreaties 
with a variety of dismal conjectures regarding the state of the 
roads, the doubt of fresh horses being to be had at the next 
stage, the dead certainty of its raining all night, the equally 
mortal certainty of its clearing up in the morning, and other 
topics of inducement familiar to innkeepers. 

" Well," said Mr. Pickwick, " but I must send a letter to 
London by some conveyance, so that it may be delivered the 
very first thing in the morning, or I must go forward at all 
hazards." 

The landlord smiled his delight. Nothing could be easier 
than for the gentleman to inclose a letter in a sheet of brown 
paper, and send it on, either by the mail or the night coach from 
Birmingham. If the gentleman were particularly anxious to 
have it left as soon as possible, he might write outside, " To be 
delivered immediately," which was sure to be attended to ; or 
" Pay the bearer half a crown extra for instant delivery," which 
was surer still. 

" Very well," said Mr. Pickwick, " then we will stop here." 

" Lights in the Sun, John ; make up the fire — the gentle- 
men are wet ! " cried the landlord. " This way, gentlemen ; 
don't trouble yourself about the post-boy now, sir ; I '11 send 
him to you when you ring for him, sir. Now, John, the 
candles ! " 

The candles were brought, the fire was stirred up, and a 
fresh log of wood thrown on. In ten minutes' time, a waiter 
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was laying the cloth for dinner, the curtains were drawn, llir 
lire w(ia bkiitig btigbtly, and everything looked (as i-vt-rjlliiiin 
always does, in all decent English inns) as if the travt-Uen luid 
been expected, and their comforts prepared, for dayg beforekuu). 

Mr. Pickwick sat down at a. aide tahle, and hastily iudiud 
u note to Mr. Winkle, merely informing bim that hu vm 
detained by stress of weather, but would certainly he b 
London next day ; until when, he deferred any account of liic 
proceedings. This not« was hastily made into B parcel and 
despatched to the bar per Mr. Samuel Weller. 

San) left it with the landlady, and was returning to pall his 
master's boots off, after drying bimKnlf by the kitchen fire, when, 
glancing casually through a half-opened door, he wjis arrest«l W 
the eight of a gentleman with a sandy head, who hod n lo^ 
bundle of newapapetB lying on the table before him, anil ww 
porueing the leading urtidc of one with a settled snt^er whidi 
curled up his nose and all his other features into a m^mtie 
expreasion of haughty contempt, 

" Hallo 1 " said Sam, *> I ought to know that 'ere head and 
them featurs ; the eye-glans, too, and the brood-brimmed tile ! 
Eatansvili to vit, or 1 'm a iiouiau.'' 

Sam was taken with a troublesome cough, at once, tar tfae 
purpose of attracting the gentleman's attention ; the gentleman, 
starting at the sound, raised hia head and his eyeglass, and 
disclosed to view the profound and thoughtful features of Mr. 
Pott, of the Eatauswill Gazette. 

" Beggin' your pardon, sir," said Sam, advancing with a bov, 
" my master 's here, Mr. Pott." 

" Hush, hush ! " cried Pott, drawing Sam into the room, »nd 
cloeing the door, with a countenance of mysterious dread anil 
apprehension. 

"Wot's the matter, sir?" inquired Sam, looking vacantljr 
about him. 

" Not a whisper of my name," replied Pott ; " this is a Buff 
neighbourhood. If the excited and irritable populace knew I 
was here, I should be torn to pieces." 

" No ! Tould you, sir ? " inquired Sam. 

" I should be the victim of their fury," replied Pott. 
" Now, young man, what of your mas(«r ? " 

" He 's a stoppin' here to-night on hia vay to town, vith a 
couple of friends," replied Sam. 
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" Is Mr. Winkle one of them ? " inqoiied Pott, with a slight 
frown. 

^'No^ sir; Mr. Vinkle stops at home now," rejoined Sam. 
" He 's married." 

'^ Married ! " exclaimed Pott, with frightful vehemence. He 
stopped, smiled darkly, and added, in a low, vindictive tone, 
" It serves him right ! " 

Having given vent to this cruel ebullition of deadly malice 
and cold-blooded triumph over a fallen enemy, Mr. Pott inquired 
whether Mr. Pickwick's friends were " Blue ; " receiving a most 
satisfactory answer in the afi&rmative from Sam, who knew as 
much about the matter as Pott himself, he consented to accom- 
pany him to Mr. Pickwick's room, where a heaity welcome 
awaited him, and an agreement to club their dinners together 
was at once made and ratified. 

" And how are matters going on in Eatanswill ? " inquired 
Mr. Pickwick, when Pott had taken a seat near the fire, and 
the whole party had got their wet boots off, and dry slippers on. 
" Is the Independent still in being ? " 

" The Independent, sir," replied Pott, " is still dragging on 
a wretched and lingering career. Abhorred and despised by 
even the few who are cognisant of its miserable and disgraceful 
existence ; stifled by the very filth it so profusely scatters ; 
rendered deaf and blind by the exhalations of its own slime ; 
the obscene journal, happily imconscious of its degraded state, is 
rapidly sinking beneath that treacherous mud which, while it 
seems to give it a firm standing with the low and debased classes 
of society, is, nevertheless, rising above its detested head, and 
will speedily engulf it for ever." 

Having delivered this manifesto (which formed a portion of 
his last week's leader) with vehement articulation, the editor 
paused to take breath, and looked majestically at Bob Sawyer. 

" You are a young man, sir," said Pott. 

Mr. Bob Sawyer nodded. 

" So are you, sir," said Pott, addressing Mr. Ben Allen. 

Ben admitted the soft impeachment. 

"And are both deeply imbued with those Blue principles 
which, 80 long as I live, I have pledged myself to the people of 
these kingdoms to support and to maintain ? " suggested Pott. 

"Why, I don't exactly know about that," replied Bob 
Sawyer. " I am — " 
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"Not Buff, Mr. Pickwick," interrupted Pott, dran-iog lack 
bis chftir, " your friend is not Buff, sir ? " 

" No, no," rejoined ftili ; " 1 'm a kind of plaid at present ; s 
compoimd of all BortB of colonN." 

" A waverer," said Pott solemnly, " a waverer, I atiuuld 
like to show you a series of eight articlea. sir, tlt&t htn 
appeai-ed in the E^tonswill Gazet1«. I think I may vi>iitim to 
say that you would not be long in establishing your opiuioiu on 
a firm and solid Blue basis, sir," 

" I dare aay I slinuld turn very Llue, long before I got to tl» 
end of them," roepondod Bob. 

Mr. Pott looked dubiously at Bob Sawyer for some seconde, 
and, turning to Mr. Pickwick, said : — 

" Vou have seen the literary articles which have appeared al 
intervals in the Elatanswill Gazette in the coarse of the Is^ 
three months, and which have excited such general — I may aj 
such universal — attention and admiration ? " 

"Why," replied Mr. Kckwick, slightly embarrassed by Uw 
question, " the fact is, I have been so much engaged in other 
ways that I really have not bod an oppoitunity of jieru^ 

" You should do BO, sir," said Pott, with a severe counte- 
nance. 

" I will," said Mr. Pickwick. 

" They appeared in the fonn of a copious review of a work 
on Chinese metaphysics, sir," said Pott. 

"Oh," observed Mr, Pickwick; "from your pen, I hope?" 

" From the pen of my critic, sir," rejoined Pott, with dignity. 

" An abstruse subject, I should conceive," said Mr. Pickwick. 

" Very, sir," responded Pott, looking intensely eagc " He 
crammed for it, to use a technical but expreBsive term ; he 
read up for the subject, at my desire, in the Encyclopedia 
Britannica." 

" Indeed I " said Mr. Pickwick ; " I was not aware that that 
valuable work contained any information respecting Chineae 
metaphysics." 

" He read, sir," rejoined Pott, laying his hand on Mr. 
Pickwick's knee, and looking round with a smile of intellectual 
superiority — " he read for metaphysics under the lett«r M, and 
for China under the letter C ; and combined his information, 
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Mr. Pott's features assumed so much additional grandeur at 
the recollection of the power and research displayed in the 
learned effusions in question that some minutes elapsed before 
Mr. Pickwick felt emboldened to renew the conversation ; at 
length, as the Editor's countenance gradually relaxed into its 
customary expression of moral supremacy, he ventured to resume 
the discourse by asking : — 

" Is it fair to inquire what great object has brought you so 
far from home ? " 

" That object which actuates and animates me in all my 
gigantic labours, sir," replied Pott, with a calm smile, — " my 
country's good." 

** I supposed it was some public mission," observed Mr. 
Pickwick. 

" Yes, sir," resumed Pott, " it is." Here, bending towards 
Mr. Pickwick, he whispered in a deep, hollow voice, " A Buff 
ball, sir, will take place in Birmingham to-morrow evening." 

" God bless me ! " exclaimed Mr. Pickwick. 

" Yes, sir, and supper," added Pott. 

" You don't say so ! " ejaculated Mr. Pickwick. 

Pott nodded portentously. 

Now, although Mr. Pickwick feigned to stand aghast at this 
disclosure, he was so little versed in local politics that he was 
unable to form an adequate comprehension of the importance 
of the dire conspiracy it referred to ; observing which, Mr. 
Pott, drawing forth the last number of the Eatanswill Gazette, 
and referring to the same, delivered himself of the following 
paragraph: — 

HoLE-AND-CORNER BuFFERY. 

*^A reptile contemporary has recently sweltered forth his 
black venom in the vain and hopeless attempt of sullying the 
fair name of our distinguished and excellent representative, 
the Honourable Mr. Slumkey — that Slumkey whom we, long 
before he gained his present noble and exalted position, predicted 
would one day be, as he now is, at once his country's brightest 
honour, and her proudest boast ; alike her bold defender and 
her honest pride — our reptile contemporary, we say, has made 
himself merry at the expense of a superbly embossed plated 
coal-scuttle, which has been presented to tliat glorious man by 
his enraptured constituents, and towards the purchase of which, 

VOL. n. 
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the nameless wretch insinuates, the Honourable 'Sir, Slumkej 
himself contributed, through a confidential friend of his butler g, 
more than three-fourths of the whole sum subscribed. Whr, 
does not the crawling creature see that, even if this be the 
fact, the Honourable Mr. Slumkey only appears in a still more 
amiable and radiant light than before, if that be possible? 
Does not even his obtuseness perceive that this amiable and 
touching desire to carry out the wishes of the constituent body 
must for ever endear him to the hearts and souls of such of his 
fellow-townsmen as are not worse than swine ; or, in other 
words, who are not as debased as our contemporary himself ? 
But such is the wretched trickery of hole-and-corner Buffery! 
These are not its only artifices. Treason is abroad. We boldlj 
state, now that we are goaded to the disclosure, and we throw 
ourselves on the country and its constables for protection — we 
boldly state that secret preparations are at this moment in pro- 
gress for a Bufi* ball ; which is to be held in a Bulf town, in 
the very heart and centre of a Bufi" population ; which is to be 
conducted by a Buff master of the ceremonies ; which is to be 
attended by four ultra Buff members of Parliament, and the 
admission to which is to he h\ Buff tickets ! lX>es our fiendish 
contemporary wince ? Let him writhe, in impotent malice, oj 
we pen the words. We will he there.'' 

** There, sir/' said Pott, folding up the paper, quite exhausted, 
" that is the state of the case ! '' 

The landlord and waiter entering at the moment with dinner 
caused Mr. Pott to lay his linger on his lips, in token that he 
considered his life in Mr. Pickwick's hands, and dep>endeil on 
his secrecy. Messrs. Rob Sawyer and Benjamin Allen, who hail 
irreverently fallen iisleep during the rea<ling of the quotation 
from the EatiUiswill Gazette, and the discussion which followevl 
it, were roused by the mere whispering of the talismanic word 
*•' Dinner " in their ears : and to dinner they went with i:*M>i 
digestion waiting on appetite, and health on both, and a waiter 
on all three. 

In the course of the dinner and the sitting which succeedeil 
it, Mr. Pott, descending, for a few moments, to domestic topics, 
infonned Mr. Pickwick that the air of Eatanswill not a^rriH^inj! 
with his lady, she was then engaged in making a tour of different 
fashionable watering-places with a view to the recovery of \wt 
wonted health and spirits ; this was a delicate veiling of the 
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fact that Mrs. Pott, acting upon her often repeated threat of 
separation, had, in virtue of an arrangement negotiated by her 
brother, the Lieutenant, and concluded by Mr. Pott, permanently 
retired with the faithful body-guard upon one moiety or half-part 
of the annual income and profits arising from the editorship and 
sale of the Eatanswill Gazette. 

While the great Mr. Pott was dwelling upon this and other 
matters, enlivening the conversation from time to time with 
various extracts from his own lucubrations, a stem stranger, 
calling from the window of a stage-coach, outward bound, which 
halted at the inn to deliver packages, requested to know whether, 
if he stopped short on his journey and remained there for the 
night, he could be furnished with the necessary accommodation 
of a bed and bedstead. 

" Certainly, sir," replied the landlord. 

" I can, can I ? " inquired the stranger, who seemed habitually 
suspicious in look and manner. 

No doubt of it, sir," replied the landlord. 
Grood," said the stranger. " Coachman, I get down here. 
Guard, my carpet-bag ! " 

Bidding the other passengers good night, in a rather snappish 
manner, the stranger alighted. He was a shortish gentleman, 
with very stiff black hair, cut in the porcupine or blacking-brush 
style, and standing stiff and straight all over his head ; his aspect 
was pompous and threatening ; his manner was peremptory ; liis 
eyes were ^harp and restless ; and his whole bearing bespoke a 
feeling of great confidence in himself, and a consciousness of 
immeasurable superiority over all other people. 

This gentleman was shown into the room originally assigned 
to the patriotic Mr. Pott ; and the waiter remarked, in dumb 
astonishment at the singular coincidence, that he had no sooner 
lighted the candles than the gentleman, diving into his hat, drew 
forth a newspaper, and began to read it with the very same 
expression of indignant scorn which, upon the majestic features 
of Pott, had paralysed his energies an hour before. The man 
observed, too, that whereas Mr. Pott's scorn had been roused by 
a newspaper headed The Eatanswill Independent, this gentle- 
man's withering contempt was awakened by a newspaper entitled 
The EatanswiU Grazette. 

" Send the landlord," said the stranger. 

" Yes, sir," rejoined the waiter. 
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^^^H The landlord waa eent, and came. ^M 

^^^H " Ate you the landlord ? '' inquired the gentleiuau. ^M 

^^^H " I am, sir," replied the landlord. ^M 

^^^M "Do you know mo ?" demanded the geotU-aiaii. ^M 

^^^V " I have not that pleasure, sir," rejoined the laudlorJ. ^M 
^^^K " My name ie Slurk," said the gentleman- ^H 

^ The landlord slightly inclined his head. ■* 

" Slurk, sir," repeated the gentleman haughtily. " Do ytm 
know me now, man ? " 

The landlord scratched liis head, looked at the ceiling, anil at 
the stranger, and smiled feebly. 

" Do you know me, man ? " inquired the stranger angrily. 

The landlord made a strong effort, and at length replied, " ffrJI, 
sir, I do not know you." 

" Great Heaven ! " said the stranger, dashing lila cteuched bl 
upon the table. " And this is popularity ! " 

The landlord took a step or two towards the door ; the strMg", 
fixing his eyes upon him, resumed : — 

" This," Baid tlie stranger, " thia is gratitude for yeara of Ubont 
and study in behalf of the masses. 1 alight wet and weuy ; no 
enthusiastic crowds press forward to greet their champion; tin 
church-bells are silent ; the very name elicits no responsive feeling 
in their torpid bosoms. It is enough," said the agitated Mt. 
Slurk, pacing to and fro, " to curdle the ink in one's pen, laJ 
induce one to abandon their cause for ever," 

" Did you say brandy and water, sir ? " said the laniilnd, 
venturing a bint. 

" Rum," said Mr, Slurk, turning fiercely upon him. " Han 
you got a fire anywhere ? " 

" We can light one directly, air," said the landlord. 

"\Vhich will throw out no bpnt imtil it is l«?dtime." int-T- 
rupled Air. Klurk. *■ Is there anybody in the kitchen ?" 

Not a soul. There was a beautiful fire. Everybody lad 
gone, and the door was closed for the night. 

" I will drink my rum and water," said Mr. Slurk, " by to 
kitchen fire." So, gathering up his hat and newspaper, b» 
stalked solemnly behind the landlord to that humble apartment, 
and throwing himself on a settle by the fireside, resumed hu 
countenance of scorn, and began to read and drink in silent 
dignity. 

Kow some demon of discord, flying over the Saracen's Head 
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at that moment, on casting down his eyes in mere idle curiosity, 
happened to behold Slurk established comfortably by the kitchen 
fire, and Pott, slightly elevated with wine, in another room ; 
upon which, the malicious demon, darting down into the last- 
mentioned apartment with inconceivable rapidity, passed at once 
into the head of Mr. Bob Sawyer, and prompted him for his (the 
demon's) own evil purposes to speak as follows : — 

" I say, we 've let the fire out. It 's uncommonly cold after 
the rain, is n't it ? " 

'^ It really is," replied Mr. Pickwick, shivering. 

" It would n't be a bad notion to have a cigar by the kitchen 
fire, would it ? " said Bob Sawyer, still prompted by the demon 
aforesaid. 

" It would be particularly comfortable, /think," replied Mr. 
Pickwick. " Mr. Pott, what do you say ? " 

Mr. Pott yielded a ready assent ; and all four travellers, each 
with his glass in his hand, at once betook themselves to the 
kitchen, with Sam Weller heading the procession to show them 
the way. 

The stranger was still reading ; he looked up and started. 
Mr. Pott started. 

" What 's the matter ? " whispered Mr. Pickwick. 

" That reptile ! " replied Pott. 

" What reptile ? " said Mr. Pickwick, looking about him for 
fear he should tread on some overgrown black beetle, or dropsical 
spider. 

" That reptile," whispered Pott, catching Mr. Pickwick by 
the arm, and pointing towards the stranger. " That reptile — 
Slurk, of the Independent ! " 

" Perhaps we had better retire," whispered Mr. Pickwick. 

" Never, sir," rejoined Pott, — pot-valiant in a double sense 
— " never." With these words, Mr. Pott took up his position 
on an opposite settle, and, selecting one from a little bundle of 
newspapers, began to read against his enemy. 

Mr. Pott, of course, read the Independent, and Mr. Slurk, of 
course, read the Gazette ; and each gentleman audibly expressed 
his contempt of the other's compositions by bitter laughs and 
sarcastic sniffs ; whence they proceeded to more open expres- 
sions of opinion, such as " absurd," " wretched," " atrocity," 
"humbug," "knavery," "dirt," "filth," "slime," "ditch- 
water," and other critical remarks of the like nature. 
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deliberately folding up his copy of the Independent, flattened it 
carefully down, crushed it beneath his boot, spat upon it with 
great ceremony, and flung it into the fire. 

" There, sir,'' said Pott, retreating from the stove, " and that 's 
the way I would serve the viper who produces it, if I were not, 
fortunately for him, restrained by the laws of my country/' 

'^ Serve him so, sir ! " cried Slurk, starting up ; " those laws 
shall never be appealed to by him, sir, in such a case. Serve 
him so, sir ! " 

" Hear ! hear ! " said Bob Sawyer. 

" Nothing can be fairer," observed Mr. Ben Allen. 

" Serve him so, sir ! " reiterated Slurk, in a loud voice. 

Mr. Pott darted a look of contempt, which might have withered 
an anchor. 

" Serve him so, sir ! " reiterated Slurk, in a louder voice than 
before. 

" I will not, sir," rejoined Pott. 

" Oh, you won't ! won't you, sir ? " said Mr. Slurk, in a taunt- 
ing manner ; *' you hear this, gentlemen ! He won't ; not that 
he 's afraid ; oh, no ! he wonH. Ha ! ha ! " 

" I consider you, sir," said Mr. Pott, moved by this sarcasm, 
" I consider you a viper. I look upon you, sir, as a man who has 
placed himself beyond the pale of society by his most audacious, 
disgraceful, and abominable public conduct. I view you, sir, 
personally or politically, in no other light than as a most impar- 
alleled and immitigated viper." 

The indignant Independent did not wait to hear the end of 
this personal denunciation ; for, catching up his carpet-bag which 
was well stuffed with movables, he swung it in the air as Pott 
turned away, and, letting it fall with a circular sweep on his 
head, just at that particular angle of the bag where a good thick 
hair-brush happened to be packed, caused a sharp crash to be 
heard throughout the kitchen, and brought him at once to the 
ground. 

" Gentlemen," cried Mr. Pickwick, as Pott started up and 
seized the fire-shovel, " gentlemen ! Consider for Heaven's sake — 
help — Sam — here — pray, gentlemen — interfere, somebody." 

Uttering these incoherent exclamations, Mr. Pickwick rushed 
between the infuriated combatants just in time to receive the 
carpet-bag on one side of his body, and the fire-shovel on the other. 
Whether the representatives of the public feeling of Eatanswill 
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lost, long before thk/' replied Msiy. ^Tliere, Idm il; H't 
more than you deserve." 

With these woids, after manj pretty little ooqfiietlidi donhls 
and f ei^ aad wishes that she might not have lost it^ Maty 
produced the letter from behind the nioest little mualm tucker 
possible, and handed it to Sam, vho thereupon kmsed it witti 
much gallantry and devotion. 

<'My goodness me!" said Mary, a4JU8iing flie todoer, and 
feigning unoonsciousneas^ "you seem to have grown veiy fioiid 
of it all at once." 

To tMs Mr. Weller only replied by a wink, flie intenae meaih 
ing of which no description could convey the binlest idea 0^ 
aiui, sitting himself down beside Maiy on a windqw-aeat^ opened 
the letter and gknced at the contents. 

''HaUo!" ezdaimed Sam, <'wot's all this?" 

" Nothing the matter, I hope ? " said Mary, peeping over his 
shoulder. 

" Bless them eyes o' youm," said 8am, looking upi 

"Never mind my eyes; you had much better read your ktter/' 
said the pretty house-maid ; and as she said so, she made the ejes 
twinkle with such slyness and beauty that they were perfedly 
irresistible. 

Sam refreshed himself with a kiss, and read as follows : — 



Markis Ghran 

By darken 

Wens^v- 

"My dear Sammle, 

" I am wery sorry to have the plessure of bein a Bear of ill 
news your Mother in law cort cold consekens of impnidentlj 
settin too long on the damp grass in the rain a hearin of a 
shepherd who wamt able to leave off till late at night owen to 
his havin voimd his-self up vith brandy and vater and not being 
able to stop his-self till he got a little sober which took a many 
hours to do the doctor says that if she 'd svallo'd varm bnndj 
and vater artervards insted of afore she might n't have been no 
vus her veels wos immedetly greased and everythink done to 
set her agoin as could be inwented your farther had hopes tf 
she vould have vorked round as usual but just as she wos « 
tumen the comer my boy she took the wrong road and vent 
down hill vith a welocity you never see and notvithstandin that 
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the drag wos put on directly by the medikel man it womt of 
no use at all for she paid the last pike at twenty minutes afore 
six o'clock yesterday evenin havin done the jouney wery much 
under the reglar time vich praps was partly owen to her haven 
taken in weiy little luggage by the vay your father says that if 
you vill come and see me Sammy he vill take it as a wery great 
favor for I am wery lonely Samivel n b he vill have it spelt that 
vay vich I say ant right and as there is sich a many things to 
settle he is sure your guvner wont object of course he vill not 
Sammy for I knows him better so he sends his dooty in which 
I join and am Samivel infernally yours 

" Tony Velleb." 

" Wot a incomprehensible letter," said Sam ; " who 's to 
know wot it means, vith all this he-ing and I-ing ! It ain't 
my father's writin' 'cept this here signater in print letters ; 
that 's his." 

" Perhaps he got somebody to write it for him, and signed it 
himself afterwards," said the pretty house-maid. 

" Stop a minit," replied Sam, running over the letter again, 
and pausing here and there, to reflect, as he did so. " You 've 
hit it The gen'lm'n as wrote it, wos a tellin' all about the 
misfortim' in a proper vay, and then my father comes a lookin' 
over him, and complicates the whole concern by puttin' his oar 
in. That 's just the wery sort o' thing he 'd do. You 're right, 
Mary, my dear." 

Having satisfied himself upon this point, Sam read the letter 
all over, once more, and, appearing to form a clear notion of its 
contents for the first time, ejaculated thoughtfully, as he folded 
it up : — 

" And so the poor creatur 's dead ! I 'm sorry for it. She 
wam't a bad disposed 'ooman if them shepherds had let her 
alone. I 'm wery sorry for it." 

Mr. Weller uttered these words in so serious a manner, that 
the pretty house-maid cast down her eyes and looked very grave. 

" Hows'ever," said Sam, putting the letter in his pocket, 
with a gentle sigh, " it wos to be — and wos, as the old lady 
said arter she 'd married the footman. Can't be helped now, 
can it, Mary ? " 

Mary shook her head, and sighed too. 

" I must apply it to the hemperor for leave of absence," 
Sam. 
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Mary sighed again, — th«< letter was so very a 

*' Oood-bye ! " said Sam. 

" GtX)d-bye," rejoined the pretty house-maid, turning btr hud 
away. 

" Well, shake hands, won't you ? " eaid Sam. 

The pretty Umise-nuiid put out a fauii) which, although it w» 
a house-maid's, was a very Bmall one, and rose to go. 

'• I shan't be wery long avay," said Sam. 

"You're always away," said Mary, giving her he«d Um 
elightcst posKible toen in tlie air. " Yon no sooner conn-, Mi. 
Weller, than you go again." 

Mr. Weller drew the household beauty closer to him, sail 
entered upon a whi.'^pering eonvcrsation, which had Dot pronv^lnl 
far, when she turned her face mimd and condescended lo took 
at hira again. When they parted, it was somehow or other 
indiBpeneably necessary for her to go to her room, and airange 
the cap and curls before she couhl think of presenting herself 
to her mistress ; which preparatory ceremony she went off i« 
perform, bestowing many nods and smiles on Sam over the 
bouifil^rs OS she tripped up stairs. 

" 1 shan't be avay more than a day, or two, sir, at EarUMst," 
said Sam, when he had communicated to Mr. Pickwick Uh 
intelligence of hie father's loss. 

" Ah long as may be necessary, Sam," replied Mr. Pickwick, 
" you have my full permission to remain." 

Sam bowed. 

" You will tell your father, Sam, that if I can he of any 
assistance to him in his present situation, I shall be mart 
willing and ready to lend him any aid in my power," aaid Hi. 
Pickwick. 

"Thank'ee, sir," rejoined Sam. "I '11 mention it, sir." 

And with Rome expressions of mutual good-will and intemt, 
master and man separated. 

It was just seven o'clock when Samuel Weller, ali^ting 
from the box of a stage-coach which passed through Diking, 
stood within a few hundred yards of the Marquis of Gnnb)'- 
It was a cold, dull evening ; the tittle street looked dreary aixl 
dismal ; and the mahogany counteiumce of the noble and gallant 
Marquis seemed to wear a more sad and melancholy ezprenJoD 
than it was wont to do, as it swung to and fro, creaking moain- 
fully in the wind. The blinda were pulled down, and tht 1 
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shutters partly closed; of the knot of loungers that usually 
collected ahout the door, not one was to be seen ; the place was 
silent and desolate. 

Seemg nobody of whom he could ask any prelimmary questions, 
Sam walked softly in. Glancing round, he quickly recognised 
his parent in the distance. 

The widower was seated at a small, round table in the little 
room behind the bar, smoking a pipe, with his eyes intently 
fixed upon the fire. The funeral had evidently taken place 
that day ; for attached to his hat, which he still retained on his 
head, was a hatband measuring about a yard and a half in 
length, which hung over the top-rail of the chair and streamed 
negligently down. Mr. Weller was in a very abstracted and 
contemplative mood ; for, notwithstanding that Sam called him 
by name several times, he still continued to smoke with the 
same fixed and quiet countenance, and was only roused ultimately 
by his son's placing the palm of his hand on his shoulder. 

" Sammy," said Mr. Weller, " you 're velcome." 

" I 've been a callin' to you half a dozen times," said Sam, 
banging his hat on a peg, " but you did n't hear me." 

" No, Sammy," replied Mr. Weller, again looking thoughtfully 
at the fire. " I wos in a referee, Sammy." 

" Wot about ? " inquired Sam, drawing his chair up to the 
fire. 

" In a referee, Sammy," replied the elder Mr. Weller, 
" regarding Aar, Samivel." Here Mr. Weller jerked his head 
in the direction of Dorking churchyard, in mute explanation 
that his words referred to the late Mrs. Weller. 

" I wos a thinkin', Sammy," said Mr. Weller, eyeing his 
son, with great earnestness, over his pipe, as if to assure him 
that however extraordinary and incredible the declaration might 
appear, it was nevertheless calmly and deliberately uttered, — "I 
wos a thinkin', Sammy, that upon the whole I wos wery sorry 
she wos gone." 

" Veil, and so you ought to be," replied Sam. 

Mr. Weller nodded his acquiescence in the sentiment, and 
again fastening his eyes on the fire, shrouded himself in a cloud, 
and mused deeply. 

" Those wos wery sensible observations as she made, Sammy," 
said Mr. Weller, driving the smoke away with his hand, after a 
long silence. 
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" Wot obaervatioiiB ? " inquired Sam. 

" Them as she mode, arter she was took ill," replied the old 

" Wot woa they ? " 

" Somethin' to this here effect. ' Teller,' she eays, ' I 'm 
afeard I 've not done by you quite wot I ought to havp done ; 
you 're a wery kind-hearted man, aud I might ha' maile Tout 
home more comfortabler. I begin to see now,' she «ays, ' ven 
it 'a too late, that if a marrieU 'ooman viahes to ha- religious, the 
should begin vith dischargin' her Oootiee at horois and makin' 
them as is about her cheerful and happy, aud that vile she goM 
to church, or chapel, or wot uot, at all proper times, she shoiAl 
be wery careful not to con-wert this sort o' thing into a exctw 
for idleness or self-iniiulgence. I have done this,' she ays, 
' and I 've rasted time and substance on them as hoe done il 
more than me ; but 1 hope ven I 'm gone, Veller, that you 'U 
think on me as I wos afore I knowed them people, and as 1 nly 
woa by natiir'.' ' Susan,* says I, — I wos took up very ahoit 
by this, Samivel ; I von't deny it, my boy — ' Susan.' I says, 
' yon 've been a very good vife to me, altogether ; dcmt hj 
nothin' at all about it ; keep a good heart, my dear ; and yoa 11 
live to see me punch that 'ere Stiggins's head yet.' She smiled 
at this, Samivel," said the old gentleman, stifling a sigh witb 
his pipe, " but ahe died arter all ! " 

" Veil," said Sam, venturing to offer a little homely consola- 
tion, after the lapse of three or four minut«s, consumed by tbe 
old gentleman in slowly shaking his head from side to side, and 
solemnly smoking — " veil, gov'ner, ve must all come to it, one 
day or another." 

" So we must, Sammy," said Mr. Weller the elder. 

" There 's a Providence in it all," said Sam. 

" O' course there is," replied his father with a nod of gn« 
approval. " Wot 'ud become of the undertakers vithout il, 
&immy ? " 

Lost in the immense field of conjecture opened hy this 
reflection, the elder Mr. Weller laid his pipe on tbe table, iml 
stirred the fire ivith a meditative visage. 

While the old gentleman was thus engaged, a very buiom- 
looking cook, dressed in mourning, who had been buslUng 
about, in the bar, glided into the room, and, bestowing nuny 
etuirks of recognition upon Sam, silently stationed herself at tbe 
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back of his father's chair, and announced her presence by a 
slight cough: the which; being disregarded, was followed by 
a louder one. 

" Hallo ! " said the elder Mr. Weller, dropping the poker as 
he looked round, and hastily drew his chair away. " Wot 's 
the matter now ? " 

" Have a cup of tea, there 's a good soul," replied the buxom 
female coaxingly. 

"I von't," replied Mr. Weller, in a somewhat boisterous 
manner, " I 'U see you — '' Mr. Weller checked himself, and 
added in a low tone, " furder fust." 

" Oh, dear, dear ; how adversity does change people ! " said 
the lady, looking upwards. 

" It 's the only thing 'twixt this and the doctor as shall 
change my condition," muttered Mr. Weller. 

" I really never saw a man so cross," said the buxom female. 

" Never mind — it 's all for my own good ; vich is the reflec- 
tion vith wich the penitent schoolboy comforted his feelin's ven 
they flogged him," rejoined the old gentleman. 

The buxom female shook her head with a compassionate and 
sympathising air ; and, appealing to Sam, inquired whether his 
father really ought not to make an effort to keep up, and not 
give way to that lowness of spirits. 

" You see, Mr. Samuel," said the buxom female, " as I was 
telling him yesterday, he will feel lonely, he can't expect but 
what he should, sir, but he should keep up a good heart, 
because, dear me, I 'm sure we all pity his loss, and are ready to 
do anything for him ; and there 's no situation in life so bad, 
Mr. Samuel, that it can't be mended. Which is what a very 
worthy person said to me when my husband died." Here the 
speaker, putting her hand before her mouth,- coughed again, and 
looked affectionately at the elder Mr. Weller. 

" As I don't rekvire any o' your conversation jnst now, mum, 
vill you have the goodness to re-tire ? " inquired Mr. Weller, in 
a grave and steady voice. 

" Well, Mr. Weller," said the buxom female, " I 'm sure I 
only spoke to you out of kindness." 

" Wery likely, mum," replied Mr. Weller. " Samivel, show 
the lady out, and shut the door arter her." 

This hint was not lost upon the buxom female ; for she at 
once left the room, and slammed the door behind her, upon 



368 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF ^M 

which Mr. Weller, senior, falliag hack in bis chair in a rioleot 
perspiration, said : — 

" Sammy, if I wos tn stop here aione vun veek — unly run 
veek, my boy — tlial 'ere 'oonuui 'ud marry me by Ion* and 
wiolence afure it was over." 

" Wot ! Is she so wery fond on you ? " inquired Sun. 

" Fond ! " replied his father, " I can't keep her avay (rooi 
me. If I was locked up in a fire-proof chest vith a potenl 
Itiahinin, she 'd find means to get at me, Sammy." 

" Wot a thing it is, to be so sought arter! " ubeerred Sam, 
smiling. 

" I don't take no pride out on it, Sammy,'' replied Ut. 
Weller, poking the fire vehcmeutly ; " it 'a a horrid sitiirstioii. 
I 'm actiwally drove out o' house and home by it. The hroitli 
was scarcely out o' your poor mother-in-law's body, vcn vun uli) 
'oomaa sends me a pot o' jam, and another a pot o' jelly, aiui 
another brews a blessed lai^ jug o' canioniilo-t«a. vich she 
brings in vith her own bands." Mr. W«llcr pausetl with an 
aspect of intense disgust, and, looking round, added in ■ 
whisper, " They wos all widdera, Sammy, all on 'em, 'cept tbi; 
camomile-tea \-\m. as wos ii Hiiijjli' yoiiiij; Sjuly n' lifly-thrpi^" 

Sam gA\o a imiiiumI l.,..k iii ivj-lj, jiii.i ili,' ulJ ^-.'[itlrnun 
having broken an obstinate lump of coal, with a countenance 
expressive of as much earnestness and malice as if it had heai 
the head of one of the widows last mentioned, said : — 

" In short, Sammy, I feel that I ain't safe anyveres bat <a 
the box." 

" How are you safer there than anyveres else ? " intemq^ 
Sam. 

" 'Cos a coachman 's a privileged indiwidual," replied Ur. 
Weller, looking fixedly at bis son. " 'Coe a coachman may ik 
vithout suspicion wot other men may not ; 'cos a coachman nuj 
be on the w^y amlcableat terms with eighty mile o' femaio, 
and yet nobody think that he ever means to marry any tub 
among 'em. And wot other man can say the same, Sammy ? 

" Veil, there 's Bomethin' in that," said Sam. 

" If your gov'ner had been a coachman," reasoned Mr. WellMi 
"do you s'pose os that 'ere jury 'ud ever ha' conwicted lui* 
s'posin' it possible that the matter could ha' gone to ^^ 
extremity ? They dusn't ha' done it." 

" Wy not ? " said Sam, rather disparagingly. 
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'* Wy not ! " rejoined Mr. Weller ; " 'cos it 'ud ha' gone 
agin their consciences. A regular coachman 's a sort o' connectin' 
link betvixt singleness and matrimony, and every practicable 
man knows it." 

" Wot ! You mean they 're gen'ral fav'rites, and nobody 
takes adwantage on 'em, p'raps ! " said Sam. 

His father nodded. 

" How it ever come to that 'ere pass," resumed the parent 
Weller, "I can't say. Wy it is that long-stage coachmen 
possess such insiniwations, and is always looked up to — a-dored 
I may say — by ev'ry yoimg 'ooman in ev'ry town he vurks 
through, I don't know. I only know that so it is; it's a 
reg'lation of natur — a dispensary, as your poor mother-in-law 
used to say." 

" A dispensation," said Sam, correcting the old gentleman. 

*' Wery good, Samivel, a dispensation if you like it better," 
returned Mr. Weller ; " / call it a dispensary, and it 's always 
writ up so, at the places vere they gives you physic for nothin' 
in your own bottles ; that 's all." 

With these words, Mr. Weller re-filled and re-lighted his pipe, 
and once more summoning up a meditative expression of coun- 
tenance, continued as follows : — 

"Therefore, my boy, as I do not see the adwisability o' 
stoppin' here to be marrid vether I vant to or not, and as at 
the same time I do not vish to separate myself from them 
interestin' members of society altogether, I have come to the 
determination o' drivin' the Safety, and puttin' up vunce more 
at the Belle Sauvage, vich is my nat'ral-bom element, Sammy." 

"And wot's to become o' the bis'ness? " inquired Sam. 

" The bis'ness, Samivel," replied the old gentleman, " good- 
vill, stock, and fixters^ vill be sold by private contract ; and 
out o' the money, two hundred poimd, agreeable to a rekvest 
o' your mother-in-law's to me, a little afore she died, vill be 
inwested in your name in — wot do you call them things 
again ? " 

" Wot things ? " inquired Sam. 

"Them things as is always a goin' up and down in the 
City." 

" Omnibuses ? " suggested Sam. 

" Nonsense," replied Mr. Weller. " Them things as is 
alvays a fluctooatin', and gettin' theirselves inwolved somehow 

VOIi. u. 



370 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF 

nr another vith the national debt, and the cbeijuers bills, and 
all that." 

" Ob 1 the funds," »aid Sam. 

" All ! rejoined Mr, Weller, " the fun's ; two hundred pouiiJ 
o' the money ia to be inwesteil for you, Samivel, in the fun's: 
four and a half per cent, reduced counsels, Sammy." 

" Werj' kind o' the old lady to think o' me," said Sam, " and 
I 'm wery much obliged to her." 

" The rest Till be inwested in my name," continued thr eWet 
Mr. Wellej ; " and ven I 'm took otf the road, it "11 eomr to mo, 
so take care yau donH s]>eud it all at vunst, my boy, oiul mjiul 
that no ividder gets a inkliu' o' your fortun', or you 're dune." 

Having delivered this warning, Mr. Weller resumed his pips 
nnth a more serene countenance ; the dinclasure of these matters 
appearing to have eased his mind considerably, 

" Somebody 's a tappin' at the door," said Sam. 

" Let 'em tap," replieil hi." fatlier, with dignity. 

Sam acted upon the direction. There was another lap, and 
another, and then a long row of taps ; upon which Sam inquired 
why the tapper was not admitted. 

" Hush," nhiiipered Mr. WoUer. with apprehensive liu>k>^. 
" don't take no notice on 'em, Sammy, it 'a vun o' the widden, 
p'rapa." 

No notice being taken of the tapa, the imseen visiter, after 
a short lapae, ventured to open the door and peep in. It wis 
no female head that was thrust in at the partially opened door, 
but the long black locks and red face of Mr. Stiggina. Mr. 
Welter's pipe fell from his hands. 

The reverend gentleman gradually opened the door by ahnoal 
imperceptible degrees, until the aperture was just wide enough 
to admit of the passage of his lank body, when he glided into 
the room and closed it after him with great care and gentleness. 
Turning towards Sam, and raising his hands and eyes in token 
of the imspeakable Borrow with which he regarded the calami^ 
that had befallen the family, he carried the high-backed chiii 
to his old comer by the fire, and, seating himself on the very 
edge, drew forth a brown pocket-handkerchief, and applied the 
aaroe to his optica. 

While this was going forward, the elder Mr. Weller sat back 
in his chair, with his eyes wide open, his hands planted on his 
knees, and his whole countenance expressive of absorbing and 
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overwhelming astonishment. Sam sat opposite him in perfect 
silence^ waiting, with eager curiosity, for the termination of the 
scene. 

Mr. Stiggins kept the brown pocket-handkerchief before his 
eyes for some minutes, moaning decently meanwhile, and then, 
mastering his feelings by a strong effort, put it in his pocket and 
buttoned it up. After this, he stirred the fire ; after that, he 
rubbed his hands and looked at Sam. 

*'0h, my yoimg friend," said Mr. Stiggins, breaking the 
silence in a very low voice, " here 's a sorrowful affliction ! " 

Sam nodded, very slightly. 

" For the man of wrath, too ! " added Mr. Stiggins ; " it 
makes a vessel's heart bleed ! '' 

Mr. Weller was overheard by his son to murmur something 
relative to making a vessel's no^e bleed ; but Mr. Stiggins heard 
him not. 

" Do you know, young man," whispered Mr. Stiggins, draw- 
ing his chair closer to Sam, ^'whether she has left Emanuel 
anything ? " 

" Who 's he ? " inquired Sam. 

" The chapel," replied Mr. Stiggins ; " our chapel ; our fold, 
Mr. Samuel." 

" She has n't left the fold nothin', nor the shepherd nothin', 
nor the animals nothin'," said Sam decisively ; " nor the dogs 
neither." 

Mr. Stiggins looked slily at Sam ; glanced at the old gentle- 
man, who was sitting with his eyes closed, as if asleep ; and, 
drawing his chair still nearer, said : — 

" Nothing for me, Mr. Samuel ? " 

Sam shook his head. 

** I think there 's something," said Stiggins, turning as pale 
as he could turn. " Consider, Mr. Samuel ; no little token ? " 

"Not so much as the vurth o' that 'ere old umberella o' 
youm," replied Sam. 

" Perhaps," said Mr. Stiggins hesitatingly, after a few mo- 
ments' deep thought, " perhaps she recommended me to the care 
of the man of wrath, Mr. Samuel ? " 

" I think that 's wery likely, from what he said," rejoined 
Sam ; " he wos a speakin' about you, jiat now." 

" Was he, though ? " exclaimed Stiggins, brightening up. 
** Ah ! He 's changed, I dare say. We might live very com- 
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fortably together now, Mr. Samuel, eh ? I could take care of 
his property when you are away — good care, you see." 

Heaving a long-drawn sigh, Mr. Stiggins paused for a response. 
Sam nodded, and Mr. Weller the elder gave vent to an 
extraordinary sound, which, being neither a groan, nor a gnmt, 
nor a gasp, nor a growl, seemed to partake in some degree of the 
character of all four. 

Mr. Stiggins, encouraged by this sound, which he understood 
to betoken remorse or repentance, looked about him, rubbed his 
hands, wept, smiled, wept again, and then, walking softly across 
the room to a well-remembered shelf in one comer, took down a 
tumbler, and, with great deliberation, put four lumps of sugar 
in it. Having got thus far, he looked about him again, and 
sighed grievously ; with that he walked softly into the bar, and 
presently returning with the tumbler half full of pine-apple rum, 
advanced to the kettle which was singing gaily on the hob, 
mixed his grOg, stirred it, sipped it, sat down, and taking a long 
and hearty pull at the rum and water, stopped for breath. 

The elder Mr. Weller, who still continued to make various 
strange and uncouth attempts to appear asleep, offered not a 
single word during these proceedings ; but when Mr. Stiggins 
stopped for breath, he darted upon him, and, snatching the 
tumbler from liis hand, tlirew the reinaiiuler of the rum and 
water in his face, and tlie glass itself into the grate. Tlien. 
seizing the reverend gentleman tirnily by the collar, he suddenly 
fell to kicking him most furiously ; accompanying every a]>plica- 
tion of his top-lH>ots to Mr. Stiggins's person with sundry viuknt 
and incoherent anathemas upon his limbs, eyes, and Ixnly. 

*' Sammy," said ^Iv. Weller, '' put my hat on tight for me." 

Sam dutifully adjusted the hat with the long hatUmd niorv 
firmly on his father's head, and the old gentleman, resuming hi> 
kicking with greater agility than Wfore, tuml)led with Mr. 
Stiggins through the l3ar, and through the ])assiige. out at thf 
front door, and so into the street ; — the kicking continuing the 
whole way, and increasing in vehemence, rather than diminishing, 
every time the toj)-lx)ot was lifted. 

It was a beautiful and exhilarating sight to see the re«l-n*^>^l 
man writhing in Mr. Weller's grasp, and his whole fnime 
quivering with anguish as kick followed kick in mpid succession; 
it was a still more exciting spectacle to l)ehold Mr. Weller. aft^r 
a powerful struggle, immersing ^Ir. Stiggins's head in a hors^ 
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COMPBIBIlffO THX VIKAL UOT OW MB. JINOLS AHD JOB tBOTTBB; 
WITH A QBE AT MOBNIKfi OF BU8IKB88 IK GBAT*8 IHH SQUABS: 
CONCLUDmO WITH A DOUBLB KNOCK AT MB. PBBKBB'S WHUL 

WmsK Aiabella, after some geatle piepaiatkn, and ma&y 
assuiances that there was not the least oocasion for being low- 
spiritedy was at length made acquainted by Mr. Pickwick with 
the unsatisfactory result of his visit to Birmingham, she bmst 
into tears, and, sobbing aloud, lamented in moving terms that 
she should have been the unhappy cause of any estrangement 
between a father and his son. 

''My dear girl," said Mr. Pickwick kindly, ''it is no bolt 
of yours. It was impossible to foresee that the old genUeman 
would be so strongly prepossessed against his son's marriage, 
you know. I am sure," added Mr. Pickwick, glancing at her 
pretty face, " he can have very little idea of the pleasure he 
denies himself." 

" Oh, my dear Mr. Pickwick," said Arabella, " what shall we 
do, if he continues to be angry with us ? " 

" Why, wait patiently, my dear, imtil he thinks better of it,'* 
replied Mr. Pickwick cheerfully. 

" But, dear Mr. Pickwick, what is to become of Nathaniel if 
his father withdraws his assistance ? " urged Arabella. 

"In that case, my love," rejoined Mr. Pickwick, "I will 
venture to prophesy that he will find some other friend who will 
not be backward in helping him to start in the world." 

The significance of this reply was not so well disguised by 
Mr. Pickwick but that Arabella understood it. So, throwing 
her arms round his neck, and kissing him affectionately, she 
sobbed louder than before. 

"Come, come," said Mr. Pickwick, taking her hand, "we 
will wait here a few days longer, and see whether he writes or 
takes any other notice of your husband's communication. If 
not, I have thought of half a dozen plans, any one of which would 
make you happy at once. There, my dear — there ! " 
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With these words, Mr. Pickwick gently pressed Arabella's 
hand, and bade her dry her eyes, and not distress her husband. 
Upon which Arabella, who was one of the best little creatures 
alive, put her handkerchief in her reticule, and, by the time Mr. 
Winkle joined them, exhibited in full lustre the same beaming 
smiles and sparkling eyes that had originally captivated him. 

" This is a distressing predicament for these young people,'^ 
thought Mr. Pickwick, as he dressed himself next morning. " I '11 
walk up to Perker's, and consult him about the matter." 

As Mr. Pickwick was further prompted to betake himself to 
Gray's Inn Square by an anxious desire to come to a pecimiary 
settlement with the kind-hearted little attorney without further 
delay, he made a hurried breakfast, and executed his intention 
so speedily that ten o'clock had not struck when he reached 
Gray's Inn. 

It still wanted ten minutes to the hour when he had ascended 
the stair-case on which Perker's chambers were. The clerks 
had not arrived yet, and he beguiled the time by looking out of 
the stair-case window. 

The healthy light of a fine October morning made even the 
dingy old houses brighten up a little ; some of the dusty windows 
actually looking almost cheerful as the sun's rays gleamed upon 
them. Clerk after clerk hastened into the square by one or other 
of the entrances, and, looking up at the Hall clock, accelerated 
or decreased his rate of walking according to the time at whicli 
his office hours nominally commenced ; the half-past nine o'clock 
people suddenly becoming very brisk, and the ten o'clock gentle- 
men falling into a pace of most aristocratic slowness. The 
clock struck ten, and clerks poured in faster than ever, each one 
in a greater perspiration than his predecessor. The noise of 
imlocking and opening doors echoed and re-echoed on every side ; 
heads appeared as if by magic in every window ; the porters took 
up their stations for the day ; the slipshod laundresses hurried 
off ; the postman ran from house to house ; and the whole legal 
hive was in a bustle. 

" You 're early, Mr. Pickwick," said a voice behind him. 

" Ah, IVIr. Lowten," replied that gentleman, looking round, 
and recognising his old acquaintance. 

" Precious warm walking, is n't it ? " said Lowten, drawing 
a Bramah key from his pocket, with a small plug therein, to 
keep the dust out. 
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''Toa appear to feel it ao/' lejdned Mx. FSdnrid^ flBuBng 
at the derk, who waa literally led hot. 

<< I 'ye come along lather, I can tell you/' replied Iiiywtn. ^It 
went ^e half hour as I came thiooc^ tilie Pol^rgoii. Jhm. han 
hefore him, ^on^, so I don't mind." 

Comforting himself with this leflectiony Hr. Lowten eortacM 
the plug from the door-key; and having opened tfao doo^ 
re-plogged and re-pocketed his Bramah, and picked up tta 
letters which the postman had dropped thiOQg^ tfao iKnc, he 
nshered Mr. Pickwick into the office. Herei m As twin]£iig 
of an eye, he divested himself of his coa% put on a tturoaffl MS 
garment which he took out of a desk, hung up hk lialy paBBd 
forth a few sheets of cartridge and hlotting paper, in altanile 
layers, and, sticking a pen behind his ear, rubbed his hands wiiii 
an air of great satisfaction. 

'' There you see, Mr. Pickwick," he said, ^' now I 'm oomfMe. 
I 'ye got my office coat on, and my pad out^ and let him eome 
as soon as he likes. Tou have n't got a pinch of annff about 
you, have you ? " 

"No, I have not," replied Mr. Pickwick. 

"I 'm sorry for it," said Lowten. "Never mind — I'll nm 
out presently, and get a bottle of soda. Don't I look rather 
queer about the eyes, Mr. Pickwick ? " 

The individual appealed to surveyed Mr. Lowten's eyes from 
a distance, and expressed his opinion that no unusual queemess 
was perceptible in those features. 

" I 'm glad of it," said Lowten. " We were keeping it up 
pretty tolerably at the Stump last night, and I 'm rather out 
of sorts this morning. — Perker 's been about that business of 
yours, by the bye." 

" What business ? " inquired Mr. Pickwick ; " Mrs. Bardell's 
costs ? " 

" No, I don't mean that," replied Lowten. " About getting 
that customer that we paid the ten shillings in the pound to the 
bill discounter for, on your account — to get him out of the Fleet, 
you know — about getting him to Demerara." 

" Oh, Mr. Jingle," said Mr. Pickwick hastOy. "Yes. Well?" 

" Well, it 's all arranged," said Lowten, mending his pen. 
" The agent at Liverpool said he had been obliged to you manj 
times when you were in business, and he would be glad to take 
him on your recommendation." 
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" That 's well," said Mr. Pickwick. " I am delighted to 
hear it." 

" But I say," resumed Lowten, scraping the back of the pen 
preparatory to making a fresh split, ^^what a soft c)iap that 
other is ! " 

" Which other ? " 

"Why, that servant, or friend, or whatever he is — you 
know; Trotter." 

" Ah ? " said Mr. Pickwick, with a smile. " I always 
thought him the reverse." 

" Well, and so did I, from what little I saw of him," replied 
Lowten ; " it only shows how one may be deceived. What do 
you think of his going to Demerara, too ? " 

" What ! And giving up what was offered him here ! " 
exclaimed Mr. Pickwick. 

" Treating Perker's offer of eighteen bob a week, and a rise 
if he behaved himself, like dirt," replied Lowten. " He said 
he must go along with the other one, and so they persuaded 
Perker to write again, and they 've got him something on the 
same estate ; not near so good, Perker says, as a convict would 
get in New South Wales, if he appeared at his trial in a new 
suit of clothes." 

"Foolish fellow," said Mr. Pickwick, with glistening eyes. 
" Foolish fellow." 

" Oh, it 's worse than foolish ; it 's downright sneaking, you 
know," replied Lowten, nibbing the pen with a contemptuous 
face. " He says that he 's the only friend he ever had, and 
he 's attached to him, and all that. Friendship 's a very good 
thing in its way ; we are all very friendly and comfortable at 
the Stump, for instance, over our grog, where every man pays 
for himself ; but damn hurting yourself for anybody else, you 
know ! No man should have more than two attachments — 
the first, to number one, and the second to the ladies ; that 's 
what I say — ha ! ha ! " ^Ir. Lowten concluded with a loud 
laugh, half in jocularity, and half in derision, which was pre- 
maturely cut short by the sound of Perker' s footsteps on the 
stairs, at the first approach of which, he vaulted on his stool 
with an agility most remarkable, and wrote intensely. 

The greeting between Mr. Pickwick and his professional 
adviser was warm and cordial ; the client was scarcely ensconced 
in the attorney's arm-chair, however, when a knock was heard 



a78 FOBTHUMOUS PAFBB8 OV 

at the dooTi and a voioB inqniied whettier Ifir. Peiinr wu 

within. 

** Hark! " said Perker, ''that's one of our Tagafaond friends 
— - Jinf^e himselfi my dear sir. Will jrott see Mm ? '' 

** What do you think ? '' inquired Mr. Pickwiek, heatntiag. 

^' Yes, I think you had better. Here, you sir, what's yoor 
name, walk in/ will you ? " 

In complianoe with this unceremonious invitatioiiy ^agle and 
Job walked into tiie room, but, seeing Mr. Pickwick, stopped 
short in some confusion. 

** Well/' said Peiker, << don't you know that guitienm t " 

'^ Gkx)d reason to," replied Jinglci stepping farwaid. **lb. 
Pickwick — deepest obligations — life preaenrer-^made a nmi 
of me — you shall never repent it, sir." 

'' I am happy to hear you say so," said Mr. Pickwick. ** Tea 
look much better." 

^'Thanks to you, sir — great change — Majesty's Fleet — 
unwholesome place — very," said Jingle, shaking his head. He 
was decently and cleanly dressed, and so was Job, who stood bolt 
upright behind him, staring at Mr. Pickwick with a Tisiige of 
iron. 

" When do they go to Liverpool ? " inquired Mr. Pickwick, 
half aside to Perker. 

" This evening, sir, at seven o'clock," said Job, taking one 
step forward. " By the heavy coach from the City, sir." 

" Are your places taken ? " 

" They are, sir," replied Job. 

" You have fully made up your mind to go ? " 

" I have, sir," answered Job. 

^^With regard to such an outfit as was indispensable for 
Jingle," said Perker, addressing Mr. Pickwick aloud, " I have 
taken upon myself to make an arrangement for the deduction 
of a small sum from his quarterly salary, which, being made 
for only one year, and regularly remitted, will provide for that 
expense. I entirely disapprove of your doing anything for him, 
my dear sir, which is not dependent on his own exertions and 
good conduct." 

" Certainly," interposed Jingle, with great firmness. " Clear 
head — man of the world — quite right — perfectly." 

"By compounding with his creditor, releasing his clothes 
from the pawnbroker's, relieving him in prison, and paying 
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for his passage/' continued Perker, without noticing Jingle's 
observation, " you have already lost upwards of fifty pounds." 

" Not lost," said Jingle hastily. " Pay it all — stick to 
business — cash up — every farthing. Yellow fever, perhaps — 
can't help that — if not — " Here Mr. Jingle paused, and 
striking the crown of his hat with great violence passed his 
hand over his eyes, and sat down. 

" He means to say," said Job, advancing a few paces, " that 
if he is not carried off by the fever, he will pay the money 
back again. If he lives, he will, Mr. Pickwick. I will see it 
done. I know he will, sir," said Job, with energy. " I could 
undertake to swear it." 

" Well, well," said Mr. Pickwick, who had been bestowing a 
score or two of frowns upon Perker, to stop his summary of 
benefits conferred, which the little attorney obstinately disre- 
garded, " you must be careful not to play any more desperate 
cricket matches, Mr. Jingle, or to renew your acquaintance with 
Sir Thomas Blazo, and I have little doubt of your preserving 
your health." 

Mr. Jingle smiled at this sally, but looked rather foolish 
notwithstanding; so Mr. Pickwick changed the subject by 
saying : — 

" You don't happen to know, do you, what has become of 
another friend of yours — a more humble one, whom I saw at 
Rochester ? " 

** Dismal Jemmy ? " inquired Jingle. 

" Yes." 

Jingle shook his head. 

" Clever rascal — queer fellow — hoaxing genius — 'Job's 
brother." 

" Job's brother ! " exclaimed Mr. Pickwick. " Well, now I 
look at him closely, there is a likeness." 

" We were always considered like each other, sir," said Job, 
with a cunning look just lurking in the comers of his eyes, 
" only I was really of a serious nature, and he never was. He 
emigrated to America, sir, in consequence of being too much 
sought after here, to be comfortable ; and has never been heard 
of since." 

" That accounts for my not having received the ' page from 
the romance of real life,' which he promised me one morning 
when he appeared to be contemplating suicide on Rochester 



Briilge, I suppose," said Mr. Pickwick, Bmiling. •' I need not 
inquire whether bis dismal behaviour was natural or a^eiuned." 

" He could asBuine anj-thing, Hir,"' said Job. " Yon ni*y 
consider yaurself very fortunate ia having escaped him bo vmlj. 
On intimate terms he would have been even a more dangetoua 
acquaintance than — " Job looked at Jingle, hesitated, aai 
finallj added, " than — than — mjself even." 

"A hopeful family yours, Mr, Trotter," said Perker, sealing 
a letter which lie had just finished writing. 

" Yes, sir,'' replied Job. " Very much so.'' 

" Well," Kaid the little man, laughing, " I hope yoo «re 
going to disgrace it. Deliver this lett«r to the agent when yon 
rmch Liverpool, and let me advise you, gentlemen, not to he 
I'vi knowing in "il- \V,a Imtie^, If jnu Hirow aii-aj- this 
chance, you will both richly deserve to be hanged, u I mt- 
cerely troat you will be. And now yon had better leavs Mr. 
Pickwick and me alone, for we have other mfttteiB to talk otk, 
and time is predooa." As Peiler said tliis, he looked towuda 
the door, with an evident desire to render the lesve-takiiig ■■ 
brief as poeeible. 

It was brief enough on Mr. Jingle's part. He thanked tha 
little attorney in & few hurried words for the kindness and 
promptitude n'ith which he had rendered Ms assistance, and, 
turning to liis benefactor, stood fur a few seconds as if irresolute 
what to say or how to act. Job Trotter relieved his perplexity; 
for, with a humble, grateful bow to Mi. Pickwick, he took his 
friend gently by the arm, and led him away. 

" A worthy couple ! " said Perker, as the door dosed behind 
them. 

" I hope they may become so," replied Mr. Kckwick. 
" What do yon think ? Is there any chance of their permanent 
reformation ? " 

I'erker shrugged his shoulders doubtfully, but, observing Bfr. 
Pickwick's anxious and disappointed look, rejoined : — 

" Of course there is a chance. I hope it may prove a good 
one. They are unquestionably penitent now; but then, yon 
know, they have the recollection of very recent suffering fresb 
upon them. What they may become, when that fades away, ii 
a jjroblem that neither you nor I can solve. However, my 
dear sir," added Perker, laying his hand on Mr. Pickwick's 
ehoulder, "your object is equally honourable, whatever the 
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result is. Whether that species of benevolence which is so very 
cautious and long-sighted that it is seldom exercised at all^ lest 
its owner should be imposed upon, and so wounded in his self- 
love, be real charity, or a worldly counterfeit, I leave to wiser 
heads than mine to determine. But if those two fellows were 
to commit a burglary to-morrow, my opinion of this action 
would be equally high." 

With these remarks, which were delivered in a much more 
animated and earnest manner than is usual in legal gentlemen, 
Perker drew his chair to his desk, and listened to Mr. Pickwick's 
recital of old Mr. Winkle's obstinacy. 

" Give him a week," said Perker, nodding his head propheti- 
cally. 

" Do you think he will come round ? " inquired Mr. Pickwick. 

" I think he will," rejoined Perker. " If not, we must try 
the young lady's persuasion ; and that is what anybody but you 
would hlive done at first." 

Mr. Perker was taking a pinch of snuff with various grotesque 
contractions of countenance, eulogistic of the persuasive powers 
appertaining unto yoimg ladies, when the murmur of inquiry 
and answer was heard in the outer office, and Lowten tapped at 
the door. 

" Come in ! " cried the little man. 

The clerk came in, and shut the door after him, with great 
mystery. 

" Wliat 's the matter ? " inquired Perker. 

" You 're wanted, sir." 

" Who wants me ? " 

Lowten looked at Mr. Pickwick, and coughed. 

" Who wants me ? can't you speak, Mr. Lowten ? " 

"Why, sir," replied Lowten, "it's Dodson; and Fogg is 
with him." 

" Bless my life ! " said the little man, looking at his watch, 
" I appointed them to be here at half-past eleven, to settle that 
matter of yours, Pickwick. I gave them an undertaking on 
which they sent down your discharge ; it 's very awkward, my 
dear sir ; what will you do ? Would you like to step into the 
next room ? " 

The next room being the identical room in which M« "s, 
Dodson and Fogg were, Mr. Pickwick replied that he wo' 
remain where he was ; the more especially as Messrs. D< 
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and Fogg ought to be aahamed to look him in the {mb, inilMd 
of his bemg aahamed to aee them; which latter cixeiimatiiiQebe 
hegged Mr. Perker to note, wi& a glowing ooimtenanoe and 
many marks of indignation. 

" Veiy well, my dear rir, very well,'' replied Peikex^ "I 
can only say, that if you expect either Dodaon or Fogg to 
exhibit any symptom of shame or oonfuaton at having to latk 
you, or anybody else, in the &Mse, you are the moat sangniM 
man in your expectations that /ever met with. Show thrai in, 
Kr. Lowten." 

Mr. Lowten disappeared with a grin, and immediaftelj 
returned ushering in the firm, in due form of preoedenee : 
Dodson first, and Fogg afterwards. 

*^ You hare seen Mr. Pickwick, I believe ? " aaid Peiker to 
Dodson, inclining his pen in the direction where that gentleman 
was seated. 

'^ How do you do, Mr. Pickwick ?" said Dodson, in a loud voice. 

" Dear me,'' cried Fogg, " how do you do, Mr. Pickwick ? I 
hope you are well, sir. I thought I knew the face," said Fogg, 
drawing up a chair, and looking round him with a smile. 

Mr. Pickwick bent his head, very slightly, in answer to these 
salutations, and, seeing Fogg pull a bundle of papers from his 
coat pocket, rose and walked to the window. 

" There 's no occasion for Mr. Pickwick to move, Mr. Perker," 
said Fogg, imtying the red tape which encircled the little bimdle, 
and smiling again, more sweetly than before. " Mr. Pickwick 
is pretty well acquainted with these proceedings ; there are no 
secrets between us, I think. He ! he ! he ! " 

"Not many, I think," said Dodson. "Ha! ha! ha!" 
Then both the partners laughed together — pleasantly and cheer- 
fully, as men who are going to receive money often do. 

" We shall make Mr. Pickwick pay for peeping,'' said Fogg, 
with considerable native humour, as he unfolded his papers. 
" The amount of the taxed costs is one hundred and thirty-three, 
six, four, Mr. Perker." 

There was a great comparing of papers, and turning over of 
leaves, by Fogg and Perker, after this statement of profit and 
loss, during which Dodson said, in an affable manner to Mr. 
Pickwick : — 

" I don't think you are looking quite so stout as when I had 
the pleasure of seeing you last, Mr. Pickwick." 




THE PICKWICK CLUB 883 

" Possibly not, sir," replied Mr. Pickwick, who had been 
flashing forth looks of fierce indignation, without producing the 
smallest effect on either of the sharp practitioners ; " I believe I 
am not, sir. I have been persecuted and annoyed by Scoundrels 
of late, sir." 

Perker coughed violently, and asked Mr. Pickwick whether 
he would n't like to look at the morning paper ; to which inquiry 
Mr. Pickwick returned a most decided negative. 

" True," said Dodson, " I dare say you have been annoyed in 
the Fleet ; there are some odd gentry there. Whereabouts were 
your apartments, Mr. Pickwick ? " 

" My one room," replied that much-injured gentleman, " was 
on the Coffee-Room flight." 

" Oh, indeed ! " said Dodson. " I believe that it is a very 
pleasant part of the establishment." 

" Very," replied Mr. Pickwick drily. 

There was a coolness about all this which, to a gentleman of 
an excitable temperament, had, imder the circumstances, rather 
an exasperating tendency. Mr. Pickwick restrained his wrath 
by gigantic efforts ; but when Perker wrote a cheque for the 
whole amoimt, and Fogg deposited it in a small pocket-book, 
with a triumphant smile playing over his pimply features, which 
communicated itself likewise to the stem countenance of Dodson, 
he felt the blood in his cheeks tingling with indignation. 

" Now, Mr. Dodson," said Fogg, putting up the pocket-book 
and drawing on his gloves, " I am at your service." 

" Very good," said Dodson, rising ; " I am quite ready." 

" I am very happy," said Fogg, softened by the cheque, " to 
have had the pleasure of making Mr. Pickwick's acquaintance. 
I hope you don't think quite so badly of us, Mr. Pickwick, as 
when we first had the pleasure of seeing you." 

" I hope not," said Dodson, with the high tone of calumniated 
virtue. " Mr. Pickwick now knows us better, I trust ; what- 
ever your opinion of gentlemen of our profession may be, I beg 
to assure you, sir, that I bear no ill-will or vindictive feeling 
towards you for the sentiments you thought proper to express in 
our office in Freeman's Court, Comhill, on the occasion to which 
my partner has referred." 

** Oh, no, no ; nor I," said Fogg, in a most forgiving manner. 

" Our conduct, sir," said Dodson, " will speak for itself, and 
justify itself, I hope, upon every occasion. We have been in 
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" Take care, sir," said Dodson, who although he was the biggest 
man of the party had prudently intrenched himself behind Fogg, 
and was speaking over his head with a very pale face. " Let 
him assault you, Mr. Fogg ; don't return it on any account." 

" No, no, I won't return it," said Fogg, falling back a little 
more as he spoke ; to the evident relief of his partner, who, by 
these means, was gradually getting into the outer office. 

" You are," continued Mr. Pickwick, resuming the thread of 
his discourse — " you are a well-matched pair of mean, rascally, 
pettifogging robbers." 

'' Well," interposed Perker, " is that all ? " 

" It is all summed up in that," rejoined Mr. Pickwick, " they 
are mean, rascally, pettifogging robbers." 

" There ! " said Perker, in a most conciliatory tone. " My 
dear sirs, he has said all he has to say ; now pray go. Lowten, 
is that door open ? " 

Mr. Lowten, with a distant giggle, replied in the affirmative. 

" There, there — good morning — good morning — now pray, 
my dear sirs, — Mr. Lowten, the door ! " cried the little man, 
pushing Dodson and Fogg, nothing loth, out of the office, " this 
way, my dear sirs, — now pray don't prolong this — dear me — 
Mr. Lowten — the door, sir — why don't you attend ? " 

" If there 's law in England, sir," said Dodson, looking towards 
Mr. Pickwick, as he put on his hat, " you shall smart for this." 

" You are a couple of mean — " 

" Remember, sir, you pay dearly for this," said Fogg. 

" — Rascally, pettifogging robbers ! " continued Mr. Pickwick, 
taking not the least notice of the threats that were addressed to 
him. 

" Robbers ! " cried Mr. Pickwick, running to the stair-head, 
as the two attorneys descended. 

" Robbers ! " shouted Mr. Pickwick, breaking from Lowten 
and Perker, and thrusting his head out of the stair-case window. 

When Mr. Pickwick drew in his head again, his countenance 
was smiling and placid ; and, walking quietly back into the office, 
he declared that he had now removed a great weight from his 
mind, and that he felt perfectly comfortable and happy. 

Perker said nothing at all until he had emptied his snuff-box, 
and sent Lowten out to fill it, when he was seized with a fit of 
laughing, which lasted for five minutes ; at the expiration of 
which time he said that he supposed he ought to be very angry, 

voi*.n. 
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Imt lip cDulilii't think of tliG business sRriuiisly j-et — when lie 
couia. h<; wuul.l U-. 

"Well, uow," said Mr. Pickwick, "let ihl" liave a seUk-menl 
with you," 

"Of the same kind as the last?'' iuiiuired Perker, willi 
auatlmr laugh 

"Not tiuUh," re] lined Mr Picknick, drawing out hi= [wckft 
l>i k and -.liikuig tliH little man heartih by the hjiid 1 onl\ 

II in 1 ] ecnni r\ --lIII nieiit \iiu hme done ine numy act* if 
k II hi tl t I L 11 11 Mr rejiai, and ha\e no wish to for I 
p f It I 1 11 M-iti n 

U 1 1 t 1 fn iidsdiied into tome yen conifh 

] ich hUMiig been dtd^ di^pla^eil 

I 1 (.re at once dtschai^ed b) Mr 

III 1 I I -, of estteni and fripndship 

111 ) 1 l1 II 1 Li an iL I at thia point than a moat nolenl 
■Liid sUrthn;,' knuckiii^ \\a>i hcar<l at the door, it \%as not mx 
(udiiiin doubk kiiixk,, but i constant and unintemiptij succe*- 
-.1 11 f tilt Ion k-it Mn^li rap" »■» it the knocker wne eiidoweJ 
n th ti ] Lqulual motion or the perton uiilBiile had forgotten 
1 I ii( li 

Lh.li me, whit s tlut ' ' pvelaimed Perktr starting 
I ihmk. it I'j a kn nk at the dour, said Mr PiLkwick, as if 
ihiiH mul 1 'je the simllcst doubt of the fact 1 

ThL knoLkcr mil i m i( lui^ tic reph than words coal! 
Ime >iildid f 1 it I I r with bUrpneing fjrce 

ind now «ith)ut 

Dpar im ' ^1 1 1 I Iwll "we shall alarm 

tin Inn — ^rr Uwi 1 i knock " 

I 11 Hii-wer the 1 oi in ons mLiiiuil sir, riplied the clerk 
n kn cki 1 pimind to hear the ri»!j>nn>e and to a-*ert thai 
It was i| 111 miiosftibk he could wait so long It made a 
i-iii]jend 11 iipr tr 

It r. juHt JiH.iitlfui ' -inid Mr Pukw ick stopping hia ear^ 
MA' hi-te "Ml Liwttn, PerUr called out "we shall 

Mr T Mten \^iio wh wiihrng hir. hand> m a dark cljsft 
> 111 n 1 1 till 1 1 IT ind, tnrumg the handle, beheld the appear 
lUCL ^^}l■\^.h ii de>cTihe(l in the next cliapt«r 
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CHAPTER LIV 

CONTAINING SOME PARTICULARS RELATIVE TO THE DOUBLE 
KNOCK, AND OTHER MATTERS, AMONG WHICH CERTAIN INTER- 
ESTING DISCLOSURES RELATIVE TO MR. SNODGRASS AND A 
YOUNG LADY ARE BY NO MEANS IRRELEVANT TO THIS HISTORY. 

The object that presented itself to the eyes of the astonished 
clerk was a boy — a wonderfully fat boy — habited as a serving 
lad, standing upright on the mat, with his eyes closed as if in 
sleep. He had never seen such a fat boy, in or out of a travelling 
caravan ; and this, coupled with the utter calmness and repose 
of his appearance, so very different from what was reasonably to 
have been expected of the inflicter of such knocks, smote him 
with wonder. 

" What 's the matter ? " inquired the clerk. 

The extraordinary boy replied not a word ; but he nodded 
once, and seemed, to the clerk's imagination, to snore feebly. 

*' Where do you come from ? " inquired the clerk. 

The boy made no sign. He breathed heavily, but in all other 
respects was motionless. 

The clerk repeated the question thrice, and receiving no answer 
prepared to shut the door, when the boy suddenly opened his 
eyes, winked several times, sneezed once, and raised his hand as 
if to repeat the knocking. Finding the door open, he stared 
about him with astonishment, and at length fixed his eyes on 
Mr. Lowten's face. 

" What the devil do you knock in that way for ? " inquired 
the clerk angrily. 

" Which way ? " said the boy, in a slow, sleepy voice. 

" Why, like forty hackney coachmen," replied the clerk. 

" Because master said I was n*t to leave off knocking till they 
opened the door, for fear I should go to sleep," said the boy. 

" Well," said the clerk, " what message have you brought ? " 

" He *s down stairs," rejoined the boy. 

" Who ? " 
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" Master. He wante to know wbelher you're at home," 

Mr. Lowt«D bethought himself, at this juncture, of looking 
out of the window. Seeing an open carriage, with a lieattj old 
gentleman in it, looking up very onsiousljr, he Teatored to 
beckon him ; on which, the old geatloniiui jumped out diRctljr. 

" That "s your master in the carriage, I suppose ? " aid 
Lowteu. 

Tlie boy nodded. 

All further inquiriee were superseded by the appearaaoe of 
old Wanlle, who, running up stairs and just rea^nising LowteD, 
passed at once into Mr. Ferker's room. 

" Pickwick I " said the old gentleman, " your hand, mr boy ! 
Why have I never heard nntil the day before yesterday f4 roia 
suffering yourself to be cooped up in gJiol ? and why did you lei 
him do it, I'erker ? " 

"I couldn't help it, my dear sir," replied Perker, with i 
amils and « pinch of anuff; " you know how obitinftte ha ia." 

" Of course I do, of conrae I do," replied the old gmtlaiHB. 
" I am heartily glad to see him, notwithatanding: I will M3( 
bee sight of h^ >gun, in a hurty." 

With these words, Wardle shook Mr. Pickwick's hand ohm 
more, and, having done the same by Perker, threw himself inlo 
an arm-chair ; his jolly red face shining again with smiles ud 
health. 

" Well," said Wardle, " here are pretty goings on, — a pinch 
of your snufT, Perker, my boy, — never were such times, eh?" 

" ^Miat do you mean ? " inquired Mr. Pickwick. 

" Mean ! " replied Wardle, " why, I think the girls are all 
running mod; that's no news, you'll say? perhaps it 's not ; 
but it 's true, for all that." 

" You have not come up to London, of all places in lh« 
world, to tell us that, my dear sir, have you ? " inquired | 
Perker. 

" No, not altogether," replied Wardle ; " t 
main cause of my coming. How 's Arabella ? 

"Very well," replied Mr. Pickwick, "and will be delisted 
to see you, I am sure." 

"Black-eyed little jilt!" replied Wardle. "I had a gnal 
idea of marrying her myself, one of these odd days. But I u 
glad of it too, very glad." 

" How did the intell^nce reach you ? " asked Mr. PickricL 
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" Oh, it came to my girls, of course," replied Wardle. 
" Arabella wrote, the day before yesterday, to say she had made 
a stolen march vrithout her husband's father's consent, and so 
you had gone down to get it when his refusing it couldn't 
prevent the match, and all the rest of it. I thought it a very 
good time to say something serious to tny girls ; so I said what 
a dreadful thing it was that children should marry without their 
parents' consent, and so forth ; but, bless your hearts, I could n't 
make the least impression upon them. They thought it such 
a much more dreadful thing that there should have been a 
wedding without bridesmaids, that I might as well have preached 
to Joe himself." 

Here the old gentleman stopped to laugh ; and having done 
so, to his heart's content, presently resumed : — 

" But this is not the best of it, it seems. This is only half 
the love-making and plotting that have been going forward. 
We have been walking on mines for the last six months, and 
they 're sprung at last." 

" What do you mean ? " exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, turning 
pale ; "no other secret marriage, I hope ? " 

" No, no," replied old Wardle ; " not so bad as that — no." 

" What then ? " inquired Mr. Pickwick ; " am I interested 
in it ? " 

" Shall I answer that question, Perker ? " said Wardle. 

" If you don't commit yourself by doing so, my dear sir." 

" Well then, you are," said Wardle. 

" How ? " asked Mr. Pickwick anxiously. " In what way ? " 

" Really," replied Wardle, " you 're such a fiery sort of young 
fellow, that I am almost afraid to tell you; but, however, if 
Perker will sit between us to prevent mischief, I '11 venture." 

Having closed the room-door, and fortified himself with 
another application to Perker's snuflf-box, the old gentleman 
proceeded with his great disclosure in these words : — 

" The fact is, that my daughter Bella — Bella, that married 
young Trundle, you know." 

" Yes, yes, we know," said Mr. Pickwick impatiently. 

"Don't alarm me at the very beginning. My daughter 
Bella — Emily having gone to bed with a headache, after she 
had read Arabella's letter to me — sat herself down by my side 
the other evening, and began to talk over this marriage affair. 
* Well, pa,' she says, ' what do you think of it ? ' ' Why, my 
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Jejtr,' I said, ' I BUppoee it 's all vpry well ; I hop* it 's for tie 
I«st,' I answorud in thia way because I was silting bpforc the 
lire at the time, drinking my grog rather thoughtifuUy, and I 
knew my throwing in an undecided word now and then would 
ind)i«^ her to continue talking. Both my girls are pictuRS of 
their dear mother, iind as I grow old 1 like to eit with only lliem 
hy me ; for their voices and looks carry me back to the happier 
period of my life, and makp me, for the moment, ae young ai I 
used to be then, though not quit« eo light-hearted. ' It '» q\utt 
a marriage of afTection, pa,' eaid Bella, after a short ^l^cf. 
' Yea, my dear,' said I, ' but such marriages do not always tun 
out the happiest.' " 

" I question that, mind," interposed Mr. Pickwick wannly. 

" Very good," responded Wardle ; " queetion anything yon 
like when it 'a your turn to speak, but don't iuterrupt me." 

" I beg your pardon," said Mr. Pickwick. 

" Granted," replied Wardle. " ' I am sorry to hear you 
express your opinion t^ainet marriages of affection, pa,' said 
Bella, colouring a little. ' I was wrong ; I oiigttt not t^ hare 
said so, my dear, either.' eaid I, patting her cheek as kiudlv as 
a Lvu-li '-.1.! frlluw lik.' Ill- conl.! iiul il. ■ fur vcur lu.aLer's'wiM 
one, and so was yours.' ' It 's not that I meant, pa,' said Bella. 
' The fact is, pa, I wanted to speak to you about Emily,' " 

Mr. Pickwick started, 

" What 's the matter now ? " inquired Wardle, stopping in 
his narrative. 

" Nothing," replied Mr. Pickwick. "Pray go on," 

" I never could spin out a story," said Wardle abruptly. 
" It must come out, sooner or later, and it '11 save us all a gtwt 
deal of time if it comes at once. The long and the short of 
it is, then, that Bella at last mustered up courage to tell me 
that Emily was very unhappy ; that she and your young friend 
Snodgrass had been in constant con^spondence and communi- 
cation ever since last Christmas; that she had very dutifully 
made up her mind to run away with him, in laudable imitation 
of her old friend and schoolfellow ; but that having some 
compunctions of conscience on the subject, inasmuch as I had 
always been rather kindly disposed to botii of them, they had 
thought it better in the first instance to p>ay me the compliment 
of asking whether I would have any objection to their being 
married in the usual matter-of-fact manner. There, now, Ui. 
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Pickwick, if you can make it convenient to reduce your eyes to 
their usual size again, and to let me hear what you think we 
ought to do, I shall feel rather obliged to you ! " 

The testy manner in which the hearty old gentleman uttered 
this last sentence was not wholly imwarranted ; for Mr. Pick- 
wick's face had settled down into an expression of blank 
amazement and perplexity, quite curious to behold. 

" Snodgrass ! — since last Christmas ! '' were the first broken 
words that issued from the lips of the confounded gentleman. 

" Since last Christmas," replied Wardle ; " that 's plain 
enough, and very bad spectacles we must have worn not to have 
discovered it before." 

" I don't imderstand it," said Mr. Pickwick, ruminating ; " I 
really cannot understand it." 

" It 's easy enough to understand," replied the choleric old 
gentleman. " If you had been a yoimger man, you would have 
been in the secret long ago ; and besides," added Wardle, after 
a moment's hesitation, " the truth is, that, knowing nothing of 
this matter, I have rather pressed Emily, for four or five months 
past, to receive favourably (if she could ; I would never attempt 
to force a girl's inclinations) the addresses of a young gentleman 
down in our neighbourhood. I have no doubt that, girl-like, 
to enhance her own value and increase the ardour of Mr. 
Snodgrass, she has represented this matter in very glowing 
colours, and that they have both arrived at the conclusion that 
they are a terribly persecuted pair of unfortimates, and have 
no resource but clandestine matrimony or charcoal. Now the 
question is, what 's to be done ? " 

*^ What have you done ? " inquired Mr. Pickwick. 

'a ! " 

" I mean what did you do when your married daughter told 
you this ? " 

" Oh, I made a fool of myself of course," rejoined Wardle. 

"Just so," interposed Perker, who had accompanied this 
dialogue with simdry twitchings of his watch-chain, vindictive 
rubbings of his nose, and other symptoms of impatience. 
" That 's very natural ; but how ? " 

" I went into a great passion and frightened my mother into 
a fit," said Wardle. 

" That was judicious," remarked Perker ; " and what else ? " 

" I fretted and fumed all next day, and raised a great dis- 
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turbance," rejoined the old gentleman. "At Ia<»t I got tii^ of 
rendering layaeU mipleaaant aod making evprybody uvispniblp ; 
ao I hired a carriage at Muggleton, and, putting ray own hors^i 
in it, came up to town, under pretence of bringing Kniily to bc« 
Arabella." 

" Miss Wardle is with you, then ? " said Mr. Pickwick. 

" To bo sure she is," replied Wardle. " She is at Oabonie'i 
hotel in the Adelphi at this moment, imless your enterprising 
friend haa nm away with her since I c&me out this mormng." 

" You are reconciled, then ? " said Perkcr. 

" Not a bit of it," aiiBwercd "Wardle ; " ehe has been crying 
and mopin)f ever sixitx, eitcept last night, between t«a and supper, 
when she made a greJit parade of writing a letter, that I pretended 
to take no notice of." 

" You want my advice in this matter, I suppoBe ? " said Perker, 
looking from the musing face of Mr. Pickwick to the eager coun- 
tenance of Wardle, and taking several consecutive pinches of hii 
favouritfi stimulant. 

" I suppose so," said Wardle, looking at Mr. Pickwick. 

" Certainly," replied that gentleman. 

" Well, then," s:tv\ Pcik<T, risinp and puA\ui^ Iiis chair hack. 
" my advice is, that jou both walk away together, or ride away, 
or get away by some means or other, for I 'm tired of you, and 
just talk this matter over between you. If you have not settled 
it by the next time I see you, I '11 tell you what to do." 

" This is satisfactory," said Wardle, hardly knowing whether 
to smile or be offended. 

" Pooh, pooh, my dear sir," returned Perker ; " I know you 
both a great deal better than you know yourselves. You havs 
settled it already, to all intents and purposes." 

Thus expressing himself, the little gentleman poked his snuff- 
box first into the chest of Mr. Pickwick, and then into the 
waistcoat of Mr. Wardle ; upon which they all three laughed, 
but especially the two last-named gentlemen, who at once shook 
hands ^ain, without any obvious or partiicular reason. 

" You dine with me to-day," said Wardle to Perker, as he 
showed them out. 

" Can't promise, my dear sir — can't promise," replied Perker. 
" I '11 look in, in the evening, at all events." 

" I shall expect you at five," said Wardla " Now, Joe ! " 
And Joe having been at length awakened, the two friends 
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departed in Mr. Wardle's carriage, which in common humanity 
had a dickey behind for the fat boy, who, if there had been a 
foot-board instead, would have rolled off and killed himfiel!, in 
hifi very first nap. 

Driving to the Greorge and Vulture, they found that Arabella 
and her maid had sent for a hackney-coach immediately on the 
receipt of a short note from Emily announcing her arrival in 
town, and had proceeded straight to the Adelphi. As Wardle 
had business to transact in the city, they sent the carriage and 
the fat boy to his hotel, with the information that he and Mr. 
Pickwick would return together to dinner at five o'clock. 

Charged with this message, the fat boy returned, slumbering 
as peaceably in his dickey, over the stones, as if it had been a 
down bed on watch-springs. By some extraordinary miracle he 
awoke of his own accord when the coach stopped, and, giving 
himself a good shake to stir up his faculties, went up stairs to 
execute his commission. 

Now, whether the shake had jumbled the fat boy's facul- 
ties together, instead of arranging them in proper order, or had 
roused such a quantity of new ideas within him as to render 
him oblivious of ordinary forms and ceremonies, or (which is 
also possible) had proved unsuccessful in preventing his falling 
asleep as he ascended the stairs, it is an imdoubted fact that 
he walked into the sitting-room without previously knocking at 
the door, and so beheld a gentleman with his arm clasping his 
young mistress's waist, sitting very lovingly by her side on 
a sofa, while Arabella and her pretty hand-maid feigned to be 
absorbed in looking out of a window at the other end of the 
room. At sight of this phenomenon the fat boy uttered an 
interjection, the ladies a scream, and the gentleman an oath, 
almost simultaneously. 

" Wretched creature, what do you want here ? " said the 
gentleman, who it is needless to say was Mr. Snodgrass. 

To this the fat boy, considerably terrified, briefly responded, 
" Missis." 

" What do you want me for ? " inquired Emily, turning her 
head aside, " you stupid creature ! " 

" Master and Mr. Pickwick is a going to dine here at five," 
replied the fat boy. 

^' Leave the room," said Mr. Snodgrass, glaring upon the 
bewildered youth. 
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■' Xn, iLo, 110," added Emily hastily. " Btlla. dc-ar, wIvim: 

Upon tills, Eitiily and Mr. Snodgras*, and Aral*lU and Mm, 
crowdi'il iitlo 11 rnTTK-r, imd uoiivpi-scd cHrnpstly in wliiupeni fif 
Btrnit' miiiuti-s, during wlik-h the fftt Iwy dowiL 

••.I'll-," Slid Araln-lla hI lotigth, Iwiking round with a iiii»l 
Ixtivilplimy Biriile. " how do you do, Joe ? "' 

"Jije." said KQiily, "you're a very good hoy; I won't 
(oiSia ywi. .Ii..'." 

" doe,'^ Miid Ht. Sninlgnis?, advoDcing to the Astonislii-d 
yniilli, and M'iiiiiig his hand. "I didn't know you lefore. 
Tliriv 's Hv shillius^ tot you, Jw ! " 

■■ I 'II im-i'viiii tivi'.'roc," wild AralielU, " for old acfjuaiiitaDn' 
mVv. you klmW ; "' and niiothir niost captivating »niil« w»» 
hcftowed u|iiiii the ciir(iiili'nl iutriidpr. 

Tlif fut l">,v'it iu-icrpti(in 'w'ing bIhw, he looked rathrr pufllnl 
a1 Km lir .icniuiit fur lliis Hwhieii [in'jjnssfssiou in lii* favwa. 
:i]id 'tjiri"! iilioiit him iu n v»ry alarming mniin«. At lenglL 
hi.- hnmil (iii'f tii-gaii (" ~!^'■'^■ -vtip!ritii>; of a grin of ptopi't- 
(imijitclv lirom! diimn : ■ i'li i.. lliniKtiiig half a rniwn 

iiil.i r.;ii'li of hi.^ poi'ls'' ■■! ■ !■■■■! ml «Tisl after it. he hotsi 
into a lioMi laugh. i"M-- t"i I 111' lii-l and only tinm in lik 
I'XiMfiiPi', 

■'• Ho imdiratuiHlK UM, T we," mA Atitbclla. 

'■ Ify iiiidhi'iti'f hiivi'sonif thins to fat. irami-diat'?lv."rpm.vV*! 
KtsiIv. 

riu iMi l,ny ;diiio:^t hii.-lird iiK-ii" "li-'ii S"> heard thi- -ti- 
;;i-ii.iti. M.ov. iiHcr ii liltlc nioiv wlii>]iiTing. trippi'd fiTlli 

1 iMi ^..iM.^ I., aiii.' Willi y.in to-,!,iy, sir, if you have r.' 

■ l-:u- >-.■.,■■ .;,M liu' f^il 1k-v ,.,i^;fvly. " Tin- re is such s 

'V-!, 'l,.-. -^.tK. -Ii.- f.it h..y h-d thf way down t^laits; hi^ 

..,.!'■ . ■ -i-.r, ■.l..Il^ .1111.^ nil 111.- HMiI.T> and aii-.-rii..- .J 
1!,. . I,.' .1- r-Mo.l-. ,- -li.. |-,.ll.nv,.,l liini 1.. Ihi' iMtini;-n"Uii. 

I h, :,■ V. ,- tL- „,.■.,! M.- nf wl,j,-)i ll,i' voulli h^id ^|„,k,.n - 
i..|,ir_ix; ..n.l ll,..|.. u.'i.'. m. .,■<■, ,v,T, a >t,-:,k. and u di-h -f 
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' BOid the fat boy, in r toue nf strong feeling, " 
e should have i^njuyed ouraelves al meals, if you hwl been '. ' 

" I luiglil come here wunetimeB, perhaps, to ae« you," wuil 
Mary, plaiting the table-cloth in assumed coyness, "if jou 
woulil Jo mo a favour." 

The fat boy looked from the pi«-<lish to the steak, ae if be 
thniight a favour must be in a manner connected with eometiuni; 
to out ; oud then took out one of the half-crowns and glanced at 
it nervously. 

" IXin't you understand me ? " said Mary, looking sliljr io 
his fat face. 

Agaiu he looked at the half-crown, and aaid faintly, "Se." 

'■ The Indies want you not to say anything to the old gentle 
ii\v\nt the ytnin^ ^cctlemari havinj; (>fen ujt f-taira ; and I 
want you too." 

" Ib that all ! " eaid the fat boy, evidently vei; moch nlieTed 
as he pocketed the half-crown again. " Of eonno I ain't a , 
going to." 

" Yon see," said Maij, " Mr. Snodgius ia vei; fond ot Hin 
Emily, and Miss Emily 's very fond of him, and if jon were to 
tell about it, the old gentleman would carry you all away, miles 
into the country, wliere you 'd see nobody." 

" No, no, I won't tell," said the fat boy stoutly. 

" That '3 a dear,'' said Mary. " How it 's time I went up 
stairs, and got my lady ready for dinner." 

" Don't go yet,'' urged the fat hoy. 

" I must," replied Mary. " Good-bye, for the present." 

The fat hoy, with elephantine playfulness, stretched out his 
arms to ravish a kiss; hut as it required no great agility lo 
elude liim, his fair enslaver had vanished before he closed them 
again ; upon which the apathetic youth ate a pound or so of 
steak, witii a sentimental countenance, and fell fast asleep. 

There was so much to say up staire, and there were so many 
plans to concert for elopement and matrimony in the event of 
old Waitlle continuing to be cruel, that it wanted only half an 
hour of dinner wlien Air. Snodgrass took his final adieu. The 
ladies ran to Emily's bedroom to dress, and the lover, taking up 
his hat, walked out of the room. He had scarcely got outside 
the door, when he heard Wardle'a voice talking loudly ; and, 
looking over the banistors, beheld him, followed by some other 
gentlemen, coming straight up stairs. Knowii^ nothing of the 
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house, Mr. Snodgrass, in his confusion, stepped hastily back 
into the room he had just quitted, and, passing from thence into 
an inner apartment (Mr. Wardle's bed-chamber), closed the door 
softly, just as the persons he had caught a glimpse of entered 
the sitting-room. These were Mr. Wardle, and Mr. Pickwick, 
Mr. Nathaniel Winkle, and Mr. Benjamin Allen, whom he had 
no difficulty in recognising by their voices. 

" Very lucky I had the presence of mind to avoid them," 
thought Mr. Snodgrass with a smile, and walking on tiptoe to 
another door near the bedside ; " this opens into the same 
passage, and I can walk, quietly and comfortably, away." 

There was only one obstacle to his walking quietly and com- 
fortably away, which was, that the door was locked and the key 
gone. 

'^ Let us have some of your best wine to-day, waiter," said 
old Wardle, rubbing his hands. 

" You shall have some of the very best, sir," replied the 
waiter. 

" Let the ladies know we have come in." 

" Yes, sir." 

Devoutly and ardently did Mr. Snodgrass wish that the ladies 
could know he had come in. He ventured once to whisper 
" Waiter ! " through the keyhole, but as the probability of 
the wrong waiter coming to his relief flashed upon his mind, 
together with a sense of the strong resemblance between his own 
situation and that in which another gentleman had been recently 
found in a neighbouring hotel (an account of whose misfortunes 
bad appeared under the head of " Police " in that morning's 
paper), he sat himself on a portmanteau, and trembled violently. 

" We won't wait a nunute for Perker," said Wardle, looking 
at hifi watch ; " he is always exact. He will be here, in time, 
if he means to come ;* and if he does not, it 's of no use waiting. 
Ha! Arabella." 

" My sister ! " exclaimed Mr. Benjamin Allen, folding her in 
a moet romantic embrace. 

" Oh, Ben, dear, how you do smell of tobacco," said Arabella, 
rather overcome by this mark of affection. 

" Do I ? " said Mr. Benjamin Allen. " Do I, BeUa ? Well, 
perhaps I do." 

Perhaps he did ; having just left a pleasant little smoking- 
party of twelve medical students, in a small back parlour with a 
large fire. 
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"But I am delighted to see you," said Mi. Ben Allen. 
:!]caa you, Bella." 

" There," said Aralielln, bending forward to kiss her brother ; 
" dou't take bold of mo again, Ben dear, beoauew you tomhb 



I'' 

^^H me 

^^H At this point of the reconciliation, Mr. Ben Allen allowed 

^^^H bin feelings and the cigars and priH«r to overcome bim, and 

^^^B looked round upon the beholders with damp fpectaclea. 

^^H " la nothing U^ be said to me ? " ctifid Wardle with o[ien 

^^F arms. 

I "A great deal," whispered Arabella, as she receivrrd the old 

gentleman's hearty caress and congratulation. " You art a hard- 
hearted, unfeeling, cruel, monst«r ! " 

" You are a little i-ebel," replied Wardle, in the same tone; 
" Olid I am afraid I shall be obliged to forbid you the house. 
People like you. who get married in apite of everyliody, ought 
not to be let loose on society. But come ! " added the old 
gentleman aloud, '' here 'a the dinner ; you shall sit by me. 
Joe ; why, damn the boy, he 'a awake ! " 

To the great dietrese of hia loa^i, the fat boy waa md«ed in 
a state of remarkable vigilance ; his eyea being wide open, and 
looking aa if they intended to remain bo. There was an alacrity 
in his manner, too, which was equally unaccountable ; every 
time his eyes met those of Emily or Arabella, be smirked and 
grinned j and once Wardle could have awoni he saw him wink. 
This alteration in the fat boy's demeanour originated in his 
increased sense of his own importance, and the dignity he 
acquired from having been taken into the confidence of the 
young ladies ; and the smirks and grins and winks u'erc so 
many condescending assurances that they might depend upon his 
fidelity. Aa these tokens were rather calculated to awaken 
suspicion than allay it, and were somewhat embarrassing besides, 
tbey were occasionally answered by a frown or shake of the 
head from Arabella, which the fat boy, considering as hints to 
be on his guard, expressed bia perfect understanding of by 
smirking, grinning, and winking, with redoubled assiduity. 

" Joe," said Mr. Wardle, after on unsuccessful search in all 
his pockets, " is my snuff-lwx on the sofa ? " 
" No, air," replied the fat boy. 

" Oh, I recollect; I left it on my dressing-table this morn- 
ing," said Wardle. " Run into the next room and fetch it.'' 
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The fat boy went into the next room; and, having been 
absent about a minute, returned with the snuif-box, and the 
palest face that ever a fat boy wore. 

" What 's the matter with the boy ! " exclaimed Wardle. 

" Nothen 's the matter with me," replied Joe nervously. 

" Have you been seeing any spirits ? " inquired the old 
gentleman. 

" Or taking any ? " added Ben Allen. 

" I think you 're right," whispered Wardle across the table. 
" He is intoxicated, I 'm sure." 

Ben Allen replied that he thought he was; and as that 
gentleman had seen a vast deal of the disease in question, 
Wardle was confirmed in an impression which had been hover- 
ing about his mind for half an hour, and at once arrived at the 
conclusion that the fat boy was drunk. 

" Just keep your eye upon him for a few minutes," murmured 
Wardle. " We shall soon find out whether he is or not." 

The unfortunate youth had only interchanged a dozen words 
with Mr. Snodgrass; that gentleman having implored him to 
make a private appeal to some friend to release him, and then 
pushed him out with the snuff-box, lest his prolonged absence 
should lead to a discovery. He ruminated a little with a most 
disturbed expression of face, and left the room in search of Mary. 

But Mary had gone home, after dressing her mistress, and 
the fat boy came back again, more disturbed than before. 

Wardle and Mr. Ben Allen exchanged glances. 

" Joe ! " said Wardle. 

" Yes, sir." 

" What did you go away for ? " 

The fat boy looked hopelessly in the face of everybody at 
table, and stammered out, that he did n't know. 

" Oh," said Wardle, " you don't know, eh ? Take this 
cheese to Mr. Pickwick." 

Now Mr. Pickwick, being in the very best health and spirits, 
had been making himself perfectly delightful all dinner-time, 
and was at this moment engaged in an energetic conversation 
with Emily and Mr. Winkle ; bowing his head, courteously, in 
the emphasis of his discourse, gently waving his left hand to 
lend force to his observations, and all glowing with placid smiles. 
He took a piece of cheese from the plate, and was on the point 
of turning round to renew the conversation, when the fat boy. 
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alooping so aa to bring liia head on a level with that of Mt. 
Pickwick, pointed with his thumb over his shoulder, and iiuwIf 
tho moat horrible »nd hideous face that was ever se«n out uf a 
Christmas pantoiuinio. ' 

•' Dear me ! " said Sir. Pickwick, starting, " what a very — 
eh ? " He stopped, for the fat boy luul drawn himself up, uid 
was, or pretended to Ik, fast asleep. 

" What 'a the matter ? " inquired Wardle. 

" This is such an extrHmely angular lad ! " replied Mr. Rck- 
wick, looking uneasily at tho boy. " It eeemi> an odd thing U> 
aay, but, upon my word, I am afraid that, at times, he i» a lillle 
deranged," 

"Oh! Mr. Pickwick, pray don't soy eo," cried Emily and 
Araliella, both at once. 

" I am not certain, of course." said Mr. Pickwick, amidst 
profound silence and looks of general dismay ; " but his manner 
to me this moment woe renlly very alarming. Oh ! " ejaculated 
Mr. Pickwick, suddenly jumping up with a short scream. " I 
beg your pardon, ladies, but at that moment he ran some fihsrp 
instrument into my leg. Really, he is not sate,'" 

" He 'b drunk," roared old Wardle passionately. *' Ring tbe 
bell ! Call the waiters ! He 's drunk." 

" I ain't," said the fat boy, falling on his knees as his master 
seized him by the collar. " I ain't drunk." 

" Then you 're mad — that 's woi-se. Call the waiters," said 
the old gentleman. 

" I ain't mad ; I 'm sensible," rejoined the fat boy, b^inning 

" Then, what the devil do you run sharp instruments into Mr. 
Pickwick's legs for ? " inquired Wardle angrily. 

" He would n't look at me," replied the boy. " I wanted to 
speak to him." 

" What did you want to say ? " asked half a dozen voicM it 

The fat boy gasped, looked at the bedroom door, gasped 
again, and wiped two tears away with the knuckle of each of hit 
fore- fingers, 

" What did you want to say ? " demanded Wardle, shaking 

" Stop ! " said Mr. Pickwick ; " allow me. What did jo" j 
wish to communicate to me, my poor boy ? " j 
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" I want to whisper to you," replied the fat boy. 

"You want to bite his ear off, I suppose," said Wardle. 
*^ Don't come near him ; he 's vicious ; ring the bell, and let 
him be taken down stairs." 

Just as Mr. Winkle caught the bell-rope in his hand, it was 
arrested by a general expression of astonishment ; the captive 
lover, his face burning with confusion, suddenly walked in from 
the bedroom, and made a comprehensive bow to the company. 

" Hallo ! " cried Wardle, releasing the fat boy's collar, and 
staggering back, " what 's this ? " 

" I have been concealed in the next room, sir, since you 
returned," explained Mr. Snodgrass. 

" Emily, my girl," said Wardle reproachfully, " I detest 
meanness and deceit ; this is unjustifiable and indelicate in the 
highest degree. I don't deserve this, at your hands, Emily, 
indeed." 

" Dear papa," said Emily, " Arabella knows — everybody here 
knows ; Joe knows — that I was no party to this concealment. 
Augustus, for Heaven's sake, explain it ! " 

Mr. Snodgrass, who had only waited for a hearing, at once 
recounted how he had been placed in his then distressing pre- 
dicament ; how the fear of giving rise to domestic dissensions 
had alone prompted him to avoid Mr. Wardle on his entrance ; 
and how he merely meant to depart by another door, but, finding 
it locked, had been compelled to stay against his will. It was 
a painful situation to be placed in ; but he now regretted it the 
less, inasmuch as it afibrded him an opportimity of acknowledg- 
ing, before their mutual friends, that he loved Mr. Wardle's 
daughter, deeply and sincerely ; that he was proud to avow that 
the feeling was mutual, and that if thousands of miles were placed 
between them, or oceans rolled their waters, he could never for 
an instant forget these happy days, when first — and so on. 

Having delivered himself to this effect, Mr. Snodgrass bowed 
again, looked into the crown of his hat, and stepped towards the 
door. 

" Stop ! " shouted Wardle. " ^^y, in the name of all 
that 's — " 

" Inflammable," mildly suggested Mr. Pickwick, who thought 
something worse was coming. 

" Well — that 's infiammable," said Wardle, adopting the sub- 
stitnte ; " could n't you say all this to me in the first instance ? " 

VOL. II. 
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" Or ronfide in me ? " addinl Mr. I'lckwicl:. 

" Dear, ili^ar," said Arabella, ukin)^ up tbe defence, " wtstt i^ 
the ii«^ of udkiii}; all that uow. e*pecially when you kui>v yon 
hod set your covetous cild lieort on a richer son-in-law, uul an 
so wild and fierce beside* that ererybody ia afraid of yuu except 
Rii>, Shake hands with him, and order liini sotue dtmufr. for 
goodness gracious sake, for he looks half starred ; and pray have 
your wine up at once, for you '11 not be tdlerahle until yuu have 
taken two huttltiB at least." 

The worthy old (^tl>-man pulled Arabella's c«r, kissed hM 
without the smallest scruple, lc^«ed hi» daughttrr nkn with gtval 
atfectiou. and shook Mr. ^nodgraas warnUy hy the hand. 

" She is right on one point at all event«," said the old 
gentleman cheerfully. " Ring for the wine ! " 

The wine caue, and Perker caine up etuirs at thi.' eainc moment. 
Mr. Snuilgrass had dinner at a side table, and, when he had 
despatched it, drew his chair nest Emily, without the BnuUatf 
opposition on the old nientleman'a part. 

The evening was excellent. Little Mt. Perker cam» out 
wonderfully, told vurioua comic stories, and sans a seriouA H>n^. 

charming, Mr. Wardle very jovial, Mr. Pickwick very harmonious, 
Mr, Ben Allen very uproarious, the lovers very sileot, Mr 
Winkle very talkative, and all of them very happy. 
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CHAPTER LV 

MR. SOLOMON PELL, ASSISTED BY A SELECT COMMITTEE OF 
COACHMEN, ARRANGES THE AFFAIRS OF THE ELDER MR. 

'n K L LIl K» 

" Samivel," said Mr. Weller, accosting his son on the morn- 
ing after the funeral, " I 've found it, Sammy. I thought it 
wos there." 

" Thought wot wos were ? " inquired Sam. 

" Your mother-in-law's vill, Sammy," replied Mr. Weller. 
** In wirtue o' vich them arrangements is to be made as I told 
you on last night, respectin' the fim's." 

" Wot, did n't she tell you were it wos ? " inquired Sam. 

" Not a bit on it, Sammy," replied Mr. Weller. " We wos 
a adjestin' our little differences, and I wos a cheerin' her spirits 
and bearin' her up, so that I forgot to ask anythin' about it. I 
don't know as I should ha' done it, indeed, if I had remembered 
it," added Mr. Weller, " for it 's a rum sort o' thing, Sammy, to 
go a hankerin' arter anybody's property, ven you 're assistin' 'em 
in illness. It 's like helpin' an outside passenger up ven he 's 
been pitched off a coach, and puttin' your hand in his pocket 
vile you ask him vith a sigh how he finds his-self, Sammy." 

With this figurative illustration of his meaning, Mr. Weller 
unclasped his pocket-book, and drew forth a dirty sheet of letter 
paper, on which were inscribed various characters crowded 
together in remarkable confusion. 

" This here is the dockyment, Sammy," said Mr. Weller. " I 
found it in the little black teapot, on the top shelf o' the bar 
closet. She used to keep bank-notes there afore she vos married, 
Samivel. I 've seen her take the lid off to pay a bill many and 
many a time. Poor creetur, she might ha' filled all the teapots 
in the house vith vills, and not have inconwenienced herself 
neither, for she took wery little of anythin' in that vay lately, 
'cept on the Temperance nights, ven they just laid a foundation 
o' tea to put the spirits a-top on ! " 



104 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS O? ^^H 

■■ Wlii.l 1I1.PS it «!iy :■ " iiuiiiireil Sam. ^J 

■' .lint viit. I tulil you, my Imy," rejoined hia paKmt. "fwo 
liuTiilri'd ]ioiiiiils viirlh o' reduced ciunscU to my soi4-iii-laii . 
Siimivc'l, mill (ill tlie re.*t a' my pro^wrty, uf <?v'ry kind (wl 
di'siTiiil ion votsDi'VDi', Iti uiy Imsbuid. Mr. Tuny Veller, who I 
ajijiint as my auln (igpeltittfT." 

" That 's all, ie it? " said Sam. 

"Tiiat's all," rpjilied Mr. WiIUt, "And 1 ^'\h.<^- as if » 
all riyht and snlinfiictory to ynii itnd mi% as is tho <iiily i«Hii*. 
intiii'slHl, vi- nmy a.< vili i>iiL this liil 11' jmper into tlit- flw." 

■' \\'<'i lire ymt a dnin' 011. ymi lunatic ? '" snid Sum, gnalchiti^ 
the iiajit'i- iifl'iiy, us ItiB jiaii-iit. in ull innoi-ence, stirnil Ihe tin' 
liri'linral'iry to Biiitiiij^ tiio nt'tiiin t« tlie word. " You 're .i iinv 
t'HH/i-kii''r. \<m atf." 

" Vy iiiit'.'" inijiiiiw! Mr. Wt-ller. looking atemly ruuuJ, 
witli thr j.iik-T in his hand. 

" \'y 1111I 1 '■ I'Xcliiimeil Sum, — '■ 'cos it imisri. be proved. tuH 
l.n ilj.il id. .iiid liwnvi- 111, ami all manniT o' fnnnalitics." 

■■ \i.u ilnii'l uifiin tlmf.'*' said Mr. Wdlrr, laying down thu 
IKiki-r. 

Slim ImUniii'd II11' will iinrcfidly in a sidf iiiK^kt>l, iiitiitiAlin^ 
liv :i look. iiii-aii\v)iili<, tliiil lie did mean it. lUid very ^rioualy 

(on. 

"Tlu'ii 1 ■lllpll yrni wliatit is." said Mr. Weller, aftera sliiirt 

ui"ililTili(iti. " IhJH is 11 M;.c fur that Vre contiiiciiliHl ]m1 o* tlie 
t'|!aiLi.Til.irs!)ii.*-. I'l'll i.iiisl luiiV iiilnthia, Sammy. He'slW 
nnii f..i a ililliriill .,iii'sIi..TL :il hiw. \'i- "ll liave llii.-; here bn»iphl 
al'oiv 111.' SmIv.'iiI CniiH .iiri'rtlv, Sni.iiv.d." 

■■ I iiivii ili.l >.■,. Mi,li ,1 .■i.ldh-lu'ad.-d „ld iwtnr ! " rNclainiivl 
,-.,i„ iiiiinl.lv. -Old liailivsand .^^.Ivr-iit Cniirls. and allevhi^. 
„u,i ,r,^ ~|„,„. „-^miminn Mvaysa nmni./ tluMiij-h hisbram! 
,'i,ii .i Iriiiri ^ci v.iur i>iH-ii'-di"ir fliithPS on, and conio to lown 
,:.n,r :lij- in-iM-..-.'. ili^.n .l:md a [iivndiiir tiici-c, aUiut wot you 

■■'y.y J i. S;ii,iiiiv,"' iv|,H,.d Mr. W.'lliT. "fmqail.- 

■1-1.. mM.. ■,, iiiMliii,- i-'.ill Inxpi'dilc l.iiMii..^^. Sammy. Hat 

■■ I .l.-n'l 'v.,„l -iinl-lv ,.].,..■■ r,.,,li,.,l Sam. " Xoiv. arf y>.!i 
■■ \Viilu 1,1. nil. S,ii,iiiv."ivi.|i.d Mr. WVIKt. wlio. having tir,! 
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his shawl with the aid of a small glass that hung in the window, 
was now, by dint' of the most wonderful exertions, struggling 
into his upper garments. " Vait a minit, Sammy ; ven you grow 
as old as your father, you von't get into your veskit quite as 
easy as you do now, my boy/' 

" If I could n't get into it etvsier than that, I 'm blessed if I 'd 
vear vun at all," rejoined his son. 

" You think so now," said Mr. Weller, with the gravity of 
age, " but you '11 find that as you get vider, you '11 get viser. 
Vidth and visdom, Sammy, alvays grows together." 

As Mr. Weller delivered this infallible maxim — the result 
of many years' personal experience and observation — he con- 
trived, by a dexterous twist of his body, to get the bottom button 
of his coat to perform its office. Having paused a few seconds 
to recover breath, he brushed his hat with his elbow, and declared 
himself ready. 

" As four heads is better than two, Sammy," said Mr. Weller, 
as they drove along the London Road in the chaise cart, ^^ and 
as all this here property is a wery great temptation to a legal 
gen'lm'n, ve '11 take a couple o' friends o' mine vith us, as '11 be 
wery soon down upon him if he comes anythin' irreg'lar ; two 
o' them as saw you to the Fleet that day. They 're the wery 
best judges," added Mr. Weller in a half whisper, " the wery 
best judges of a horse you ever knowed." 

" And of a lawyer, too ? " inquired Sam. 

'^ The man as can form a ackerate judgment of a animal can 
form a ackerate judgment of anythin'," replied his father, so 
dogmatically, that Sam did not attempt to controvert the position. 

In pursuance of this notable resolution, the services of the 
mottle-faced gentleman and of two other very fat coachmen — 
selected by Mr. Weller, probably with a view to their width 
and consequent wisdom — were put into requisition ; and this 
assistance having been secured, the party proceeded to the public- 
house in Portugal Street, whence a messenger was despatched 
to the Insolvent Court over the way, requiring Mr. Solomon 
Pell's immediate attendance. 

The messenger fortunately found Mr. Solomon Pell in court, 
regaling himself, business being rather slack, with a cold collation 
of an Abemethy biscuit and a saveloy. The message was no 
sooner whispered in his ear than he thrust them in his pocket 
among various professional documents, and hurried over the 
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viay with such alacrily, that he reached tUv fiMrlnur bcfnm thf 
jaesaeuget had even emaneipat«l himself from Iho ouuri. 

" Gentlemen,"' s&id Mr. I'ell, t'^uching hU hiU, " lay Gcrriop 
bi you all. I rlon't stty it l« flatter you, gentlemen, but there 
ue not five other meu iu the world that I 'd hare come out oi 
that court for to-day." 

•' So busy, eh ? " saiil Sam. 

■' Iiu«y ! " replied Pell ; " I 'm completely fuva up, as my 
friend the late Lord Chancellor Diany a time used to eay to ma, 
gentlemen, when he came out from hearing appeals iti the HoBw 
of Lords. Poor fellow ! he was very ausceptiWe of fatigue ; te 
naed U> feel those ap[ieals uncommonly. I actually tltoa^t 
more than once that he 'd have ttiiuk \mder 'em ; I did indeed.'' 

Here Mr. Pell shook his head, and pavised ; on which, tb« 
elder Mr. Weller, nudging hhi ne^hbonr, as begging him to uaik 
the attorney's high connexions, a^kod whether the dotJiM in 
question produced any permanent ill effects on the coDstitulioD 
of his noble friend. 

" I don't think he ever quite recovered them," replied Pell; 
"in fact, I 'm sure he never did. ' Pell,' he used to sav to me 

do, is a mystery to me.' — ' Well,' I used to answer, ' / h&tdly 
know how I do it, upon my life.' — 'Pell,' he'd add, sighing, 
and looking at me with a little envy, — friendly envy, you know, 
gentlemen, mere friendly envy; I never minded it, — 'Pell, 
you 're a wonder ; a wonder,' Ah ! you 'd have liked him very 
much if you had known him, gentlemen. Bring me three 
penn'orth of rum, my dear." 

Addressing this latter remark to the vraitress in a tone of 
subdued grief, Mr. Pell sighed, looked at his shoes, and the 
ceiling ; and the rum having by that time arrived, drunk it up. 

"However," said Pell, drawing a chair to the table, "'a 
professional man has no right to think of Ms privat« friendships 
when his legal assistance is wanted. By the bye, gentlemen, 
since I saw you here before, we have had to weep over a very 
melancholy occurrence." 

Mr. Pell drew out a pocket-handkerchief when he came to 
the word weep, but he made no further use of it than to wipe 
away a slight tinge of rum which hung upon his upper Up. 

" I saw il in the Advertiser, Mr, Weller," continued PeU. 
"Bless my soul, not more than fifty-two! dear me— only 
think." 
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These indications of a musing spirit were addressed to the 
mottle-faced man, whose eyes Mr. Pell had accidentally caught ; 
on which, the mottle-faced man, whose apprehension of matters 
in general was of a foggy nature, moved uneasily in his seat, 
and opined that indeed, so far as that went, there was no saying 
how things was hrought about; which observation, involving 
one of those subtle propositions which it is difficult to encounter 
in argument, was controverted by nobody. 

" I have heard it remarked that she was a very fine woman ,^ 
Mr. Weller," said Pell, in a sympathising manner. 

" Yes, sir, she wos," replied the elder Mr. Weller, not much 
relishing this mode of discussing the subject, and yet thinking 
that the attorney, from his long intimacy with the late Lord 
Chancellor, must know best on all matters of polite breeding. 
" She wos a wery fine 'ooman, sir, ven I first knowed her. She 
wos a widder, sir, at that time." 

" Now, it 's curious," said Pell, looking round with a sorrowful 
smile ; " Mrs. Pell was a widow." 

" That 's very extraordinary," said the mottle-faced man. 

" Well, it is a curious coincidence," said Pell. 

** Not at all," gruffly remarked the elder Mr. Weller. " More 
widders is married than single wimin." 

" Very good, very good," said Pell ; " you 're quite right, 
Mr. Weller. Mrs. Pell was a very elegant and accomplished 
woman ; her manners were the theme of universal admiration 
in our neighbourhood. I was proud to see that woman dance ; 
there was something so firm and dignified, and yet natural, in 
her motion. Her cutting, gentlemen, was simplicity itself — 
Ah ! well, well ! Excuse my asking the question, Mr. Samuel," 
continued the attorney in a lower voice, " was your mother-in- 
law tall ? " 

" Not wery," replied Sam. 

" Mrs. Pell was a tall figure," said Pell, " a splendid woman, 
with a noble shape, and a nose, gentlemen, formed to command 
and be majestic. She was very much attached to me, — very 
much, — highly connected, too ; her mother's brother, gentlemen, 
failed for eight hundred pound, as a Law Stationer." 

"Veil," said Mr. Weller, who had grown rather restless 
during this discussion, " vith regard to bis'ness." 

The word was music to Pell's ears. He had been revolving in 
his mind whether any business was to be transacted, or whether he 
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lind boon merely invited to parlake of a gUse of brandy md wsH 
t>r a howl uf puncli, or any similai profossiouiil t^mpliment, and 
now the doubt \fa& net at rest nithout bis appearing at all rager 
for its Biilutiort. His eyes glistened as he laid hU hat on the 
table, and said ; — 

" \\Tiat is the business upon mliich — um ? Either of thwe 
gentlemen wish to ^o through the court ? W'e require an atn«t, 
a friendly nirest will do, you. know ; we are all f riendji lien, 
I snppoae Y '' 

" Give me the docfcyment, Sammy," said Mr, Weller, taking 
the will from his son, wlio appeared to enjoy the iDhirriBW 
anuudugly. " Wot we rekvii^, eir, is a probe o' this here." 

" Probate, my dear sir, probnle," Bsid Pell. 

"Well, sir," rr-plii-d Air. Wellrr i^t.arply, "probe and prolie 
it i.- «civ iiiuilj III.' siiiii' ; if \i'ii lii'ii't iiudersland wot I maui, 
mr, I dessay I can &ud tiiem aa does." 

" No offence I hope, Hr. Weller," said Pell meekly. " Toa 
are the executor I see," be added, cuting his eyes om U» 
paper. 

" I am, sir," replied Mr. Weller. 

"These other gentlemen, I presume, are legatees, ue tiiey?" 
inquired Pell, with a congratulatory smile, 

" Sammy is a leg-at,ease," replied Mr. Weller ; " these othut 
gen'lm'n is friends o' mine, Just come to see fair ; — a kind of 
umpires." 

" Oh ! " said Pell, " very good. I have no objections, I'm 
sure. I shall want a matter of five pound of you before I bepn, 
ha ! ha ! ha! " 

It being decided by the committee that the five pounds nugU 
be advanced, Mr. Weller produced that aum ; after which, s 
long consultation about notliing particular took place, in tb« 
course whereof Mr. Pell demonstrated, to the perfect satiafacti«i 
of the gentlemen who saw fair, that unless the management of the 
business had been intrusted to him, it must all have gone wrong, 
for reasons not clearly made out, but no doubt sufficient. This 
important point being despatched, Mr. Fell refreshed him—U 
with three chops, and liquids both malt and spiritnotu, at the 
expense of the estate ; and then they all went away to Doctors' 

The next day, there was another visit to Doctors' Commons, 
and a great to-do with an attesting hostler, who, being inebriated. 
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declined swearing anything but profane oaths, to the great scandal 
of a proctor and suiTogate. Next week, there were more visits to 
Doctors' Commons, and there was a visit to the Legacy Duty Office 
besides, and there were treaties entered into, for the disposal 
of the lease and business, and ratifications of the same, and 
inventories to be made out, and lunches to be taken, and din- 
ners to be eaten, and so many profitable things to be done, and 
such a mass of papers accumulated, that Mr. Solomon Pell, 
and the boy, and the blue bag to boot, all got so stout that 
scarcely anybody would have known them for the same man, 
boy, and hag, that had loitered about Portugal Street a few days 
before. 

At length, all these weighty matters being arranged, a day was 
fixed for selling out and transferring the stock, and of waiting, 
with that view, upon Wilkins Flasher, Esquire, stock-broker, 
of somewhere near the Bank, who had been recommended by 
Mr. Solomon Pell for the purpose. 

It was a kind of festive occasion, and the parties were attired 
accordingly. Mr. Weller's tops were newly cleaned, and his dress 
was arranged with peculiar care. The mottle-faced gentleman 
wore at his button-hole a full-sized dahlia with several leaves ; 
and the coats of his two friends were adorned with nosegays of 
laurel and other evergreens. All three were habited in strict 
holiday costume ; that is to say, they were wrapped up to the 
chins, and wore as many clothes as possible, which is, and has 
been, a stage-coachman's idea of full dress ever since stage- 
coaches were invented. 

Mr. Pell was waiting at the usual place of meeting at the 
appointed time ; and even Mr. Pell wore a pair of gloves and a 
clean shirt ; the latter much frayed at the collar and wristbands 
by frequent washings. 

" A quarter to two," said Pell, looking at the parlour clock. 
'' If we are with Mr. Flasher at a quarter past, we shall just hit 
the best time.'' 

" What should you say to a drop o' beer, gen'lm'n ? " sug- 
gested the mottle-faced man. 

" And a little bit o' cold beef," said the second coachman. 

'' Or a oyster," added the third, who was a hoarse gentleman, 
supported by very round legs. 

" Hear, hear ! " said Pell ; " to congratulate Mr. Weller, on 
his coming into possession of his property ; eh ? ha ! ha ! " 
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'■ I 'in ([uilc agri'fiililc, gen'lm'ii," answered Mr. Wclkr. 

■■SaMl..lJ. pull till. IWl." 
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wore his hat on Itia riglit whiaker, aad \rae lounging anr thi 
ileek, killing Hies with a ruler. Wilkin^ Flasher, EequKi, ns 
t«liiiicuu); hjiutiulf ou two lc.gs of an office sttxtl, gpeahng 4 
wofdNlux with a penknife, which he dropped evef^r now uid 
Ihttu, with graat dexterity, into the very centre of a small ml 
wafer that vras stuck nuteide. Both genllcmen had vary open 
waistcoaU and very niUing collars, and very small boot& and 
very big nng^^, luid vi^ry little waluhoii, and very large guanl- 
(^ains, aiid symmetriiail inexpressibles and scented pockeUhanJ' 
kerchieftt. 

" I never bet half a dosen," said the other gentlenum. " I 'U 
lake a dciKeii." 

" Done, Simiuery, done ! " said Wilkins Flaeher, &iquiie, 

" P. P., mind," observed the nther. 

■' Of couree," tvplied Wilkins Flimher, Eequire ; and WIlkin« 
FUshor, Esquire, entered it in a little book, with a gold pencil- 
nasr, mill the oilier Kentleman entered it abio, in another little 

" I eee ther« 'a a notice up this mraniiig about BoSbr," ob- 
served Mi. Simmeiy. " Poor devil, he 'a expelled the hoiiae ! " 

" I '11 bet you t«n guineas to five, he cute his throat," said 
Wilkins Flasher, Esquire. 

" Done," replied Mr. Simmery, 

" Stop ! I bar," said Wilkins Flasher, Esquire, thoughtfully. 
" Perhaps he may hang himself." 

"Very good," rejoined Mr. Simmery, pulling out the gold 
pencil-case again. " I 've no objection to take you that way. 
Say — makes away with himselt." 

" Kills himself, in fact," said Wilkins Flasher, Esquire. 

" Just so," replied Mr. Simmery, putting it down. " ' Flasher 
— ten guineas to five, Bofier kills himself.' Within what time 
sliall we say ? " 

'• A fortuigbt ? " suggested Wilkins Flasher, Esquire. 

'- (.'on-found it, no," rejoined Mr. Simmery, stopping for an 
instant to smash a fly with the ruler. " Say a week." 

"Split the dilTerence," said Wilkins Flasher, Esquire. 
"Make it ten days." 

"Well; ten days," rejoined Mr. Simmery. 

So it was entered down in the little books, that Boffer iraa to 
kill himself within ten days, or Wilkins Flasher, Esquire, was 
to hand over to Frank Simmery, Esquire, the sum of ten 
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^oineaB ; and that if Bofier did kill himeelf within that time, 
Frank Simmeiy, Esquire, would pay to Wilkins Flasher, 
Esquire, five guineas, instead. 

"I'm very sorry he has failed," said Wilkins Flasher, 
Esquire. " Capital dinners he gave." 

" Fine port he had, too," remarked Mr. Simmery. " We are 
going to Bend our butler to the sale to-morrow, to pick up some 
of that sixty-four." 

" The devil you are ! " said Wilkins Flasher, Esquire. " My 
man 'a going too. Five guineas my man outbids your man." 

Another entry was made in the little hooka, with the gold 
pencil-cases ; and Mr. Simmery, having by this time killed all 
the flies and taken all the bets, strolled away to the Stock 
Exchange to see what was going forward. 

Wilkina Flasher, Esquire, now condescended to receive Mr. 
Solomon Fell's instructions, and, having filled up some printed 
forms, requested the party to follow him to the bank, which 
they did : Mr. Weller and his three friends staring at all tht^y 
beheld in unbounded astonishment, and Sam encountering 
everything with a coolnesa which nothing could disturb. 

Crossing a courUyard which was all noise and bustle, and 
passing a couple of porters who seemed dressed tu match the 
red fire-engine which was wheeled away into a corner, they 
passed into an office where their business was to b*> tmnsacted, 
and where Pell and Mr. Flasher left them standing for a few 
moments, while they went up stairs into the Will Office. 

" Wot place is this here ? " whispered the mottle-faced gen- 
tleman to the elder Mr. Weller. 

" Counsel's Office," replied the executor in a whisper. 

" Wot are them gen'Im'n a settin' behind the counters ? " 
asked the hoarse coachman. 

"Reduced counsels, I s'pose," replied Mr. Weller. "Ain't 
they the reduced counsels, Samivel ? " 

" ^Xi y*! don't suppose the reduced counsels is alive, do 
you ? " inquired Sam, with some disdnin. 

" How should I know ? " retorted Mr. Weller ; " I thoi^ht 
they looked wery like it. Wot are they, then ? " 

"Clerks," replied Sam. 

" Wot are they all a eatin' ham sangwidges for ? " inquired 
his father. 
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" 'Cos it 'a in tlieit dootj, I siippcwe," replied Sam, " it '« put 
0* tliii system ; thoy 're alvays a doin' it bare, all day loug 1 " 
Mr. Weller and his friends had ecaiwly had a muincnt Id 
nttect upon this singular i«gulatiou aa couneclt^ wit^ the 
mottviazy syet«in of the country, when th«y were ivjoinnl 1>; 
F^ and Wilkins Flasher, EsqutM, who led them to » |Mtt »f 
the counter about which was a round black board with a lu^ 
*'W"onit. 
" Wot 'h that for, sir ? " inquired Mr. Weller, directing iVU'* 
attention to the target in question. 
"The first lett«r of the name of the deceased," replied Fell. 
"I soy," said Jlr. Weller, turning round to the uinpiirei. 
" There 'a auiuetUin' wrong hero. We 'b our letter — this won't 
do." 

The referees at once gave it as their dm-Jded opinion that the 
business could not be legally proceeded with, under the tettvr 
W, and in all probability- it would have stood over for oiw day 
at least, had it not been for the prompt, though, at first sight, 
nndutiful behaviour of Sam, who, seizing his father by th<- skirt 
of the coat, dragged him to the counter, and pinneil him there, 
until hi.- h:u\ iitiixi'd l]i- -.iL;n.iliiiv \.- ,i r,.!ipl,- of instnimenU; 
wiii.li fr..iu Mi. W-ILt^ li.iKil ..f I'li^iti::-, was a wurk of » 
much labour and time, that the officiating clerk peeled and ate 
three Ripstone pippins while it was performing. 

As the elder Mr. Weller insisted on selling out his portion 
forthwith, they proceeded from the Bank to the gate of the 
Stock Exchange, to which Wilkina Flasher, Enquire, after a short 
absence, returned with a cheque on Smith, Payne, and Smith. 
for five hundred and thirty pounds; that being the sum of 
money to which Mr. Weller, at the market price of the day, 
was entitled, in consideration of the balance of the second Sirs. 
Weller's funded savings. Sam's two hundred pounds stvwd 
transferred to his name, and Wilkins Flasher, Esquire, ha^-ing 
been paid his commission, dropped the money carelessly into 
his coat pocket, and lounged back to his office. 

Mr. Weller was at first obstinately determined on cashing the 
cheque in nothing but sovereigns ; but it being represented by 
the umpires that by so doing he must incur the expense of a 
small sack to carry them home in, he consented to receive the 
amount in five-poimd notes. 

" My son," said Mr. Weller, as they came out of the banking- 
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house, — " my son and me has a wery particular eng^ement this 
artemoon, and I should tike to have this here bis'ness settled 
out of hand, so let's jest go straight avay someveres, vera ve 
can hordit the accoimta," 

A quiet room was soon found, and the accounts were produced 
and audited. Mr. Pell's bill was taxed by Sam, and some 
charges were disallowed by the umpires : but, notwithstanding 
Mr. Pell's declaration, accompanied with many solemn assever- 
ations that they were really too hard upon him, it was, by very 
many degrees, the best professional job he had ever had, and 
one on which he boarded, lodged, and washed, for six months 
afterwards. 

The umpires, having partaken of a dram, shook hands and 
departed, as they had to drive out of town that night. Mr. 
Solomon Pell, finding that nothing more was going forward, 
either in the eating or drinking way, took a friendly leave, and 
Sam and his father were left alone. 

" There," said Mr. Weller, thrusting his pocket-book in his 
side pocket, " vith the bills for the lease, and that, there 's 
eleven hundred and eighty pound here. Now Samivel, my boy, 
turn the horses' heads to the George and Wulter I " 
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CHAPTER LVT 

! IMPORTANT CONFERENCB TAKES PLACE BETWEEX MR. PICK- 
IT wiiicii HIS PARE-VT assists: 

IKUFP-COLOl'RKn 9t.1T ARItn'ES 



Mr. Pif'KWtrK was siUing alone, iimsing over many things, 

and lliinliiii!.', ;.iii.-.u- ol]i,r rnii.i,l,,v.,li,,„s. ^.,^>■ li,. ouil.i !*sl 



was matter of oonBtant regret and anxiety to him, whoi ISxij 
stepped Ughtl; into the room, and, advaociiig to the taUo, aid, 
ntther haslalj : — 

" Oh, if fou please, sir, Samuel is down ataiza, and he a^ 
may his father see you ? " 

" Surely," repli^ Mr. Pickwick. 

" Thank you, sir," aoid Mary, tripping towards the door again. 

" Sam has not been here long, has he ? " inquired Mr. Pick- 
wick. 

"Oh, no, sir," replied Mary eagerly. "He has only just 
come home. He is not going to ask you for any more leave, 
sir, he says," 

Mary might have been conscious that she had coiiununicat«d 
this last intelligence with more warmth than seemed actually 
necessary, or she might have observed the good-humoured smile 
with which Mr, Pickwick regarded lier, when she had finished 
speaking. She certainly held down her head, and examined the 
comer of a very smart little apron with more closeness than there 
appeared any absolute occasion for. 

" Tell them they can come up at once, by all means," said 
Mr. Pickwick. 

Mary, apparently much relieved, hurried away with her 
message. 

Mr, Pickwick took two or three turns up and down the room ; 
and, rubbing his chin with his left hand as he did so, appeared 
lost in thought. 
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"Well, well," said Mr. Pickwick at length, in a kind but 
somewhat melancholy tone, " it is the best way in which I could 
reward him for his attachment and fidelity ; let it be so, in 
Heaven'a name. It ia the fate of a lonely old man, that those 
about him should fonn new and different attachments, and leave 
him. I have no right to expect that it should he otherwise with 
me. No, no," added Mr. Pickwick more cheerfully, " it would 
be selfish and ungrateful. I ought to be happy to have an 
opportunity of providing for him so well. I am. Of course I 
am." 

Mi. Pickwick had been so absorbed in these reflections that 
a knock at the door was three or four times repeated before he 
heard it. Hastily seating himself, and catling up his accustomed 
pleasant looks, he gave the required permission, and Sam Weller 
entered, followed by his father. 

"Glad to see you back again, Sam," said Mr, , Pickwick. 
" How do you do, Mr. Weller ? " 

" Wery hearty, thnnk'ee, sir," replied the widower ; " hope I 
see yoa well, sir." 

" Quite, I thank you," replied Mr. Pickwick. 

" I wanted to have a little bit o' conwersation with you, 
sir," said Mr. Weller, " if you could spare me Kve minits or so, 

" Certainly," replied Mr. Pickwick. " Sara, give your father 
a chair." 

" Thank'ee, Samivel, I 've got a cheer here," said Mr. Weller, 
bringing one forward as he spoke; "uncommon fine day it's 
been, sir," added the old gentleman, laying his hat on the floor 
OB he sat himself down. 

" Remarkably so, indeed," replied Mr. Pickwick. " Very 
seasonable." 

" Seaaonablest veather I ever see, sir," rejoined Mr. Weller. 
Hera the old gentleman was seized with a violent fit of coughing, 
which, being terminated, he nodded his head and winked, and 
made several supplicatory and threatening gestures to his son, 
all of which Sam Weller steadily abstained from seeing. 

Mr. Pickwick, perceiving that there was some embarrassment 
on the old gentleman's part, affected to be engaged in cutting 
the leaves of a book that lay beside him, and waited patiently 
until Mr. Weller should arrive at the object of his visit. 

" I never see sich a aggerawatin' boy as you are, Samivel," 
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said Mr. Weller, looking indignantly at ids son ; " nerer in lil 
my boni days," 

" Wltat is he doing, Mr. Weller ? " inquired Mr. Pickwick. 

" H« von't begin, sir," rejoined Mr. Weller; "he knovi I 
ain't ekal to ejt-presain' myself yen there 's anythin' panidder 
to be done, and yet he 'U bland and see me a settin' hei« tnkin' 
up your walable time, and makin' a reg'Iar spectacle o* myself, 
raythcr than belp me out vith a syllable. It ain't filial con- 
duct, Samivel," said Atr. Weller, wiping his forehead ; " werj 
far from it," 

" You said you 'd speak," replied Sam ; " how should I know 
you wos done up at the wery beginnin' ? " 

" You might ha' seen I war n't able to start," rejoined his 
father ; '■ I 'm on the WTong side of the toad, and fackiu' into 
the polins, and all manner of nnpLMBactneeB, and yet yoa t«^ 
put out a hand to help me. I 'm ashamed on jou, SanuTsL" 

" The fact IB, air," said Sam, with a alight bow, "thegoT*iMi's 
been a diawin' hia m<me7." 

" Weij good, SamiTal, wei; good," said lb. WeUer, noddiiig 
hie head witii a satisfied air; " I did n't mean to speak hatah to 
you, Sammy. Wery good. That 's the ray to b^^n ; come to 
the pint at once. Wery good, indeed, Samivel." 

Mr. Weller nodded his head an estraoidinary number of times, 
in the excess of hia gratification, and waited in a listening atti- 
tude for Sam to resume his statement. 

" You may sit down, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick, apprehending 
that the interview was likely to prove rather longer than he had 
expected. 

Sam bowed again and sat down ; his father looking round, 
he continued : — 

" The gov'ner, sir, has drawn out five hundred and thirty 
pound." 

" Eeduced counsels," interposed Mr. Weller, senior, in an 
undertone. 

" It don't much matter vether it's reduced counsels, or wot 
not," said Sam : " five hundred and thirty pound is the sum, 

" All right, Samivel," replied Mr. Weller. 
" To vich sum, he has added for the house and bls'ness — " 
" Lease, good-vill, stock, and filters," interposed Mr. Weller. 
— "As much as makes it," continued Sam, " altogether, 
eleven hundred and eighty pound." 
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" Indeed ! " said Mr. Pickwick, " I am delighted to hear it. 
I congratulate you, Mr. Weller, on having done bo weU," 

" Vait a minit, air," said Mr. Weller, raising his hand in a 
deprecatory manner. " Get on, Sanuvel." 

" This here money," said Sam, with a little hesitation, " he 's 
anxious to put someveres, vere he knows it '11 be safe, and I 'm 
very anxious too, for if he keeps it, he '11 go a lendin' it to 
somebody, or inwestin' property in horses, or droppin' his pocket- 
book down a airy, or makin' an Egyptian mummy of his-self in 
some vay or another." 

" Wery good, Samivel," observed Mr. Weller, in as complacent 
a manner as if Sam bad been passing the highest eulogiuma on 
his prudence and foresight. " Wery good." 

" For vich reasons," continued Sam, plucking nervously at the 
brim of his hat ; " for vich reasons he 'a drawn it out to-day, and 
come here vith me to say, leastways to offer, or in other vords 
to — " 

" To say this here," said tlie elder Mr. Weller, impatiently, 
" that it ain't o' no use to me ; I 'm a goin' to vork a coach 
reg'lar, and hain't got noveres to keep it in, unless I vos to pay 
the guard for takiu' care on it, or to put it in vun o' the coach 
pockets, vich 'ud be a temptation to the insides. If you '11 take 
care on it for me, sir, I shall be wery much obliged to you. 
P'raps," said Mr. Weller, walking up to Mr. Pickwick and 
whispering in his ear, " p'raps it'll go a little vay towards the 
expenses o' that 'ere conwiction. All I say is, just you keep it 
till I ask you for it again." With these words, Mr. Weller 
placed the pocket-book in Mr. Pickwick's hands, caught up his 
hat, and ran out of the room with a celerity scarcely to be 
expected from so corpulent a subject. 

" Stop him, Sam ! " exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, earnestly. 
"Overtake him; bring him back instantly! Mr. Weller — 
here — come back ! " 

Sam saw that his master's injunctions were not te be disobeyed ; 
and catehing his father by the arm as he was descending the 
stairs, dragged him back by main force. 

" My good friend," said Mr. Pickwick, taking the old man by 
the hand ; " your honest confidence overpowers me." 

" I don't see no occasion for nothin' o' the kind, sir," replied 
Mr. Weller, obstinately. 

" I assure you, my good friend, I have more money than I 
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^^^V can evor need ; far more tliaii b man at my age can ever Utc 

^^^V to spend," ifftid Mr. Pickwick. 

^^^B " Mo nuui knows how much he can epend, till ho tries," 

^^^ft^ oh^^rved Mr. WuUer. 

^^B " Perlmps not," replied Mr. Pickwick ; " but aa I have no 

^^^V Inttiatioa of trying any such experimente, I am not likely to 

^^^K come to want, I must heg you to take this hack, Mr. Weller/' 

^^^1 u Wery well," said Mr. Welter, with n discontented look. 

^^^E " Mark my vords, ganuny, I 'U do somethin' desperate nth this 

^^^B here property ; somethin' desperate 1 " 

^^^1 " You 'd better not," replied Sam. 

^^^^ Mr. Weller reflected for a short time, and then, buttoning up 

^^K his coat with great determination, raid : — 

^^^ " I '11 keep a pike." 

" Wot! " exclaimed Sam. 

" A pike," rejoined Mr. Weller, through his eet teeth ; " I 'II 
^^^ keep a pike. Sny good-bye to your father, Samivel ; I dewol« 
the mmaindiBr </ my iIbjb to m pika." 

This threat vas such an awful one, and Mr. WeUor beaidea 
appearing fully i«aolTad to cany it into execntitm, aenned bo 
deeply mortified by Mr. Pickwick's refusal, that that gentleman, 
after a short reflection, said : — 

" Well, well, Mr. Weller, I will keep the money. I can do 
more good with it, perhaps, than you can." 

"Just the wery thing, to be sure," said Mr. Weller, bright- 
ening up ; "o' course you can, sir." 

"Say no more about it," said Mr. Pickwick, locking the 
pocket-book in his desk ; " I am heartily obliged to you, my 
good friend. Now sit down again ; I want to ask your advice." 
The internal laughter occasioned by the triumphant Huccess 
of his visit, which had convulsed not only Mr. Weller's face, 
hut his arms, legs, and body also, during the locking up of the 
pocket-book, suddenly gave place to the most dignified gravity 
as he heard these words. 

" Wait outside a few minutes, Sam, will you ? " said Mr. 
Pickwick. 

Sam immediately withdrew. 

Mr. Weller looked uncommonly wise and very much amaied, 
when Mr. Pickwick opened the discourse by sayii^ : — 

" You are not an advocate for matrimony, I think, Mr. 
Weller ? " 
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Mr. Wetter shook hia bead. He was wholly unahle to speak, 
for vague thoughts of some wicked widow having been successful 
in her designs on Mr. Pickwick choked his utterance.- 

" Did you happen to see a young girl down stairs when you 
came in just now with your son ? " inquired Mr, Pickwick. 

" Yes — I see a young gal," replied Mr. Weller shortly. 

" What did you think of her, now ? Candidly, Mr. Wetter, 
what did you think of her ? " 

" I thought she wos wcry plump, and veil made," said Mr. 
Welter, with a critical air. 

" So she is," said Mr. Pickwick, " so she is. What did you 
think of her manners, from what you saw of her ? " 

" Wery pleasant," rejoined Mr. Weller. " Wery pleasant 
and conformable." 

The precise meaning which Mr, Weller attached to this last- 
mentioned adjective did not appear j but, as it was evident 
from the tone in which he need it that it was a favourabte 
expression, Mr. Pickwick was as welt satisfied as if he had heea 
thoroughly entightened on the subject. 

" 1 take a great interest in her, Mr. Weller," said Mr. 
Pickwick. 

Mr, Weller coughed. 

" I mean an interest in her doing well," resumed Mr. Pick- 
wick ; " a desire that she may be comfortable and prosperous. 
You understand ? " 

" Wery clearly," replied Mr. Weller, who understood nothing 

yet. 

"That young person," said Mr. Pickwick, "is attached to 

" To Samivet Veller ! " exclaimed the parent. 

" Yes," said Mr. Pickwick, 

" It 's nat'ral," said Mr. Weller, after some consideration, 
" nat'ral, but rayther alarmin'. Sammy must be carefuL" 

" How do you me^n ? " inquired Mr. Pickwick. 

" Wery careful that he don't say nothin' to her," responded 
Mr. Weller. "Wery careful that be ain't led avay, in a 
innocent moment, to say anythin' as may lead to a conwiction 
for brcBclu You 're never safe vith 'em, Mr. Pickwick, ven 
they vunce has designs on you ; there 's no knowin' vere to - 
have 'em ; and vile you 're a considering of it, they have you. 
I wos married furst, that vay myself, sir, and Sammy was the 
consekens o' 
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" You give me no great encouragement to winclwiip wlml I i 

i-c to say," olweireii Mr. Pickv,-ick, " but I luul lielttr du so 

once. This ynimg pereon U not only attached to your Bon, 
Mr. Weller, but yoiir sou is Httached to her." 

" VbU," said Mr. Weller, " this here 'b a pretty sort o' thing 

come to a father's ears — this is!'' 

" I have observed them on several occasdons," said Sir. Pick- 
wick, making no comment on Mr. Weller's last remark, "and 
entertain no doubt at all about it. Supposing I were de^rous 
of frstublLthing them comfortably as man and wife in some little 
neee or nituatinn, where thoy might hope to obtain a decent 
living, what should you think of it, Mr. Weller ? " 

At first Mr. Weller received with wry faces a propoeition 
involving the marriflge of anybody in whom he took an inter- 
est; but as Mr. Pickwick argued the point with him, and laid 
great stress on the fact that Mary was not a widow, he gradually 
became more tractable. Mr. Pickwick had great influence over 
him ; and he had been much stnick with Mary's appearance, 
having, in fact, Itestowed several very unfatlierly winks upon her 
already. At length, he !«id that it was not for him to oppoM) 
Mr. Pickwick's inclination, and that he would be very hapf^v 
to jield to hiri Hil\ice ; upon which, Mr. Pickwick joyfully t^K* 
him at his word, and called Sam back into the room. 

" Sam," said Mr. Pickwick, clearing his throat, " your father 
and I have been having some conversation about you." 

" About you, Samivel," said Mr. Weller, in a patronising and 
impressive voice. 

" I am not so blind, Sam, as not to have seen, a long time 
since, that you entertain something more than a friendly feeling 
towards Mrs. Winkle's maid," said Mr. Pickwick. 

" You hear tliis, Samivel ? " said Mr. Weller, in the same 
judicial form of speech aa before. 

" I hope, sir," said Sam, addressing his master, " I hope there 'e 
no harm in a young man takin' notice of a young 'ooman as is 
undeniably good-looking and well conducted." 

" Certainly not," said Mr. Pickwick. 

" Not by no means," acquiesced Mr. Weller, affably but magis- 
terially. 

" So far from thinking there is anything wrong in conduct so 
natural," resumed Mr. Pickwick, " it is my wish to assist and 
promote your wishes in this respect. With this view, I have 
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had a little converBatioD with your father, and finding that he 
ia of my opinion — " 

" Tho lady not bein' a widder," interposed Mr. Weller, in 
explanation. 

"Tho lady not being a widow," said Mr. Pickwick, smiling, 
" I wish to free you from the restraint which your present 
[WHition imposes upon jou, and to mark my sense of your fidel- 
ity and many excellent qualities, by enabling you to marry this 
girl at once, and to earn an independent livelihood for yourself 
and family. I shall be proud, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick, whose 
voice had faltered a little hitherto, but now rcHumed its cus- 
tomary tone, " proud and happy to make your future prospects 
in lite my grateful and jwculiar care." 

There was a profound silence for a short time, and then Sam 
said, in a low, husky sort of voice, but firmly withal : — 

" I 'm very much obliged to you for your goodness, sir, as is 
only like yourself ; but it can't be done." 

" Can't ije done ! " ejaculated Mr. Pickwick, in astonishment. 

" Saraivel ! " said Mr. Weller, with dignity. 

" I say it can't be done," repeated Sam in a louder key. 
" Wot 's to become of you, air ? " 

" My good fellow," replied Mr. Pickwick, " the recent changes 
among my friends will alter my mode of life in future, entirely ; 
besides, I am growing older, and want repose and quiet. My 
rambles, Sam, are over." 

" How do I know that 'ere, sir ? " ai^ed Sam ; " you think 
BO now! 8'pose you wos to change your mind, — vich is not 
unlikely, for you 've the spirit a' five-and-tventy in you atUl, — 
what 'ud become on you vithout me ? It can't be done, sir — 
it can't be done." 

" Wery good, Samivel, there 's a good deal in that," said Mr. 
Weller encouragingly. 

" I speak after long deliberation, Sam, and with the certainty 
that 1 shall keep my word," aaid Mr. Pickwick, shaking his 
head. "New scenes have closed upon me; my rambles are at 

" Wery good," rejoined Sam. "Then, that's the wety best 
reason wy you should alvays have somebody by you as under- 
stands you, to keep you up and make you comfortable. If you 
vant a more polished sort o' feller, veil and good, have him ; 
but vages or no vages, notice or no notice, board or no board, 
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l.nlyiii" iif iiii linlpri*, Sum Vfll«r, as ymi took from the dJ inn 
in ill" linniiinh, slii-ks liy yuu, f.omu wlial come may; ami let 
I'v'ryliiij]' .m-l I'v'rylmdy do their wory ticrcp-sl, nothiu' shall 
i.Vfr iH'rivi'Rt it!"' 

At till' I'li'sc of thin dwlaration, which Sam made with gn-jt 
ctiiotimi, ih.' oMcr Mr. Widler row from hia clioir, and forg«tiji(! 
nil nmsiiliTidiiiiis of tini>>, plaoe, or propriety, waved hU hat 
iiliDVi' hi« ln'nd, iiiid gave three VEhcmeut cheerEv 

■■ My ;;ood fr-lliiw," «iiid Mr. I'ickwiek, wheu Mr. Weller hud 
wit down iiyiiiti. nthiT abiBhrnl iilliis owu i>nth\i5iasin, '■ yo« air 
hound lo cMiuiili'r thi- ymiiij; wmimiv idso." 

■■ 1 d" i-oiihidiT Ihi' youijp 'oiiiiiiui, sir," said 8am. "I liavn 
coii-idi-'ml Ihc vouii^i 'ooiuaii. 1 've spoke to her, 1 've told hi-r 
how I 'ni sitiviitud, stu' '« ready to vail till I 'in ready, and I 
U'iirvii -iif vill. II' An- don't, she 'i* not the young Vtuniuu I 
liiki' htT [or, and I fiivi; )ii-r up villi rcadiucsu. You've knowfiil 
ii:i- iifori', ^ir. My mind 'k iiiiidr up, and iiothin' cai) ever alt«r 
il," 

Wlio fiiiiid condKdlhisn-sfdutioii? Not Mr. Pickwick. H-> 

d.'ii\iO. .11 lliai ( in'iit. nioji; pridii Hiid luxury of fceliiig from 

ilii' iii-ii;ii rr-ii'd .iiia;!liimmt of his biunMe friend*, than tfo 
tliiiii-.rinl |iL'iir'rltitiHiis from till' grwttflBt men living could iiavt 
,i«-rtk-n..diiihiKhi'uH.. 

U'liiji' till- ruiivi-rxutirm viae piwaing in Mr. Pickwick's mum, 

!illl.. ..Ill ^iTilIi'iiMiiin risuitid'-iiuHVobureddotheP.fothm.'il 

' \ I iii'rii r '■iivrviiiu a snudl [lurfiiiiintoau. presented himsolf 

'"l■■'^i iii'l. ifl.r living ^1 l)nl fortius iiiijht, iiif|uirpd ..d Ih.^ 

nol.M '.vl„.(l„.r Ml.. Wiukh' HMs =<liivinH th-.-rr, to whi>;ll 

■rn. -ii..„ !l,<- u.ulir, ..r .■-,■. r.■^pnnd.■d in tin- atiirmative. 

■• I- -!!■■ .il..ii. ■.■■■ iTi.|niiv,l 111,, litll,. .>ld gcutlfinan. 

- 1 I..II. u- -1... l^. Ml.- iv|,li,.d III,. wailL-r; " I van call lu-r 
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As the little old gentleman uttered this command, he slipped 
five ehillings into the waiter's hand, and looked steadily at 

" Keally, sir," said the waiter, "I don't know, sir, whether — " 

" Ah ! you '11 do it, I see," said the little old gentleman. 
" You had better do it at once. It will save time," 

There was something so very cool and collected in the 
gentleman's manner, that the waiter put the five shillings in his 
pocket, and led him up stairs without another word. 

" This is the room, is it ? " said the gentleman. " You may 
go." 

The wait«r complied, wondering much who the gentleman 
could be, and what he wanted ; the little old gentleman, waiting 
till he was out of sight, tapped at the door. 

" Come in," said Arabella. 

" Um, a pretty voice at any rate," murmured the little old 
gentleman ; " but that's nothing." As he said this, he opened 
the door and walked in. Arabella, who was sitting at work, 
rose on beholding a stranger — a little confused, but by no means 
ungracefully so. 

"Pray don't rise, ma'am," said the unknown, walking in, 
and closing the door after him, " Mrs. Winkle, I believe ? " 

Arabella inclined her head. 

" Mm. Nathaniel Winkle, who married the son of the old man 
at Birmingham ? " said the stranger, eyeing Arabella with visible 
curiosity. 

Again Arabella inclined her head, and looked uneasily round, 
as if uncertain whether to call for assistance. 

" I surprise you, I see, ma'am," said the old gentleman, 

" Bather, I confess," replied Arabella, wondering more and 
more. 

" I '11 take a chair, if you '11 allow me, ma'am," said the 

He took one ; and, drawing a spectacle-case from his pocket, 
leisurely pulled out a pair of spectacles, which he adjusted on 
his nose, 

" You don't know me, ma'am ? " he said, looking so intently 
at Arabella, that she began to feel alarmed. 

" No, sir," she replied timidly. 

"No," said the gentleman, nursing his left leg; "I don't 
know how you should. You know my name, though, ma'am." 
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" Do I ? " Haid Arabellii, trembling, though she scarcely knew 
ivhy. " May 1 iisk what it is ? " 

" Pri.'rfciitly, niit'am, preBently," said the stranger, not having 
yit reiuovfd his eyes from htr counteuance. " You have been 
recently married, ma'am ? " 

" I have," replied Ar.ibeUa, in a scarcely audiLle tone, laying 
aNide her work, and hecoiuiiig greatly agitated as a thought, that 
had nccurred to lier beforo, struck more forcibly upon her mind. 
" ■\Vilhmit liaving reprPBeiited to your hushand the propriety 
i)f first riiusullinp his father, on whom he is dependent, I think ?" 
said LliO .-;ti'!iuj;LT. 

Ar>ibi;lla ajjplied her handkerchief to her eyes. 

;veu, to aseertaiu, by some indirect 
in's sentiments on a point in wliich 
interested ? " said the slranger. 
,;d Arabella, 
iiiit property of your oivn to afford 
■I iissistance in exchange for the 
n[ knew he would have gained if 
Ills father's wishes ? '' said the old 
j;eiitleitiiiii. ■■ This is what linys and girls call disinterested affec- 
lion. (ill tliL-y have hoys and ^'irls of their own, and then they 
ii'c it in a rouglier and very different li^'ht ! " 

Araliella's tears Uowed fa«t, as she pleaded in extenuation that 
■'he was vnuiig uJid ini-'xperienced ; that her attachment had alone 
indiii:ed her to take t!ie step to which .she had reported ; aii<l 
lliat. slie hail 1x:pu deprived of the coimsel and guidance of her 
p:)i'i']its alrnont, from infancy. 

'■ It was wroni!,'' -«nid the old gentleman in a milder tone, 
'■ vi'fv wroiiu. It w-j-i foolish, roiujintie, iinbusin ess-like."' 
" It wiis my tjuiit ; all my fiudl, sir," replied poor Arabella, 

.■III. 111. " it was not your fault 

■ I"' -I'. Yes it was, though," 

■ :li ■!■ >lily at ArahelU. " ll 
1' ''■'■ 

little f;entlemau's odd way of 
— so much kinder than it was 
arced a smile from Arabella in 

ini|uired the old gentleman 
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almptly ; stopping a smile which was just coming over his own 
&ce. 

"I expect him every inet&nt, sir," said Arabella. " I per- 
suaded him to take a walk this morning. He is very low and 
wretched at not havir^ heard from his father," 

" Low, is he ? " said the old gentleman, " Serve him right ! " 

" He feels it on my account, I am afraid," said Arabella ; 
" and indeed, sir, I feel it deeply on his. I have been the sole 
means of bringing him to his present condition." 

" Don't mind it on his account, my dear," said the old gentle- 
man, " It serves him right. I am glad of it — actually glad 
of it, as far as he is concerned." 

The words were scarcely out of the old gentleman's lips when 
footsteps were heard ascending the stairs, which he and Arabella 
seemed both to recognise at the same moment. The little gentle- 
man turned pale ; and, making a strong effort to appear composed, 
stood up, as Mr. Winkle entered the room. 

" Father I " cried Mr. Winkle, recoiling in amazement. 

" Yes, sir," replied the little old gentleman. " Well, sir, 
what have you got to say to me ? " 

Mr. Winkle remained silent. 

"You are ashamed of yourself, I hope, sir," said the old 
gentleman. 

Still Mr. Winkle said nothing, 

" Are you ashamed of yourself, sir, or are you not ? " inquired 
the old gentleman. 

" No, sir," replied Mr. Winkle, drawing Arabella's arm 
through his. " I am not ashamed of myself, or of my wife 
either." 

" Upon my word ! " cried the old gentleman ironically. 

" I am very sorry to have done anything which has lessened 
your affection for me, sir," said Mr. Winkle ; " but I will say, at 
the same time, that I have no reason to be ashamed of having 
this lady for my wife, nor you of having her for a daughter." 

" Give me your hand, Nat," said the old gentleman in an 
altered voice. " Kiss me, my love ; you are a very charming 
little daught«^in•law, after all ! " 

In a few minutes' time Mr, Winkle went in search of Mr. 
Pickwick, and, returning with that gentleman, presented him 
to his father, whereupon they shook hands for five minutes 
incessantly. 
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" Mr. Pickwick, 1 thank you moat heartily for all yintr 
Idndiicss U> my ihid." aaid old Mr. Winklei, in a bluff, titraight- 
forwarJ way. " I am a hasty follow, and when I saw you last, 
I waa vexed and taken by surprise. I have judged for tnTself 
now, and am more than eatiefied. Shall I make any mor? 
apologies, Mr. Pickwick ? " 

'• Not one," replied that gentleman. " Ton have done the 
only thing wanting to complet* my happinees." 

Hereupon, thoro was another xhsking of hands for five 
minut«8 longer, accompanied by a great number of ccmplimenlarj 
speechos, which, besides being complimentary, had the additioosJ 
And very novel recommendation of being sincere. 

Sam had dutifully »ecn his father to the Belle Sanva^. 
when, on returning, he encountered the fat boy in the court, 
who had been charged with the delivery of a note from Emily 
Wardle. 

" I say," said Joe, who was unusually loquacious, " what » 
pretty girl Mary is, b n't she ? I am so fond of her, I am ! " 

Mr. Weller made no verbal remark in reply, but eyeing the 
fat boy for a moment, quite transfixed at his presumption, led 
him by the collar to the comer, and dismissed him with a 
harmless but ceremonioos kick ; aitet which, he walked home 
whistling- 
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CHAPTEE LVU 



For a whole week after the happy arrival of Mr. Winkle 
from Birmingham, Mr. Pickwick and Sam Weller were from 
home all day long, only rBtuming just in time for dinner, and 
then wearing an ait of mystery and importance quite foreign 
to their natures. It was evident that very grave and event- 
ful proceedings were on foot ; but various surmises were a&oat 
respecting their precise character. Some (among whom was 
Mr. Tupman) were disposed to think that Mr. Pickwick con- 
templated a matrimonial alliance ; hut this idea the ladies most 
strenuously repudiated. Others rather inclined to the helief 
that he had projected some distant tour, and was at present 
occupied in effecting the preliminary arrangements ; but this 
again was stoutly denied by Sam himself, who had unequivocally 
eta{«d, when cross-examined by Mary, that no new journeys 
were to be undertaken. At length, when the brains of the 
whole party had been racked, for six long days, by unavailing 
speculation, it was imanimously resolved that Mr. Pickwick 
should be called upon to explain his conduct, and to state 
distinctly why he had thus absented himself from the society of 
his admiring friends. 

With this view, Mr. Wardle invited the full circle to dinner 
at the Adelphi ; and the decanters, having been twice sent 
round, opened the business. 

" We are all anxious to know," said the old gentleman, 
" what we have done to offend you, and to induce you to desert 
us and devote yourself to these solitary walks." 

" Are you ? " said Mr. Pickwick. " It is singular enough 
that I had intended to volunteer a full explanation this very 
day ; so, if you will give me another glass of wine, I wiU 
satisfy your curiosity." 

The decanters passed from hand to hand with unwonted 
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brisknesa, and Mr. Pickwick, looking round on the t&cee of }aa 
friends, witli a cheerful smile proceeded ; — 

" All the clmngcs that have taken place among us," nid Mr. 
Pickwick, " I mean the toarriage that htix taken place, and the 
marriage that ttill take place, with the changes they inrolve, 
rendered it necessary for me to think, eoberly and at once, upon 
my future plans. I determined on retiring to eome quiet, pretty 
neighbourhood in the vicinity of London ; I saw a house which 
exactly auited my fancy ; I have taken it and funuEhed it. It 
is fully prepared for my reception, and I intend entering upon 
it at once, trusting that I may yet live to aptend many quiet 
years in peaceful retirement, cheered through life by the society 
of my friends, and followed in death by their affectioostu 
remembrance." 

Heie Mr, Pickwick paused, and a low mnimor no ronnd tlw 
taUe. 

"The house I have taken," said lii. Pininrick, "is it 
Dnlwich; it has a large garden, and ia sftoated in ana of Uw 
most plrasant spots near Loodim. It has heen fitted up with 
every attention to sahetaiitial comfort; perhaps to a littb 
elegance besides; but of that you shall judge for yoorselves. 
Sam accompanies me there. I have engaged, on Porker's 
representation, a house-keeper — a very old one — and sDch 
other servants aa ahe thinks I shall require. I propose to 
consecrate this little retreat, by having a ceremony, in which I 
take a great interest, performed there. I wish, if my friend 
Wardle entertain no objection, that hia daughter should be 
married from my new house, on the day I take possession of it 
The happiness of young people," said Mr. Pickwick, a little 
moved, " has ever been the chief pleasure of my life. It will 
warm my heart to witness the happiness of those friends who 
are dearest to me, beneath my own roof." 

Mr. Pickwick paused again ; and Emily and Arabella sobbed 
audibly. 

" I have communicated, both personally and by letter, with 
the club," resumed Mr. Pickwick, "acquainting them with my 
intention. During our long absence, it has suffered much from 
internal dissensions ; and the withdrawal of my name, coupled 
with this and other circumstances, has occasioned its dissolution. 
The Pickwick Club exists no longer. 

"I shall never regret," said Mr. Pickwick in a low voice 
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•^ " I shall never regret havii^ devoted the greater port of two 
years to mixing with different varieties and shades of human 
character ; frivolous aa ray pureuit of novelty may have appeared 
to many. Nearly the whole of my previous life having been 
devoted to husiness and the pursuit of wealth, numerous scenes 
of which I had no previous conception have dawned upon me — 
I hope to the enlargement of my mind, and the improvement of 
my understanding. If I have done but little good, I trust I 
have done less harm, and that none of my adventures will he 
other than a source of amusing and pleasant recollection to me 
in the decline of life. God bless you all." 

With these words, Mr. Pickwick filled and drained a bumper, 
with a trembling hand ; and his eyes moistened as his friends 
rose with one accord, and pledged him from their hearts. 

There were very few preparatory arrangements to be made for 
the marri^e of Mr. Snodgrass. As he had neither father nor 
mother, and had been in his minority a ward of Mr, Pickwick's, 
that gentleman was perfectly well acquainted with his possessions 
and prospects. His account of both was quite satisfactory to 
Wardle, as almost any other account would have been, for the 
good old gentleman was overflowing with hilarity and kindness ; 
and a handsome portion having been bestowed upon Emily, 
the marriage was fixed to take place on the fourth day from that 
time, the suddenness of which preparations reduced three dress- 
makers and a tailor to the extreme veige of insanity. 

Getting post-horses to the carriage, old Wardle started off, 
next day, to bring his mother up to town. Communicating his 
intelligence to the old lady, with characteristic impetuosity, she 
instantly fainted away ; but being promptly revived, ordered the 
brocaded silk gown to be packed up forthwith, and proceeded 
to relate some circumstances of a similar nature attending the 
marriage of the eldest daughter of Lady Tollimglower, deceased, 
which occupied three hours in the recital, and were not half 
finished at last, 

Mrs. Trundle had to be informed of ell the mighty prepara- 
tions that were making in London ; and being in a delicat« 
state of health was informed thereof through Mr. Trundle, lest 
the news should be too much for liet ; hut it was not too much 
for her, inasmuch as she at once wrote ofT to Muggleton, to order 
a hew cap and a black satin gown, and moreover avowed her 
determination of being present at the ceremony. Hereupon, Mr. 
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TniuiDe called in the doctor, and the doctor said KErs. Tnmdle 
ought to know best how she felt herself, to which ilrs. Tnmdle 
replied that she felt herself quite equal to it, and that she had 
mode up her mind to go ; upon which the doctor, who was > 
wise and discreet doctor, and knew what was good for himself 
AS well as for other people, said, that perhaps if Mrs. Trundle 
stopped at home she might hurt herself more, by fretting, thui 
by going, so perhaps she had better go. And she did go ; the 
doctor with great attention sending in half a dozen of meilicine, 
to Ins drunk upon the road. 

In addition to these points of distraction, Wardle was iatnutfd 
with two small letters to two email young ladies who were lo 
act as bridesmaids ; upon the receipt of which the two yoimg 
ladies were driven to despair by having no " things " icaAy lai 
so important on occasion, and no time to make them in— » 
circumstance which appeiired to afford the two worthy papas of 
the two small young ladies rather a feeling of satisfaction th^t 
otherwise. However, old frocks were trimmed, end new bon- 
nets made, and tlic young ladies looked as well as cotild pojdMy 
have been expected of them ; and as they cried at the s^l^ 
iiequeut cereruifuy in the proper phfi6^, anJ tremblnl al thv 
right times, they acquitted themselves to the admiration of all 
beholders. 

How the two poor relations ever reached London — whether 
they walked, or got behind coaches, or procured lifts in wagonfii 
or carried each other by turns — is uncertain, but there thty , 
were, before Wardle ; and the very first people that knocked at 
the door of Mr. Pickwick's house on the bridal morning were 
the two poor relations, all smiles and shirt collar. 

They were welcomed heartily though, for riches or poverty hid 
no influence on Mr. Pickwick ; the new servants were all alflcritj 
and readiness ; Sam was in a most unrivalled state of high spiriU 
and excitement ; and Mary was glowing with beauty and smirt 
ribands. 

The bridegroom, who had been staying at the house for two 
or three days previous, saUied forth gallantly to Ehilwich church 
to meet the bride, attended by Mr. Pickwick, Ben Allen, Bob 
Sawyer, and Mr. Tupman ; with Sam Weller outside, having it 
his button-hole a white favour, the gift of his lady-love, and 
clad in a new and goigeous suit of livery invented for the occasion. 
They were met by the Wardles, and the Winkles, and the bride 
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and brideBinaida, and the Tnmdlea ; and the ceremony having 
been performed, the coaches rattled back to Mr. Fickwick'e to 
breakfast, where little Mr. Perker already awaited them. 

Here, all the light clouds of the more solemn part of the 
proceedings passed away ; every face shone forth joyously ; and 
nothing was to be heard but congratulationa and commendations. 
Everything waa so beautiful ! The lawn in front, the garden 
behind, the miniature conservatory, the dining-room, the drawing- 
room, the bedrooms, the smoking-room, and above all the study, 
with its pictures and easy chairs, and odd cabinets, and queer 
tables, and books out of number, with a large, cheerful window 
opening upon a pleasant lawn and commanding a pretty landscape, 
just dotted here and there with little bouses almost hidden by 
the trees ; and then the curtains, and the carpets, and the chairs, 
and the sofas ! Everything was so beautiful, so compact, so 
neat, and in such exquisite taste, said everybody, that there really 
was no deciding what to admire most. 

And in the midst of all this stood Mr. Pickwick : his counte- 
nance lighted up with smiles, which the heart of no man, woman, 
or child, could resist ; himself the happiest of the group ; shaking 
hands, over and over again, with the same people, and when his 
own were not so employed, rubbing them with pleasure ; turning 
round in a different direction at every fresh expression of grati- 
fication or curiosity, and inspiring everybody with his looks of 
gladness and delight. 

Breakfast is announced, Mr, Pickwick leads the old lady 
(who has been very eloquent on the subject of Lady Tollira- 
glower) to the t«p of a long table ; Wardle takes the bottom ; 
the friends arrange themaelvea on either side ; Sam takes his 
station behind his master's chair ; the laughter and talking cease ; 
Mr. Pickwick, having said grace, pauses for an instant, and looks 
round him. As he does so, the tears roll down his cheeks, in 
the fulness of his joy. 

Let us leave our old friend in one of those moments of unmixed 
happiness, of which, if we seek them, there are ever some, to 
cheer our transitory existence here. There are dark shadows on 
the earth, but its lights are stronger in the contrast. Some men, 
like hats or owls, have better eyes for the darkness than for the 
light ; we, who have no such optical powers, are better pleased 
to take our last parting look at the visionary companions of 
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ftmny siilitary hours, wlieii the brief sunsliine of the world i 
Lkiiiiiy full upon them. 



It 1, Ihc fiti of nij-t men wh iiiiii^le with the world, and 
dttum e\Ln the prime of life, to make mnov real fnend-- and 
lose them in the Lour^e of nature It i- the fdte of all authun. 
or (.hifiniclera to crtatt iindgmary friends and lose them m the 
t ui 1 lit Nor i»i thih the full extent of their misfortimes, 
f I ill \ III 11 qui n. J to fumiah an account of them betides 

111 1 Tiijiliiuce with this custom — unquestionably a bad one 
— ^VL Mil J ni iifLW Ijioyraphiuil words, m relation to the party 
itt 7>Ii l'it.kui(.k. s asaemhled 

Mr iiid Mrs Wmklo, being fully received into favour bj the 
dUI r,uill M II uert, ahnrtJy afternards, installed m a newly 
l.inll I 1 I Liiih fioniMr IVkmck'o Mr Winkle, 

1 it\ lis i^tnt or town crrrespondent of hi 

III 1 I Id Lostunic for the iinlinary dre^ of 

1 I I I I )u lutid ill the external appearance i>f u 

limIi 1 I husiiua mr afterwaide 

Ml 11 I Mis htiui!HTas<, settkd at Duiglpy Dell, where lliev 
punliisi 1 and culti\ated a small farm, more for occupation 
thin [iniht Jlr hnodgraaa, being occasionally abstracted and 
m<'hni.hiil>, i-* to thisdjj repvited a great poet among hin friends 
ind Ti'i|uttintiui'>' nlthough we do not hnd that he has CM^r 
in t r ' ncourifjC the liehef There are mam 

I 1 hlerar\ ]ihiloaophifu] and otherwise, »liu 

III II tin a Miuilur tenuie 

^l 1 I ti hii friinds marned and Mr PiiLmik 

-ettl I 1 k 1 U" ,s It Kiclimond, where he has pver »,m« 
I siiiid Ht w ilks t nihlantlv 00 the Terrace during the 
siiiiiunr in mils Miih I youthful md jaunty air, which has 
r II I u 1 liiiii ihi iilmiiiition of th(_ numerous elderly ladies uf 
iii^i II lith ij, \tho re-ide in the Mcuiity He baa ueytt 

Ml 1 h ■"iiw^fr, iii\ing previouslv pi=8ed through tlia 
(Juiici j,i— idoMi to IiLn„Ml, iiu-ompaniid by Mr Bcnjunin 
Ml 11 111 rh jejitli Tiitn having receni-d surgical appointmenU 
fumi Uii Liist Tinin Comiian> The> each had the jellow 
fi \t 1 f uiti II tmii s mil tlim ru^oUed to trv a httle abatinence, 
am < mIulIi \i II d tln\ hj\B been doing wlII 
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Mrs. Bardell let lodgings to many conversable single gentle- 
men, with great profit, but never brought any more actionB for 
breach of promise of marriage. Her attorneys, Mesers. Dodson 
and Fogg, continue in business, from which they realise a large 
income, and in which they ore universally coneidered among the 
sharpest oi the sharp. 

Sam Weller kept his word, and remained unmarried for two 
years. The old house-keoper dying at the end of that time, Mr. 
Pickwick promoted Mary to the situation, on condition of her 
marrying Mr. Weiler at once, which ahe did without a murmur. 
From the circumstanc* of two sturdy little boys having been 
repeatedly seen at the gate of the bock garden, there is reason 
to suppose that Sam has some family. 

The elder Mr. Weller drove a coach for twelve months, but, 
being afflicted with the gout, was compelled to retire. The 
contents of the pocket-book had been bo well invested for him, 
however, by Mt. Pickwick, that he had a handsome indepen- 
dence to retire on, upon which he still lives, at an excellent 
public-house near Shooter's Hill, where he ia quite reverenced 
OS an Oracle ; boasting very much of his intimacy with Mr. 
Pickwick, and retaining a moat unconquerable aversion to 
widows. 

Mr. Pickwick himself continued to reside in his new house, 
employing his leisure hours in arranging the memoranda which 
he aft«rwards presented to the secretary of the once famous club, 
or in hearing Sam Weller read aloud, with such remarks as 
suggested themselves to his mind, which never failed to afford 
Mr. Pickwick great amusement. He was much troubled, at 
first, by the numerous applications which were made to him hy 
Mr. Snodgrass, Mr. Winkle, and Mr. Trimdle, to act as god- 
father to their oflspring, but he has become used to it now, and 
officiat«B as a matter of course. He never had occasion to 
regret his bounty to Mr. Jingle ; for both that person and Job 
Trotter became, in time, worthy members of society, although 
they have always steadily objected to return to the scenes of 
their old haunts and temptations. Mr. Pickwick is somewhat 
infirm now; but he retains all his former juvenility of spirit, 
and may still be frequently seen, contemplating the pictures in 
the Dulwich Gallery, or enjoying a walk about the pleasant 
neighbourhood on a fine day. He b known by all the poor 
people about, who never fail to take their hats off as he passes, 
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vitti great respect ; the chUdreii idolise l^im ; and so indeed 
doM the whole neighbourhood. Every year he repairs lo a 
largo family merry-making at ill. Wardle's ; on lliis, as on all 
Othur octaaiojis, he ia invariably attended by the faithful Sam, ' 
betwtien whom and his masl«t there exipta a steady aud reciprocal 
Altochmeat, which nothing but death will tunimial& 



